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My husband Pete and I have been living on a golf course for about 6 years now, and have spent many late nights out on the course behind our house making passionate love on the fairway. Being somewhat into exhibitionism, it adds some excitement to our love life after being married for so long. My husband's favorite plan is for me to wear a dark, full-skirted dress, while he would wear shorts or sweats, and carry a blanket to cover us up while we were doing it. I also have a preference for the soft, sexy feel of satin, and have quite a few outfits made from this cool, soft, slippery material. My husband particularly loves it when I wear a full-skirt and satin blouse on a breezy night. I must admit, I do enjoy the feel of the breeze blowing between my thighs, moving the folds of satin against my skin.
Last Halloween, we decided to be matching vampires, and bought matching costumes, including full-length black satin capes with red satin lining. It was the purchase and use of these capes that leads to this story...
As usual, my husband and I went out into the fairway late one Friday night, except we were both wearing our satin capes over our clothes. I might add that it can be rather windy in the hot summer months, and this evening was no exception, with winds blowing a good 15-20 mph. I decided to let my cape blow free with the breeze, as I was wearing an off-the-shoulder black satin dress, with a quite full skirt. It is the dress I wear when I really want to turn my husband on. I started to walk down the fairway, enjoying the breeze, when Pete caught up to me and asked where I was going. The wind was doing a great job of blowing my cape around, as well as blowing my skirt up around my waist and tits. I was just strolling to enjoy the breeze, but told him I wanted to find someone to watch us fuck.
This was a little more than he wanted to do, and it must have made him very uncomfortable, because he told me that he refused to do this and would rather take me home. I continued walking, and as we debated, we wound up a few holes down the course, when he finally had enough and said "How about here?" It looked as good as any place to me, so I turned to him and kissed him.
As we got further into it, Pete unzipped my dress, and had me step out of it. The feel of the cape blowing across my body from the wind was spectacular, and I could tell that Pete was taking in my tight body and 34C breasts. I stood there with my hands on my hips, when I again joked to Pete that I wanted to find someone to watch us. I should have known better, but as he again refused, I kept pushing his button, making him more and more angry. Finally, he said "I'm outta' here", and started back for the house. I was so shocked; I just stood there with my mouth open as he stormed away. It was then that I realized that he was holding onto my dress and the only clothing I had to cover myself was the satin cape!
I was standing out there, recovering from being left out in the middle of the course, about a half mile from home, with no clothes, when I realized that the warm breeze was still with me. I could feel the smooth satin brushing my legs and arms, and teasing my nipples into hardness, and I was starting to get really hot! I started walking across the fairway, letting the cape blow in the wind, and running my fingers through my pubic hair and teasing my clit. It was electrifying, and I was tingling all over! By now, it was at least one o'clock in the morning, and I was sure I was all alone out there. Boy, was I wrong!
I crossed the fairway, and as I started to walk towards home, the sliding door to the house next to me opened and out stepped two guys! I froze when I saw them, and they saw me almost immediately. I must have been quite a sight, as they just looked at me, naked, with the cape blowing back, exposing my body completely. They were both Hispanic, and the first one looked to be about six feet tall, while his friend was just a little shorter. The only difference was the taller one was fairly heavy as well. I tried to reach for the cape and cover myself up, but the wind was blowing it up, out of my reach. Then one of them said, "I've got to get me some of that!" I started to move away, but they were only a few feet away to start with, and cornered me right away.
I thought about screaming, but realized that I'd have some serious explaining to do about my attire, not to mention what I was doing so far from home. My body was shivering slightly, as I realized that I was going to have to submit to these two before they would let me go. The first one grabbed my arm, and said, "Let's go inside."
I definitely did not want to do that, so I said, "What's the matter, Stud? Don't you want everyone to see your prize capture?"
He just looked at me for a second, then started to take off his clothes. His buddy followed suit, and soon we were all three naked. As they were disrobing, I started to check out their hardware, and I was surprised. The fat one had a large cock, almost 12 inches, and about 2 inches in diameter. His friend was just average size, but had a much better build.
The shorter guy grabbed my wrists and gently dropped me to my knees. "Open your mouth." He commanded, and stuck his cock between my parted lips. I started to suck him, and he grabbed my hair with one hand and moved my head back and forth. I was initially scared that they were going to hurt me, but as I sucked this guy more, the more turned on I got. I took my free hand, and started to feel his ass and he released my other arm. I used it to massage his balls, grasping the folds of skin completely in my hand, and pinching lightly with my nails. My husband loves it when I do this...
While I was entertaining this guy, the fat one was on his knees, entering me. He pulled my cape off to the side, and started to push me onto all fours. His friend obliged by getting down on his knees as well. As I continued to suck, the fat guy said, "Spread you legs wider, Bitch!" I moved them as wide as I could, and felt the tip of his penis start to penetrate my hole. I was still wet from earlier; otherwise, the size of this guy's cock might have split me wide open. I'd never had anything so big in me before, and he grabbed my inner thighs from the outside and lifted my legs off the ground. The only thing keeping me off the ground now was my arms and the fact that my mouth was still wrapped around the other guy's dick!
The fat guy got his cock started in me, then rammed it all the way home with one thrust. My eyes rolled back into my head, I was totally captivated by the feeling in my loins. He started to pump into me, slowly at first, gradually moving faster. All the while, he was holding my legs off the ground. He was so strong that there was no way I could have resisted him!
The shorter guy (I never did learn their names) started to cum, and climaxed into my mouth. I had never sucked my husband to orgasm before, so this was a first for me. I couldn't get his cock out of my mouth because my legs were in the air, so I let the cum spurt into my mouth and then out onto the ground. Most of it wound up dripping off of my chin. The short guy slid back and sat on his heels, taking deep breaths. Fatty saw his friend was done, at least for the moment, and withdrew his cock from me as well. "Get on your back," he told me, "and get ready for the fuck of your life!" Like I wasn't already getting one!
I got a grip on my cape and laid down on it and spread my legs, knees high, for him to enter me again. He lined up, and shoved that magnificent prick deep into me again, and laid down on me. "Go ahead and resist me, if you can" he laughed. He then placed his mouth on my neck, and proceeded to give me an enormous hickey! I struggled under him as best I could to break his suction, but it was no use. I was going to be a marked woman, whether I liked it or not! He kept thrusting into my tightly stretched pussy, and waves of pleasure cascaded over me. I was soon lost in his manhood, never realizing that I was being raped, but enjoying it!
After another couple of minutes, the fat one grunted a couple of times and then gave me one last mighty thrust, and I could feel his jism spurt into me as he climaxed. As he climbed off of me, he said, "If you'd screamed, we would have let you go..." With that, he collected his clothes and followed his friend, who had already left.
I lay there on the grass for a couple of minutes, and digested all that had happened to me. It was then I began to get pissed at my husband for abandoning me! I wasn't really upset at the two guys I'd just had sex with, I was asking for it. But Pete, now that was a different matter! I rose to my feet, and gathered my cape around me. As I started for home, I wondered what I'd say to my husband. The more I thought about it, the angrier I became. When I got to my back patio, Pete was waiting there for me.
"Where have you been?" he demanded.
Rubbing my sore neck from the hickey I answered, "Wouldn't you like to know," and went off to bed.
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Our neighbor’s Halloween party last month was one that I shall never forget. The theme was dressing for a fairy tale, so my husband wore a furry wolf costume, and I wore a very provocative Red Riding Hood costume. It was made of red satin, with a full, flippy skirt that only went down to my mid-thigh, 4-inch red patent leather spike heels, and a red bodice that showed ample cleavage for my 34C breasts. I painted my nails blood red, wore red lipstick, and placed a red ribbon in my hair. To top it off, I pulled on a red satin cape, down to the hem of my skirt. My husband took one look at me and whistled. I pushed him off, for now!
We got to the party and it was in full swing. We mingled with other couples, noticing the different costumes, and we even saw a few couples with the same furry wolf costumes as my husband! We snacked a little, had a few drinks and danced a few numbers. My husband then excused himself to use the restroom, and I decided to take a breather. I sat down on a short stool, letting my cape fall down around me. It felt wonderful to have the smooth, silky fabric brush against my skin. I was getting tingly and excited, just wearing the costume. It also helped that I was drawing a large number of stares from the men, and some envious glances from the women! I had just sat down, when a hand reached around me, held out in front. I turned and looked, and the man attached to the hand asked me to dance. My husband was not back yet, so I thought it would be okay for one dance. The man was dressed as a vampire, and as we started to dance, the music turned into a slow song. He grasped my shoulder, and pulled me closer. As we drew closer, his cape enveloped me, and I felt his hands caress my rear end.
“Mmmmm…I like the way you feel,” he murmured in my ear. “I’ve been wanting to do this to you all night” he added. My hands were on his shoulders, and his hands continued to rove over my ass, at one point going under my skirt and directly onto my panties. I was getting turned on by all of this, and I was amazed to realize he was feeling me up in front of everyone, but nobody could see it because his cape concealed the front, and my cape concealed the back! I had to stop this, or I was going to let him finish me off, and I didn’t even know him!
As the song ended, I broke from his grasp, and found my husband in the hallway. I was so hot, I had only one thing on my mind…so I stuck my hand at his crotch and said, “Follow me, now!” We went upstairs, and found one of the upstairs bedrooms. I didn’t even turn on the light. I spun around and dropped to my knees. I had to have a cock, right now! I pulled open the slit in the front of my husband’s costume and pulled out his cock. He must have been ready for me, as he was already a good 6 inches and growing!
I took the head of his cock in my mouth, and sucked greedily. After only a few seconds, I felt that this wasn’t going to hack it, and I needed his cock in me. I stood up, and lifted my skirt, so I could drop my panties. After they were on the floor, I bent over, placing my hands on the bed, rubbing my ass against my husband’s cock. He lifted my cape and skirt onto my back, and I felt his prick penetrate me. My eyes rolled back in my head as his shaft entered me, slowly at first, then plunging all the way in! My pussy was so lubricated, I took him easily! His thrusting sent my mind wandering, lost in the rapture. I could feel the fur of his costume against my ass, and his hands holding onto my hips. It dawned on me that this could be fantasy beastiality, with Little Red Riding Hood getting raped by the Big Bad Wolf!
I felt his thrusts getting harder and faster, until he was lifting me off the ground. The increased tempo made the tingling feeling between my legs grow to fever pitch, until I shuddered violently, gasping as the waves of orgasm crashed over me! Almost immediately, my husband stiffened, and I felt him explode in me, releasing his tension in one big burst.
As he withdrew, I stood up and turned to kiss him. I pulled back his mask, and as I turned up my mouth to reach his, he stuck his tongue in my mouth. This alarmed me, as this was not how my husband kissed me! I broke away, and reached for a light switch. As I turned on the light, I saw an exact duplicate of my husband’s costume, but in it was not my husband! I’d screwed some black guy!!!
I burst out of the room, stunned, forgetting my panties! As I went down the hall, I heard my husband call my name. I turned to his call, and as he reached me, he kissed me lightly and groped my crotch.
“Wow,” he said, “are you ready to fill my fantasy!” as he felt my uncovered pussy. He grasped my hand, and led me back down the same hall I had just came from. He took me to the same room I was just in, now empty, and turned off the light. He laid me down on the bed, with my cape spread across the bed, and opened the slit in the front of his costume. I raised my knees, giving him easy access to my very wet hole.
“I’ve always wanted to rape Red Riding Hood,” he said. As he mounted me, all I could think about is how Red Riding Hood had raped the Big Bad Wolf…
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My story started one night, when I lost a bet with my husband over the World Series. The Padres let me down, and our bet was for the loser to fulfill the other's sexual fantasy. As my husband and I had a relatively conventional sex life, I felt that it was a safe bet, and that I couldn't lose either way. Boy, was I wrong!
My husband is an exhibitionist, and loves to make love outdoors in secluded areas, where the excitement level is high, but relatively low risk as far as getting caught goes. Tom's desire was to go to our local golf course, and have a kinky sexual episode on the links! I agreed, as long as it took place after dark, and we had clothes somewhere nearby. He countered with using our satin capes from our Halloween costumes from last year, when we were matching vampires.
The next moonless night, we dug out our capes, and wearing nothing else, hopped in the car and off we went. I was somewhat self-conscious at the stoplights we had to stop for, even though it was after 3:30 in the morning, as the cape only did a fair job of hiding my 36C breasts. We parked on the back side of the course, and as we got out, Tom grabbed a small tote bag. I asked him what was inside, and he told me "You'll see!"
As we walked further onto the course, the breeze was starting to pick up, and I was glad that we lived in Arizona, where it was warm 24 hours a day! The breeze really did feel good, though, and I let my cape blow freely in the wind. The feel of the satin brushing against my ass, thighs, tits and crotch was starting to turn me on!
Presently, my husband stopped next to some trees, and told me to get ready, it was my turn to fulfill his wish. As we were all alone, I felt secure and relaxed and ready to please him! He placed a blindfold on my eyes, and as I stood there, I heard him rustle something in the trees next to us. Then he grabbed my wrist and placed a cuff on it, hooking it behind my back. He then did the same thing with my other wrist, hooking them together! I was now immobile, and as I tested my bonds, I heard a mechanical click. My husband was taking flash pictures of me!!!
After a bunch of shots, I heard Tom mutter "Shit!" As I started to panic, thinking we were discovered, he said he was out of film, and left the other roll in the car. I felt him close in on me and pinch my nipple as he kissed me. He then said he was going to run to the car and not to go anywhere!
I heard him run off, and as he did, it dawned on me that the car was about half a mile away! I was blindfolded, tied up; wearing nothing but a satin cape, and even that was blowing in the wind, not covering my privates in the least!
After a little while, I heard footsteps cautiously approach. I whispered out "Tom, is that you?" and only got a whispered "Shhhh" in return. I felt the heat of a body next to mine, and then my nipple was being pinched lightly. I love it when my husband does this, rolling my nipple between his finger and thumb, making it rock hard! A small moan escaped from my lips, as I leaned as far forward as I could. If this was my husband's fantasy, I was determined to make it the best for him! I felt his hands grabbing my breasts, kneading them with more and more force. My heart was pounding now, and I could feel my pussy starting to get really wet from the arousal! I felt his hand move to my behind, and massage my ass, working around to my pussy, running his fingers through my hair and around my lower lips. I had my mouth open so I could breathe, and he placed his mouth over mine and gave me a very passionate French kiss. It was so dreamy I lost track of what was happening to me, and I eagerly bent over at the force of his touch behind my head, eager to suck on his cock!
My lips parted as the head of his cock was pushed at me, and I opened my mouth to take him deep-throat style. He grabbed my head by the hair and started to face-fuck me, just giving me enough time between thrusts to breathe. I was getting lost in the excitement of sucking his cock in the open, when I heard a zipper open! I tried to disengage the cock I was sucking, but the hold on my hair was too tight. I started to squirm, and as I did so, I felt the familiar sensation of a cock being pressed against my pussy! The pressure grew and grew, until my lips parted, and a hard penis thrust inside me! I heard a moaned word in a language I didn't know, and a second voice responded in what I think was the same language. My husband is from the mid-west, and he doesn't know a single word of anything other than English! Whoever these guys were, I was being fucked by two complete strangers! I tried to think of how to get out of this situation, but the cock in my mouth was just giving me barely enough time to breathe, and the cock in my vagina was giving me a fit of a different kind!
The thrusting in my mouth was getting faster and faster, and I knew from the taste, that he was past the point of no return. It was all I could do to not choke on the cum that was spurting into my mouth! I kept my mouth open, and let the jism drip out, off my chin and onto the ground. While I was trying not to drown, I couldn't cry out from the pleasure my pussy was receiving because my throat was otherwise occupied. I could feel the tingling sensation of an orgasm building in my spine and spreading to all parts of my body. I shuddered and struggled against the wrist restraints as they held my hands behind me and were keeping me from being able to defend myself. I felt my cape being rubbed over my back, ass, and thighs, and this stranger's cock pumping in and out of me!
The cock in my mouth finally softened to the point where I could spit it out, and I luxuriated in being able to take a full, deep breath. As I did, a loud moan escaped from my lips, as the penis continued to thrust deep within me! My breathing became faster and faster, as the thrusting quickened, and finally I was pushed forward by one mighty thrust as his hips bumped and ground against my ass. He pushed forward until my hands were tight against the restraints hooked to the tree, leaving his dick deep inside me. I had an involuntary contraction of my pussy muscles, and a stifled groan came from behind me, as my pussy drained him of his seed!
I heard the rustle of clothes being put on, and a hushed whisper in that same language. I then heard footsteps receding from me, off into the distance. Some time later, my husband returned, and he just stepped up to me, and murmured "I'm back. Did you miss me?"
He stepped behind me and proceeded to give me his own version of fucking in the open, and after he was through, he released me and we went to the car. He never asked me if I had any visitors, and I didn't know if I should tell him or not, so I kept my mouth shut. That was 8 days ago, and I am now 4 days late, and feeling nauseous most of the time...
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We had been married for about five years when my husband approached me with the idea of taking me to an adult movie. I kicked the idea around for a few weeks, and after several discussions, my husband convinced me to do it. “What the hell”, I thought, “it might be fun!”
I thought I might put a twist on the evening by teasing my husband all day. I started in the morning by groping his manhood, and stroking him a few times. Then I’d stop and walk away, telling him that there would be more later.
As the day wore on, I went into the back yard, where Ben was fixing sprinklers, and lifted up my skirt and called to him as I fingered my labia. As he rose, I turned and went back inside, locking the door behind me. Later, I walked up to him and gave him a passionate kiss, as his arms were full of groceries. Then I left him there to get ready for the evening.
As Ben showered, I dressed in black thigh-high pantyhose, a red silk blouse. I decided to go bra-less, and let the sheerness of my blouse show-off my D-cup boobs and dark areolas. I put on my black satin mini-skirt, and secured it with a matching red satin sash. I stepped into three-inch spike heels, and I was ready to go!
When Ben saw me, he grabbed at me, and I had to be strict with him, telling him that if he wanted to take me to an adult movie, he was going to have to act like an adult! He dressed in record time, and out we went.
Just the walk to the car was almost too much, as the early summer breeze was lifting the hem of my skirt, showing either my bare ass, or uncovered pussy. I was slightly annoyed by this, as I wanted to surprise my husband. But it was too late, now!
During the twenty-minute drive to the theater, I nuzzled against his neck, and blew in his ear. A few teasing flicks of my tongue, and we almost went off the road! Ben was about to lose his cool, so I backed off until we got to the movie house.
The place was pretty empty, and we were basically able to walk right in. It was kind of funny, though, as there weren’t any other women there. The click of my heels echoed down the hallway, and I could feel the eyes of the other guys on me, undressing me as I walked. At first, it made me slightly nervous, and I tightened the grip I had on Ben’s arm, but as we walked, I began to calm down.
We went into the theater, and the movie was already going. We found a couple of seats on the aisle, and sat down. As my eyes adjusted, I could see a few others in there, and one couple appeared to be in a passionate embrace. On the screen, a thirty foot tall woman was having oral sex with one man, and getting screwed from behind by another.
Ben’s hand came to rest on my knee for a moment, and as we watched the movie, his hand crept higher and higher up my leg, until he reached my skirt. I turned to face him, and he planted his face on mine, and his tongue went half way down my throat. I returned his kiss, and let him work my legs wider apart. As I reached over to his crotch, his other hand opened another button on my blouse and grabbed my breast. I could feel his cock bulging in his pants, and I tugged at his zipper to release it.
His member leapt free of his crotch, and it surprised me that he wasn’t wearing underwear. We continued petting, and his fingers massaged my pussy and clit, and my fingers flicked and teased his cock. Finally, I needed to shift over, as I wanted to better touch him, and I was getting sore reaching over the seat divider. As I shifted, Ben grabbed my arm, and pulled me over onto him. I was basically straddling him, with my ass sticking up in the air. Because my skirt was so short, I was sure I was totally exposed to the others in the audience!
Ben’s hands ran through my hair, and as he cupped my head, he ushered me down to his crotch. I used the tip of my tongue to tease him, before I enveloped him. As I did so, his hands moved to grab my hair, holding me in place. Just then, I felt another hand on my butt. I flinched as it touched me, but Ben just kept his hands on my head, holding me still. The hand moved to my pussy, and was joined by another. Ben continued to hold me in place, making sure I fucked him with my mouth, as I felt first one finger, then two, push into my pussy, opening my hole. I squirmed as I was violated, and the fingers withdrew, then re-entered me. They began working inside me, hitting my sweet spot. My squirming became slower and more sensuous as I became wetter, and the fingers in me continued to push my buttons.
Too soon, the fingers withdrew, and I felt myself penetrated by someone’s prick. It was long, thick, and quite hard. For a moment I panicked, but Ben just held me tight, bobbing on his own shaft. The guy behind me reached into my blouse, and pinched my nipples, bringing them to hardness. I moaned as that stranger’s shaft poked fully into me, and withdrew. The cycle began again, and as he thrust, my head began to bounce off Ben’s abdomen. I could taste Ben’s pre-cum, so I knew he wasn’t going to last much longer.
The cock in my pussy began thrusting faster, and his hands went to my hips, holding my skirt up. His pace picked up, and his balls slapped against my thighs. At that time, Ben couldn’t hold back any longer, and he shot his load into my mouth. I have swallowed him before, and I was able to keep any of it from spilling out. I do have to say it was tough, though, as the cock in my pussy was giving me fits. My breath came in gasps, and I cried out each time he thrust back into my now steaming box.
Soon, the tingling in my vagina reached fever pitch, and my vaginal walls spasmed and contracted as I orgasmed. My orgasm and writhing must have been the final straw, as my lover buried his cock as far in as it would go, and he ejaculated his seed into me.
Just as he finished, the door to the theater opened, and an employee came down the aisle. I quickly sat down next to Ben, and there was now a guy sitting in front of us. The employee made the rounds, and went back out. While he walked, I could feel hot sperm spill out of me, onto the seat! I checked out he guy in front, and he appeared to be about medium height and build, and had longish hair. I couldn’t get a good look at him, and Ben appeared not to care, which was strange.
As soon as the movie was over, Ben escorted me out, and we went to the car. There, Ben pushed me over the hood of the car, and proceeded to fuck me hard. I never found out who the stranger was, and because Ben seemed to be okay with it, I didn’t question him. I have, however, gone back to the movie house a couple of times when Ben was travelling on business. But those are other stories…
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My husband was so excited when he burst through the door last week…“Honey, I did it!!!!” he exclaimed, “I won Sales Manager of the Year!”
The big grin on his face reminded me of what he must have been like as a little boy, full of excitement and wonder at every new discovery, learning a new skill, or just plain old having fun!
“The awards ceremony will be at the company party tomorrow night, so be sure to get all dressed up for me!” he asked.
I instantly knew what I would wear for him: My black satin halter dress, the one he has been begging me to wear for him… It is a bit daring, as it is backless, and has a circle skirt hemmed just above my knees. I have been reluctant to wear it, since I have to go braless, and the skirt doesn’t protect my modesty even a little bit if we dance, or even a slight breeze comes by. I had even entertained the thought of returning it, because it was a dress more for a young slut prowling for a man, not a married woman with two kids…
I took my time getting dressed, sliding white thigh-high hose and my red satin bikini-cut panties up my legs as I prepared. I let my husband see me as I was getting dressed, teasing one nipple for a moment in front of him, a wicked smile of a girl who knew she was going to do something nasty across my face. It took all of my strength to push him off of me, or we would have been late to the party…I slipped on my dress, and tied the satin bow behind my neck, allowing the thin, soft fabric to cover my chest. I glanced in the mirror, and had more second thoughts, as I had forgotten how much of a drape the front of the halter exposed my C-cup cleavage. I stepped into my 4-inch black patent pumps as my husband called for me, bidding me to hurry up…
We arrived at the party, held in the main lodge of the CEO’s country club, looking out on what seemed like miles of beautiful golf course and landscaping. The building was brightly lit, and music blared from inside. I had to hold one hand on my skirt as we crossed the parking lot, to keep it where the designer intended, as the freshening breeze was gathering across the links. My heels clicked loudly as we crosses into the tiled entryway, my hips swaying a bit more than usual because of the height of my heels, making the hem of my skirt swish and sway tantalizingly.
As we made our way around, I was introduced to many of my husband’s co-workers and their spouses, drawing a few stares from the men, and a few angry glares from the women. I was beginning to enjoy the thought of being so sexy in front of everyone, and the attention I was getting, when my husband drew me close and introduced me to another co-corker, a really tall black man, and his date, a white woman whose name I promptly forgot. The conversation was short, and obviously strained, and I could tell that the two men did not like each other. His name was Eric, and as I was lead away, I was informed that he was the guy my husband beat out for the award, and that their competition had been ongoing for months, as was their animosity. I could feel Eric’s eyes boring into my back as we left…
After the awards ceremony, the CEO opened the bar, and the there seemed to be a long line of guys waiting to buy my husband a drink to congratulate him, and maybe begin to suck up to him, since the award winner usually got the next promotion as well! Of course, I was also offered glass after glass, and since I am only five foot three, and 120 pounds, it did not take too long for the alcohol to affect me. I felt it coming, and decided I had better find a place to sit and get away from the potential for massive inebriation, finding a small love seat facing the golf course. My husband remained at the bar, drinking in all the adulations, as well as the booze…
The sun was long set, and the only lighting was from the building as I sat there, listening to the chirp of crickets, the hoot of an owl, and the rest of the sounds one hears when nature is getting ready for the night shift. I took a deep breath and let out a soft sigh as I closed my eyes to enjoy the moment. My reverie was short-lived, however, as I heard footsteps approach, and turned to see Eric join me, a fluted glass in each hand.
“Hi!” he greeted, “you look like you might be thirsty.” He smiled. I shook my head to say no thanks, telling him that I had already had more than enough, and that any more would not be in my best interest. He merely smiled and stood next to me, looking out across the landscaping. He told me how much he liked golf, and that he had a tee time here tomorrow morning, and wanted to walk the first tee so he could be prepared for his game with the boss.
His hand lowered to me. “Want to join me?” he asked. I glanced back at my husband, who was laughing and smiling, obviously having a great time. I knew he was going to be a while, and that a walk would do wonders to clear my head, so I agreed. Little did I know how much it would do to clear Eric’s head…
We walked off the veranda, following a cart path, my heels clicking on the asphalt, my hand dropped to my skirt as the wind was increasing a bit. As we walked, Eric congratulated my husband and me for his accomplishment, and he mentioned how lucky he was that he had me. We stopped by the first hole, and I asked Eric about his date, and he bluntly told me that she was a hooker he had hired just to make him look good for the party! My jaw dropped as I heard his too-honest answer. “Yeah, she was just for the party, and after dinner, I took her to the parking lot, fucked her brains out, and let her go!”
I shook my head for a second, and thought better of being out in the middle of nowhere with him, and started to turn, saying I should head back. He then grasped my elbow with a large, meaty hand, telling me that he wasn’t through congratulating me yet! I raised my free hand to his, trying to break his grip, letting the hem of my skirt float about freely in the breeze. I heard him chuckle as I struggled and he grabbed both of my wrists with his other hand, wrapping his fingers around my wrists like they were handcuffed!
His free hand reached to his belt, unfastening it and drawing from his trousers. He then wrapped it around my wrists as I struggled vainly to get free. I cried out, and quickly felt the sting of a hard slap across my cheek. “Quiet, Slut, or I’ll really hit you!” he menaced in a low voice! I grunted as I struggled, his hand on his belt, holding it tight against my wrists, dragging me stumbling behind him into the darkness. He took me across the grass, further into the course, growling at me to keep quiet every time I yelped or stumbled. He finally stopped at the base of a tree, looping the tail of his belt over a low branch, pulling taut. He kept pulling until my arms were straight overhead, and I was on my tiptoes on the grass.
He stepped back to admire his handiwork, and my skirt was floating freely in the breeze, the hem allowing him to see the tops of my thigh highs, and even my panties!!! He leered at me for a moment, then reached out to my chest, feeling my breasts through the thin, shiny satin covering them. I shook my head “No! Please don’t!” I begged “I-I won’t tell anyone if you just let me go!” My body began to betray me, however, as my nipples began to harden from the combination of his touch, the soft satin, and the breeze. He just laughed at me as his hands continued to rove over my body, reaching lower and lower, until he started to grope my crotch…
First it was through my skirt, then he extended his arm to under my skirt, roughly rubbing my vagina through my panties. I continued to beg him to free me, to let me go, as he pushed a finger inside my panties, tearing them with a sharp jerk. I cried out as I was exposed to this monster, and he slapped me again. As the tears cleared from my eyes, I saw another monster, the one hanging between his well-muscled thighs!
“I woulda’ let you suck me, Bitch, but I just can’t get enough white pussy!” he jeered, his hand reaching between my thighs, digging open my labia, and forcing into my moistness. My head fell back on my shoulders as I grunted and groaned from his violation. “Damn! You ain’t never had a black man, huh?” he asked. I shook my head in fear, quivering as he withdrew, then grasped both of my knees and pulling me to him, the inside of my thighs against his hips, his throbbing manhood aimed straight at my pussy.
“Nnnooo!!!!!!!!!” I cried out as I felt his cock press against my labia, his pressure increasing until they opened, and the head of his shaft entering me. He fed it to me more, pulling my body onto him, my feet dangling as he raised my knees higher and higher, until I was impaled on him. I looked into his eyes, a look of pure lust burning in them, feeling his will probe into me, just as his cock did. He then began to withdraw, and repeat thrusting, my mouth opening to gasp as he pushed into me, the head of his cock straining against my cervix!
It was only a matter of time before my body became receptive to his attack, my vagina growing wet, my chest beginning to heave as the raw sexual excitement began to build. A part of me was ashamed to succumb, but I rationalized that any woman would not be able to resist his massive tool. I gasped and moaned as he repeatedly filled my pussy with his cock, until he began to fuck me at a frenzied pace. I whimpered as he became close to his climax…”Please…pull out! I-I can get pregnant!!!” I begged.
His only reply was to thrust fully into me as he climaxed, holding my crotch close to his, his ebony rod filling me with black seed. He stiffened as a series of spurts of his semen filled me, his chest heaving as his lungs gasped for air. My eyes closed as I began to sob, my body taken, my womb filled beyond capacity, my desperate fears realized.
After he withdrew, he released me, and let me hang for a minute while he dressed. He picked up my panties, and put them in his pocket, then looked at me as I hung there… His gaze lowered to my thighs, and he peered closer, a smirk on his face as he realized my vagina was dripping with his seed. Then a frown rose, and he reached up and undid the knot holding me in place. He then dragged me to the green, and threw me to the ground. I landed in a sprawled heap on my back, and he retied the belt overhead to the little flag.
“I was just going to leave you there, but I saw my jizz leaking out…Too much chance for you to not to get knocked up… Now I have to replace what you let out!” he declared as he undid his pants again. I was so exhausted that I did not fight him as he knelt down and lifted my ankles to his shoulders. For a moment he just dry-humped me until I felt his cock grow to its massive size, and he then shifted back until he could enter me again.
To make a long story short, he did climax in me again, holding me in place until he was spent, and sure that at least some of his essence was in past my cervix. My chest heaved for air from the exertion of being forced to climax several times, my body responding as nature designed. He got up, and dressed, leaving my wrists bound together. After he left me, I waited and rested, until I had the energy to get up. I was able to free myself in a few minutes, and was able to reach a restroom, where I cleaned myself up enough to find my husband, who by now was quite drunk…
I was able to get him into the car, where I broke down and started to cry… All I heard was my husband snoring… It has been two weeks, and I am definitely pregnant. I tried to call Eric, but found he had been transferred to another division in the company, on the East coast. My husband thinks he was a stallion with me that night, and that the baby is his…
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A girl’s wedding day is supposed to be the happiest of her life. Mine was the horniest, as well! It all started after I got to the church, and was putting the final touches on my dress and makeup. The dressing room was warm and cozy, with a fire in the fireplace, a couple of overstuffed chairs, and big couch, and a dressing counter with a special stool that allowed the bride to sit comfortably in her long gown. I had invited a former boyfriend to the ceremony, without my fiancé’s knowledge, not really expecting him to show up.
It was my surprise when the door opened, and he was standing there, all dressed up in suit and tie. His long hair was hanging loose around his shoulders, and he had a stunning smile in place. He entered the room, and closed the door behind him. As he crossed over to me, he said, “You look beautiful. If things had been different, this would be our day.”
His wistful smile could always melt me in place, and today was no different. I was standing there, in my white satin gown, veil, and gloves. The ceremony was only an hour away, and as he closed to me, he lifted the veil, cupping my face with his hands. Our eyes met, and I knew he would kiss me. The crazy part was that I wanted him to! My ruby lips parted to meet his, and I hungrily sucked on his tongue. His hands roved my body, grasping my ass, and groping my crotch. The soft, smooth fabric was yielding to his fingers, and I could feel his fingers at my pussy. “You were always terrific in bed,” he whispered, “I want you one last time!”
As he spoke, his fingers found my love button, and I started to swoon. He caught me with his free arm, and placing it around my waist, escorted me to the couch. As we approached it, he slid behind me and bent me over the back of it. With my 4-inch heels, it was actually comfortable to let the couch support me.
I could feel his bulging pants against my rear, and his hands dropped to lift my skirt up. As he lifted my skirt higher, he got a glimpse of my panties, and remarked how lucky my man was, as I was wearing crotchless panties. I wanted my husband to take me as soon as possible after the wedding, and that meant in the limo on the way to the reception!
I heard his zipper open, and felt his hardening member rub against my vaginal opening. The tingling in my loins grew, causing me to tremble, both from the expectation of what I was going to receive, and the fear of being caught! My knees began to wobble, and I leaned more heavily on the couch as his cock began to penetrate me. He took his time to open me up, and as I became very wet, he thrust fully into me. The feeling was so electric I could only try to claw at the cushions with my satin-gloved nails.
His pace was slow at first, pushing slowly into me, and rubbing the tip of his cock against that wonderful spot in my pussy. As he kept going faster and faster, the jolts of pleasure coursed through my body. I started to moan and pant, and push against him, eager to meet his thrusts with my own. We kept at it like this for a few more minutes, when I felt him stiffen, and push and grind his cock hard against my rear, all the way to the hilt! At the same time, I felt my vagina contract, and milk his penis for all his seed as a wave of orgasm crashed over me. As I lay bent over the back of the couch, I could only think about the risk I was taking, that of being impregnated by a man other than my soom to be husband!
Shortly thereafter, he withdrew his softening cock, and proceeded to pull his pants up. Then he helped me back up by reaching around me and grasping my breasts with both hands as he lifted. My skirt fell back into place, and the only thing to give us away was smeared lipstick, and a very flushed face. He kissed me again, and as he left, he said he’d look for me as I walked down the isle.
As I finished fixing my makeup, my mother came in, and gushed about my healthy glow. If she only knew how I got it!
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My story all started on my way home from a party. I went on a blind date arranged by a friend, but the man I was with really let me down. I was very relieved that I had decided to meet him there, rather than let him drive. I didn't know what to expect, so I dressed rather nicely, with a maroon full-skirted dress with a velvet bodice and a flowing satin skirt. Black 4 inch heels and a matching black satin bow in my shoulder-length brown hair completed my outfit. I had been driving down some side roads to get home to kill time, when my car stopped running! I pulled over to a stop, and after I couldn't get it running again, I tried to use my cell phone. Unfortunately, it wouldn't get a signal from where I was. My only choice was to find a better location, so I locked my car and started to hoof it.
I walked for awhile, and I was actually beginning to enjoy it. The warm summer breeze was refreshing, and also teasing me. At first I was concerned that someone might see my skirt lifting up and around, exposing my body, but when I realized that nobody was driving by, I relaxed and enjoyed the sensations. I had wanted to be flexible on my date, so I had worn only thigh-high pantyhose, and no panties. If the guy was gorgeous, I wanted to be able to take full advantage of the situation. The wind lifting my skirt was also tickling my pussy, and my satin skirt was brushing my back and thighs, further enticing me.
After about a half mile, I started to look for a place to sit and take a rest, as my heels were beginning to make my feet hurt. I saw paved trail leading off the road, and thinking it might lead to a park, and a phone, I went down it.
My heels clicked on the hard surface, and the wind still tugged at my dress as I walked. I continued on, and could see that the sidewalk did indeed open up on a picnic area. Just as I reached the clearing, three guys jumped from the sides and grabbed me! Before I could scream, a hand was placed over my mouth, and my right arm was pinned behind my back causing me to drop my purse! My heart was racing as I heard one of them murmur in my ear.
"Not a sound, or you've had it!" the voice said. I nodded in assent, as I didn't have much choice. I was dragged towards a picnic table, and when we got there, the ribbon was pulled from my hair. The hand was removed, and both my arms were held in front of me. They were then tied together with the ribbon. As this was happening, I was able to get a look at my captors in the moonlight. What I saw surprised me!
They were all younger men, with shaved heads and lots of tattoos. "Skinheads" my mind finally recognized! Two were white, one of them medium height and well built, and the other was tall, and somewhat thin. The last guy was Hispanic, about the same height as the first guy, but very heavy.
"Just like last time?" the tall one asked.
"Yeah," the well built one replied.
With that, they all dropped their pants, taking turns holding me in place. Then, the well-built one lay down on the picnic table, and I was "helped" on top, straddling him. As he helped me up, the Hispanic guy placed his hand on my ass, up my dress!
"Hey! he exclaimed, "this bitch is ready for us! Look! No underwear!" he said as he lifted my skirt. As I was moved onto his hips, I could feel the well-built guy's dick begin to harden against my labia. He lifted his head, and my hands were placed around his neck, held in place by the ribbon. This put me on my hands and knees, straddling one guy, and my ass exposed by my skirt blowing in the breeze!
The Hispanic guy also climbed up on the table, and, using his hand, started pushing his cock at my mouth. It was average length, but pretty thick, and growing. I started to protest, but as I opened my mouth, he stuck the head in, preventing me from talking. I had a 2-inch rod in my mouth! At the same time, I felt pressure on my pussy, and then the guy on the bottom penetrated me as well. The final act was for the tall one, as he placed his hands under my skirt, and lifted it onto my back. Then with one hand on my ass, he placed his prick against my anus and began to push. Hard. I'd never had anal sex before, and I was afraid he might injure me. While he was pushing, the guy up front grabbed my head by the hair, and proceeded to thrust his cock in and out of my mouth, and the guy on the bottom was pushing in and out of my pussy. I did the only thing I could, and relaxed my body. This allowed the guy in back to enter me as well! I can tell you this, anal sex must be an acquired thing, because it did hurt, at first.
I began to lose track of everything going on around me. My pussy was beginning to tingle, and it was making me hotter and hotter. The cock in my mouth kept going deeper and deeper, almost to the hilt. And the guy in back was butt-fucking me for all he was worth. I felt my breasts being squeezed, and my nipples twisted to rock hardness. That I actually enjoyed, and as they went on, I crossed the point of caring. Between my struggling and their pounding into me, I was exhausted and had no more fight. I let them take me fully!
The guy in my ass finally bucked hard, and came, leaving his jism in my rectum, and the guy in front started to cum as well. I could feel the pulsing of his penis, and I worked to swallow everything he shot at me. Then the guy I was riding came, lifting me off the table as he bucked and thrust. The Hispanic guy then said that it was his turn, and the guy in back put his arms around my waist and lifted me off the bench. After he stood me up, I was lifted onto the table on my back, and my hands were hooked over the corner of the table, effectively tying me in place. The Hispanic guy then climbed on the table and placed his head between my legs. He nibbled at my clit, and rubbed his fingers through my pubic hair. My body was beyond all reason by this time, and I rocked my hips as he tickled and teased my pussy, as soft moans escaped my throat. He quickly became hard again, and rubbed the head of his cock against my clit, and that drove me crazy. I needed that cock, quickly! The tall guy had his hands on my tits, and was still teasing them as well, keeping them hard as diamonds.
Then, in one push, I was penetrated by that magnificent manhood, and my eyes rolled back in my head. I gasped as he entered me, my body tensing at the thrill of so much meat! He the lay on me, and began rocking against my pelvis, pushing deeper and harder into my vagina. He placed his mouth over mine, and I greedily sucked his tongue, caressing it with my own. The feeling was incredible, as each stroke of his cock sent shivers of ecstasy up my spine. I lifted my knees higher, so his thrusts could meet my pleasure spot! After a few minutes, he drew his knees under my back and reared up. This split my legs fully wide, hanging over his thighs, and he raised himself to arms length. Then the well-built guy climbed on the table at my head, and waved his now hard cock at my lips. I stuck my tongue out to lick his head, and he forced his prick down my throat, his balls slapping my forehead as he dropped on me, fucking my face to the hilt! My cunt was tensing as I approached orgasm, and I couldn't control myself when it hit me. I pulled at my restraint, bucked my hips and tried to cry out, but the cock in my mouth cut it to a low growl. Soon, the Hispanic guy bucked several times in quick succession, and I could tell he was climaxing, filling my womb with warm, sticky semen. The guy in my mouth then came, and I again swallowed as fast as possible. I didn't want to choke!
With that, they both hopped off of me, and began to dress. The third guy was already dressed, and it looked like he was keeping a look out for anyone walking by. As they began to leave, the Hispanic guy came back to me and placed his hand on my crotch, massaging my mound. He bent down and whispered in my ear. "We hang out here sometimes. You come back again, and we'll be happy to fuck your brains out!" With that, he lifted my skirt up all the way, covering my face and exposing my thoroughly wet and open pussy, and I heard them all leave.
I squirmed and wiggled, and after about ten minutes was able to get my hands free of the table. I sat up and used my teeth to untie the ribbon, and I was finally free. I found my purse down the trail, and was finally able to use my cell phone for a tow truck. As I got home, I was showering and thinking about how I could make my car break down again!
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I was out shopping for Christmas presents last week, and I saw this sexy red satin nightgown, one that had a slit up the front of both legs, all the way up to the breasts, and a full, sweeping skirt down to the ankle. My husband was going to love it, as it allowed me to fully expose my pussy to him, and keep the rest of me covered. Perfect for sex in the community back yard we shared with the other neighbors. I looked forward to watching my husband's eyes fall out when he saw me!
That Friday night, I waited until very late, and slipped into the nightgown, and tingled as the shiny, soft, shimmering fabric fell across my breasts, and over my butt. The front flap of the gown fell between my legs as I walked, and further tickled my pussy hair, while the skirt brushed around my ass and thighs. I had also purchased a matching red satin robe at the store, and wrapped myself in that as well. I went to the back of the house, and turned off the light where my husband was, and proceeded to stand in front of the TV, to subtly get his attention. My husband's mouth dropped open, and I opened the front of my robe for him to see. As I spun around to show him my purchases, Brad started to get up and approach.
"No, " I started, "you have to wait!" With that, I opened the back door and went into the back yard, shedding the robe as I went. The weather was breezy and cool, and the wind caught the skirt of my gown and lifted it up, exposing my ass to the neighborhood! As I looked around, the breeze was giving me a slight shiver, but the shiver was not from the temperature! My skirt was flying around, and the front flap was blowing aside, exposing my pussy and ass to everyone who cared to take a peek, and my husband comes out, holding his hand behind his back.
"Hold still," he commanded. With that, he approached me, and then bound my hands together with the sash from my robe, hooking me to a small tree, and then placed a blindfold over my eyes. Just then, the phone rang, and Brad ran to answer it! He left me all alone, tied to a tree, wearing a satin nightgown that the wind was blowing freely up past my waist!
I could hear him talking on the phone, and he started to laugh and continue the conversation. It seemed he forgot all about me. However, someone else did not!
While I was standing there, I began to get tired, so I dropped to my knees so I could rest. I felt the satin blowing across my body, and my body was trembling with the stress of being so exposed and vulnerable, yet excited about what might happen! I did not have long to wait!
I heard footsteps approach, and at the same time, I could hear Brad talking as though he had nothing better to do! The footsteps drew closer, and I heard the sound of a zipper being opened. I turned my head to try and hear my surroundings better, and as I turned to my left, I felt the head of a cock being brushed against my lips! I knew that I was in serious trouble, but I was also tempted by the thought of being wantonly used! I opened my mouth and started licking the head. It was salty and growing hard as I teased the tip with my tongue. I was starting to get hot, and the breeze felt great as it blew my skirt higher and higher. I started to suck on the cock harder, drawing it into my mouth, and I felt a hand grasp my left titty and pinch my nipple to hardness.
My juices were starting to flow, and my pussy ached for a long hard rod to scratch the wonderful itch I felt. After a short time, I felt the hand on my breast slide down my body to my crotch. Fingers groped through my pubic hair, and worked my lips apart, releasing some of my wetness to flow. A moan escaped me, and I spit out the cock in my mouth and moaned "I need your cock in me!"
I felt my knees being pushed apart, and the cock being rubbed around my vagina, teasing my already swollen clit. I bent over, trying to expose my rear to make it easier to enter me, and the wind was being helpful, blowing my gown up onto my back. I felt the cock center on my hole, pressing firmly until my lips spread open, admitting his cock into the sweetest of honey pots!
I groaned as he entered me, and I could still hear Brad laughing and joking on the phone, oblivious to what was happening to his wife only 30 feet away! I felt the cock pump in and out, slowly at first. As he went faster, I felt his balls and thighs slap against my rear. His hands also grabbed my tits, squeezing tightly, to the point it almost hurt. He continued thrusting away at me for just a few minutes, then I felt him stiffen and thrust furiously. I heard him grunt one time, and thrust into me so hard it lifted me off the ground! He left his cock buried in me as I could feel his semen coursing through his cock and into my vagina! As his cock softened, he slipped out of my gaping pussy, and I heard the rustle of clothes being put on, and his zipper being fastened. I heard him take a step and I hissed "Wait! I want to see what you look like!"
The steps returned, and I felt the blindfold lift over my head. I blinked my eyes, and looking up, I saw the son of the neighbor two doors down! He was looking at me, kind of embarrassed, with a crooked smile on his face. I must have looked like quite a sight, as I was still bound to the tree, on my knees, and my gown blowing freely in the wind. "I hope you like what you see," was all I could think of to say.
"I'd do you anytime!" he replied. And later on, he did. But that's another story...
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When I was in college, I used to work for a company that held lingerie parties at people's homes. These parties were usually a group of wives and girlfriends, but I did do a few parties for couples, as well. I would bring catalogues and samples, and well as a variety of lingerie to model. At first, the items modeled were fairly tame, but as the evening wore on and more booze flowed I'd bring out more exotic wear. My final outfit that I closed the party with was a white satin teddy, with lace panties. I would wear black spike heels, and top it off with a short black and red satin cape, that was down past my rear. It amazed me how many of those I sold, especially at couple's parties! As the show was over, I would usually just grab my gym bag, and walk to my car dressed in the teddy and cape. A short drive home, and I was done for the evening.
One party, when it was over, I was done all right, but before I even got to my car! It was a Halloween night party, and it started after the trick-or-treaters had called it a night. I had just concluded the party, and was walking to my car, again in teddy and cape. This party was held at an apartment complex, and I was parked some distance away. I wasn't too worried, however, as it was very late, and it seemed I was alone. It was another typical warm Southern California night, and my cape flitted and billowed as I walked, and my heels clicked on the pavement. I secretly enjoyed this time after a party, as I was pretty turned on by all the festivities, and being dressed very provocatively in public was very tantalizing!
As I turned a corner, I almost bumped into three young men, who were sitting on a bench, looking like they were just hanging out. In less than a second, they were on their feet, and as the shock wore off, I realized I was in a predicament. They tried to surround me, and I turned my back to a low wall, so they couldn't get behind me.
"You don't look like a trick to me," one said, "I think you're a treat!"
"Nice costume." another commented.
"Don't even think it," I warned. I don't think I sounded convincing though, as I knew I probably would lose this one. Outnumbered and vulnerable, I dropped my bag. I reached back with both hands to collect my cape around me, and as I did so, I was unable to stop the hand that reached out and grabbed my 34C breast. I closed my eyes and stiffened as he grabbed and fondled my breast. Part of me was very scared that they would hurt me, and I let out a small whimper. The other part of me was getting turned on with the excitement of raw sex.
Both of my arms were grabbed roughly, and I was dragged stumbling across the walk to a small picnic area in the complex. The force on my arms bent me over the table, and I felt hands reach up my teddy, and rub my butt and my crotch. Another couple of hands held me in position by the neck, and my arms were released. The hands on my ass reached inside my panties, tickling my lower lips and tugging at my pubic hair. My breathing began to increase, and I moaned slowly as the fingers in my panties wiggled against my clit. I became lost in the sensations, and relaxed my arms and back. The fight was leaving me, quickly!
I was lifted up and turned around. It was really dark, and the only view I got of my captors was that of shadows. My butt was lifted onto the table, and I was pushed onto my back. I felt a face against my panties, and I laid my legs over his shoulders. He was nuzzling my pussy, and the tingling was great! I heard the rustle of clothes dropping, and another guy climbed up on the table, over my head. I began breathing through my mouth, and as I did so, the tip of his cock brushed against my lips. I flicked against it with my tongue, and could taste the saltiness from his opening. He then pushed his cock at my mouth more urgently, and I opened my mouth to suck him, if only to avoid being choked!
My right arm was grabbed at the wrist, and pulled out to my side, and a third cock was placed in my hand. I massaged it with my fingers, stroking it as it grew to full length. Meanwhile, the guy at my crotch was trying to remove my panties with his teeth. He had a good hold of them, and I lifted my hips off the table to help him. The cock in my mouth was fully erect now, and about 7 inches long. He would thrust in part way a few times, then one full push to the back of my throat. He was letting me breathe by doing this, and at the same time, I was able to use my tongue to please him as well. I kept stroking the guy in my hand, too, and I could feel him stiffen as I touched his pleasure center.
My panties were off now, and I felt a pressure at my crotch, as he used his finger to open me. I was pretty well lubed by now, and he slid in easily. Then he used two fingers, stretching me slightly, and massaging my inside spot as well. I couldn't help myself now. I was totally in their control, and out of my mind! I was reacting to the pure pleasures being generated by my body, and I used my free hand to grope the sac of the guy in my mouth. I was moaning and gasping as each of them hit my sweet spots, sometimes at the same time! I felt the fingers in my pussy withdraw, only to be replaced with a rock-hard penis. He lined up and penetrated me with one thrust, and my eyes rolled back in my head as he did so. I had never had sex like this before, and I loved it!
My teddy was lifted up to my neck, and rough hands massaged my boobs, and teased my nipples to hardness. I lost track of everything except the relentless pounding in my mouth and pussy, and as time went on, the guy in my mouth quickened his pace, and I could taste his pre-cum on my tongue. Seconds later, he was erupting in my mouth, and I swallowed it as quickly as I could. Even so, I almost choked, as he seemed to have a gallon of cum stored up!
The guy in my hand pulled away, and hopped up onto the table as well. I reached up to grab his cock, and guide it into my mouth. I used my tongue on his shaft, and massaged his balls with my fingers. Meanwhile, the guy in my pussy was pumping me for all he was worth, and fingering my clit, to boot! If it weren't for the cock in my mouth, I would have been screaming for more! He rammed his cock home, fully inserting it to the point where our pubic bones ground together, and he ejaculated his seed into my womb. By this time, I didn't care if I got impregnated; the pleasure was too much! I tightened my vaginal walls as tight as I could, milking his rod for every drop.
When he withdrew, the last guy to cum pulled out of my mouth, and leapt between my legs. He used his cock head to tease my clit, and then pushed his way inside. He didn't last long, and as he pumped away, I began to use my fingers on my clit, rubbing furiously. Each time they switched, I was very close to orgasming, and since they were getting theirs, I was going to get mine! Unfortunately, my hand-job was better than his stamina, and he, too, placed his load of semen in me. Again, before I was ready! As he withdrew, I turned my head, and realized that the others were dressed. As I sat up, the third guy got dressed as well.
They all just turned and left me there. I was so shocked; I just sat there with my jaw hanging. They took off in a direction different from where we came from, so I knew that following them was pointless. I got to my feet, and realized that they kept my panties! Shaking my head, I went back to where I had dropped my bag. I had no modesty by this point, and let the cape loose about me as I walked. I got my bag and finally made it to my car. I tossed it in the trunk, and since I was still unsatisfied, I leaned against my car with my legs spread and masturbated right there in full view! I know a few cars came by, and got a terrific view, but by then, I didn't care! After a couple of minutes, I felt the familiar wave of pleasure crash over me, and I got in my car and went home. This wasn't the only sexcapade I had doing lingerie parties, but it was one of the wildest!
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I was so excited to be asked to be a bride's maid at my friend's wedding! I have always enjoyed weddings...the beauty and pageantry, the romance all just made me want to swoon every time the bride and groom kissed for the first time as husband and wife! We had been wondering when, if ever Sheila was going to get married. Finally, after about what seemed like a million different guys, and twice as many dates, she found the man of her dreams. Tall, broad shouldered, and a really sweet smile, he was, and is, everything she wanted.
The ensuing weeks and months leading up to the wedding went by in a frenzy of activity. The dresses, both for the bride and the bride's maids, the shoes, the flowers, the chapel, the catering, the reception, the limousines, the wedding rings... Oh, the details! I loved it all, and was thrilled at being able to help! My only disappointment, really, was that I couldn't be the Maid, or actually, Matron of Honor, as Sheila kind of had some family pressure to have her sister in the role.
We went through the dress selection and fittings for almost a month before we found the right ones, a beautiful off-white wedding gown for Sheila and baby-pink satin dresses for us. I loved the way they looked, with a soft, off-the-shoulder sleeve, form fitting bodice, and a long, full-circle satin skirt. Matching pink shoes and white hose made the perfect dress for the wedding, and the party that would soon follow!
The rehearsal dinner was full of fun, mostly, and good food. The families were together for the first time, including the bridesmaids and groomsmen. As with all large, formal weddings, each bridesmaid and groomsman was paired off, and I was matched with the groom's brother, Lance. I think mainly it was because I am only five feet, four inches tall, and didn't tower of Lance, who also was rather short. I showed up at the rehearsal dinner straight from work. I was wearing a champagne satin blouse, black mini-skirt and heels, and as I sat next to Lance, I could feel him looking me over, very hard. It made me a little uncomfortable, but since I was a little late getting there, I figured I would just have to put up with it.
After dinner was over, there was a little dancing, and Lance was quick to invite me to the dance floor. I tried to beg off, saying I needed to get home to my family, but he grabbed my hand and almost literally dragged me onto the floor. I was chagrined by all this, but did not want to embarrass Sheila, who was having a great time, so I let him lead me around the floor for a bit, until the music began to slow. He wrapped his arm around my waits, and pulled me close, gazing deeply into my eyes, which made me want to run away screaming... I should mention that Lance is barely an adult, at least in terms of age, but it seemed like he needs to bathe more than once a day. He was rather clumsy, and awkward, but he knew what he wanted. He demonstrated that by trying to kiss me. When I balked by turning my head, I then felt his hand reach under my skirt, and cup my butt!
My eyes burned with anger as I pushed away from him, and fortunately, he let me go. Otherwise I am sure there would have been a seen. My last glimpse of him that night was his eyes following me, a weird kind of smile on his face... The big day finally arrived two days later. The sun was out, and it was a great day, although it was rather breezy. For the ceremony, it would be no bog deal, but the reception was going to be outdoors at a resort hotel, and I worried about how it would go. My husband dropped me off early at the chapel, and as we pulled up, I could see Lance, and another couple of groomsmen standing around, all prim and proper in their tuxedoes. I opened the door to our SUV, and nearly had my arm ripped off as the wind caught the door. I stepped out, and as I did so, the wind caught my skirt, flaring it way too high for comfort! I battled with the wind for my skirt for a moment, and then my husband barked at me to shut the door, so he could park. I loosed one hand, and as I shut the door, the voluminous folds of pink satin took off in the wind, exposing my body to everybody! I squealed as I reached out to lower my skirt, but by that time it was too late. Everyone had gotten a look under my skirt, at my pink satin bikini panties, and white thigh-high hose! I tried to muster what dignity I could, walking into the chapel, ignoring the couple of comments made, as well as Lance's leering stare.
I soon found out that the guys were all standing outside, just waiting for the ladies to arrive, knowing they would get a free show. True to form, two other girls got caught, including one girl whose idea of panties was a g-string. She might as well not have been wearing anything! Sheila arrived, and the limo let her out, but because of the size of her dress, while it did bloom a bit, her modesty was well protected. Which was well for her, because she told us she wasn't planning on wearing anything underneath, so she could consummate her wedding in the limo on the way to the reception!
The wedding went off without a hitch, except for the processional on the way out. That was when Lance leaned over and whispered to me that he wanted to "fuck me silly"! I was shocked by what he said, even more so by when and where he said it, and fully intended on letting husband know that it was time for him to deal with Lance for me. Before I met him, my husband used to be in the military, working in some Special Forces group for the Army, and I knew he was more than capable of protecting me.
The wedding party went to the reception by limo, and I let on to the other girls about Lance. It was then I had learned that I was not the only one he was hitting on, but none of the others seemed to take him seriously. The reception was starting, and we bridesmaids were fully watching the weather, or more to the point, the wind. It was too hard to hold a glass of champagne, and hold on to my skirt, so I finally settled for letting the back of my skirt float freely, and held my hand down to protect my modesty. When it came to the dances, Lance dragged me to the center of the crowd, and held onto both of my hands, forcing me to let my skirt fly. Fortunately, I was not the only one in that predicament, but it still wasn't a ton of fun. Lance again made some lecherous comments about how he was going to have sex with me, and I could feel his growing bulge when he held me close. I tried to see my husband, desperate to make eye contact, but couldn't find him among the 500 other people there!
As the song ended, Sheila came over to me, hugged me, and asked if I could get something from her room, and handed me to card-key. I ran off to get it, walking across the resort to find her room. The wind got even uglier on the other side of the resort, at one point gusting so hard my skirt flew straight up, the hem of my skirt obscuring my view! I battled with the folds of my skirt as I walked, hearing the whistles and catcalls from others at the resort, including one guy who asked what I charged for one night! As I got my skirt under control, I heard a now familiar voice say "You really should be more careful!" I turned, and found Lance almost right behind me!
I asked him what he was doing here, and he said after I left, Sheila sent him after me to bring something else. It made sense, so I didn't think anything of it, and kept walking, and battling the wind and my skirt. I had one more experience with the wind, but this time I also felt Lance's hand on my butt as I collected my skirt. I spun to face him, snarling at him to keep his damn hands off of me! He just looked at me with that stupid smile he has.
I opened the room, and as entered, leaving Lance to follow me in. He said he was going to take a pee, so I ignored him as I looked for the suitcase I was needed. I had to dig in Sheila's bag for what I was looking for, and as I did so, that was when Lance grabbed me!
I screamed as he did so, only to be rewarded by a hard slap across my face. As my cheek burned my hand reaching up to touch it, I was thrown onto the bed, and immediately crushed under Lance's weight as he leapt on top of me. He immediately started to thrust his pelvis at me, dry humping me as he planted his face on mine, his greasy face against mine as he kissed me! I tried to kick at him, but as I did so, his weight forced my legs apart to the point that I could feel his body against my crotch...It was then I realized he had removed his pants, and the only thing protecting me was my skirt and panties!
He grabbed my neck with one hand, and reached down, pulling up on my skirt, all the while muttering something about me being like all the others... I struggled under him as he did so, my hands trying to grab his wrist, and release my throat, but had absolutely no luck. Soon, my skirt was up to my waist, and Lance lowered himself, thrusting his penis against my panties! He kept mumbling about how I was going to like him, how I was going to be a mommy as he then stopped thrusting, and reached down and gave my panties one swift jerk, ripping them apart!
I tried to beg with him to stop, not to hurt me, but it was like talking to a brick wall. I even offered to give him a blow job, but he wasn't listening. That was when I felt the first push against my labia with his cock. He lowered himself onto me, forcing his manhood into me as he did so! I couldn't help but gasp as he did so; his cock was so large I was taken aback. His thrusting began immediately, and he again mashed his lips over mine, his tongue pressed against my tightly pursed lips as he kissed me again. My arms fell back, my thighs apart as I let him take me. I was stuck, unable to fight him anymore.
His thrusting in me seemed to take forever, but in reality was only a few minutes, but his hand never left my throat... I tried to talk to him, to beg him to at least pull out and wear a condom, but every time I tried to speak, his grip on me tightened. His pace quickened, and I felt some small pangs of pleasure as he ground against my pussy. His muttering became a series of grunts and growls, then he suddenly howled once as he gave a series of large, mighty thrusts into me, his cock fully buried into me as he climaxed, forcing his semen past my cervix. As he was climaxing, I heard the sounds of the door being opened, footsteps, and a gasp. It was Lisa, the Maid of Honor, and I reached my hand out to her, pleading for help. As he finished his ejaculation, he lay on top of me for a moment, both of us gasping for breath as Lisa rushed out of the room to get help. As my strength returned, I tried to push Lance off of me, but he kept whimpering something about me liking him. I screamed at him that I hated him, pushed all the harder. That was when my husband showed up...
He looked at us, then into my eyes, and knew in an instant what happened.... I won't go into the details of the violence that came next. In the aftermath, we did not call the police, mainly to protect my husband from what happened. Lance had impregnated me, and my husband and I had some very serious discussions about what to do. We are religious people, and were uncomfortable with the thought of abortion, but did not want to have Lance's baby, either. In the end, God made the decision for us, and I miscarried at 10 weeks.
My husband later confided in me that he loved the dress I had worn, and had wanted to do to me what Lance did... And later we arranged that, but that is a story for another time!
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My husband and I have been married for over 15 wonderful years. Like most couples, we make love fairly often, sometimes every day, sometimes a week or so between intimacy. Over the years, sex was starting to be kind of the same old thing. Make no mistake, I love my husband, and he is a caring and passionate lover, but sometimes, well, we just wanted to do something different. One night, in bed, as he was on top of me, thrusting deeply into me, he started relating about a fantasy, and we started to role play along... It was so hot, I climaxed twice, just from the story!
In his story, I got accosted by another man, while we were out on a date, and this stranger asked me to dance, getting rather personal with me on the dance floor, in a semi-rape/seduction kind of theme. The sensation was so intense, I had thought about it almost constantly since then, finally deciding that I was going to try and do this for real, with Ben! On our regular date night, I got myself all ready, so when Ben got home, we could hurry to the local meat market!
In preparation, I wore my black and white satin dress, the one with the white satin halter that barely held my C-cup breasts, tight fitting bodice, and circle skirt hemmed just at my knees. It was flashy enough to be noticed, but conservative enough to not be labeled a slut. I pulled on dark thigh high hose and black 4 inch heels, and was standing by the front door as Ben got home. As the door opened, I was twirling my panties on my finger, launching them at him as he stepped inside. "Tonight's the night we play our fantasy!" I told him. The shocked expression on his face told me he had never really thought of doing it for real, but the short time it took him to be ready to leave told me he was more than willing. In the back of my mind, I only hoped that Ben would be able to rescue me if things took an ugly turn.
We arrived at the club kind of early, and took our time, having a couple of drinks, and some appetizers before we danced. As we waited and drank, my eyes started to roam about the room, wondering who would be so brash as to try and hit on me, and who Ben would be able to intervene with, should it be necessary. There were two men on the far side, whom I felt certain would be interested in me, but would certainly be a problem, since they were both black, and over six feet tall. In my heels, I am only five foot eight, and the thought of having to deal with two giants was a bit unnerving.
As the room filled up with partiers, both those related, and those on the prowl, Ben stood, reached down, and took me to the dance floor. The music was a bit too loud, and I had a hard time hearing him, but it felt great to be on the floor, moving to the beat of the music, Ben's dancing showing me off to the room. I noticed a few guys looking my way as we danced, and just to be devilish, I even winked at one of them! Ben took me in one arm tightly, spinning us both as the song neared its end, and the hem of my skirt rose a bit higher than I would have wanted. I tried to tell Ben, but he either ignored me, or couldn't hear, anyways, I'm sure a couple of guys who may have had low seats got a good look at what I wasn't wearing!
We retook our seats, and as we walked, I let my hips swivel just a bit more than I might have, just to be a tease. We had another couple of drinks, and by now the club was fairly bustling with activity. I took my leave for a moment to use the ladies room, and felt a fair number of eyes one me as I walked. Upon my return, I noticed a fresh pair of drinks on the table, and Ben was nowhere to be seen. Thinking he had ordered them, I sat down and took a long sip. Ben returned a few minutes later, and asked where the drinks had come from. My eyes literally popped from my head as I realized that we were drinking something we didn't ask for. Ben decided not to drink his, but by that time, mine was just about finished. I was beginning to feel the effects of all the drinks we had had, and Ben again took me out on the floor.
After a short song, Ben made another trip to the men's room, and as I went to our table, I found a guy sitting in Ben's chair! He smiled at me as I approached, said "Hi", and asked if I liked the drink. I eyed him carefully for a minute, and he seemed okay, polite, clean cut, and pleasant, just an ordinary guy next-door type. I thanked him, and said they were very nice, and that it was nice of him, but that I was here with my husband. He merely nodded, and said that since I was here with my husband, but my husband was away for a minute, perhaps he could have the pleasure of just one dance. I was feeling very relaxed by this point, and decided what the heck! There were millions of people around, and Ben would be right back in a minute, so I took his hand as he offered it, and he lead me back to the dance floor.
The dance floor was filled with people, illuminated by dancing spotlights, strobes, and other effects, and as we danced, he told me he was named Mark, that he was a local, and that he wasn't trying to be forward, but he had seen me earlier, and thought I was the hottest thing in the club! I felt my face flush at the compliments, as Ben does not usually say those things to me, and as we danced, I felt Mark pull me closer to him, wrapping his arm around my waist. The music began to slow, and I felt really mellow by now, leaning into Mark as we swayed to the music.
It took me a minute to realize that his hand had slipped a bit lower, my hand now cupping my butt though the soft folds of my satin skirt, massaging and groping my cheek. He looked deep into my eyes, and whispered to me "I know your little secret!" As he did so, I felt his lips mash onto mine, forcing my lips to part as I felt his tongue press in, reaching to wrestle with mine in along, drawn-out passionate kiss. As we broke the kiss, I opened my mouth to remind him about Ben and he put his finger to my lips, silencing me. "You know, a girl like you should not forget her panties in a place like this..."
I felt his hand reach under my skirt now, grasping my butt and pulling my onto his leg, this thigh between mine as my skirt yielded easily to him. He pushed me to the darkest corner of the dance floor, and pushed me against the railing, his body now firmly against mine. Out of the corner of my eye, I finally saw Ben making his way towards us from across the room. The only problem was that even though I desired to stay with Ben, I was beginning to want Mark!
Mark began to move in on me more aggressively now, my thighs apart as he began to push his pelvis against me, right there in the club, and I could feel his bulge as he dry humped me in plain sight of my husband! I began to whimper as I felt the heat of his body, his face mashed against mine, kissing me again. His hands were now roving all over my body, my butt, my breasts, devouring me as he tried to get even closer to me. My pussy was beginning to really beginning to burn by now, burning with an itch that only a man could scratch! The only thing covering me at this point, was the thin fabric of my skirt, and Mark lifted it up to allow direct access to my vagina. He bumped my clit and I swooned... "Ohhhh...yeeesss!!!" I moaned!
"You like this?" Mark asked breathily.
"Mmmmm...yessss" I replied "I want you!" I was out of my mind now, and was ready to fuck the first man who got his manhood unsheathed.
Mark began to fumble with his pants as Ben got there, grabbing my arm and literally yanking me out from under Mark. Mark turn in surprise, and snarled that I was his tonight! I don't really remember what Ben said, only that in very short order I felt two massive hands grab me from behind, and I was dragged roughly off the dance floor, stumbling on my heels, with Ben and Mark in tow.
The security people took all three of us outside, and the story began to unfold. Mark telling them about my panties, and what I said, Ben telling them about us being married, and for me, I was too out of it to care what happened, only that I still wanted to fuck! I even lifted my skirt to the security guys, just to show that Mark wasn't lying! The end decision was that Ben and I were kicked out, and Mark was too, but they let him back in to get his stuff.
Ben took me to our car, and leaned me over the hood. I then felt my skirt on my back and his shaft poking at me, until I felt the familiar relief of his cock inside me! It was a relief I had never known, and climaxed as he and I fornicated right there in the parking lot, in sight of everyone who looked the right way. Ben trust in me for a few minutes, and then orgasmed in me, giving me my own little climax at the same time. As Ben was pulling his pants back on, Mark came out. As he surveyed the parking lot, he saw me bent over the car, my skirt up, and ready to be taken. He began to make his way over, but Ben saw him first, and almost threw me inside the car before Mark could make another scene. We sped off for home, with my hand all over Ben's shaft, stroking it because I wanted more!
I remember waking up the next morning, my head shaky, with a headache. Ben was smiling at me like he hadn't in years, and my crotch was so very sore. I smiled in return, letting him know that there would be another night like that...
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It all started one Saturday, when my husband was out playing golf with a friend. I decided that it would be a great opportunity to do some early spring cleaning. I went through the house like a white tornado, the kitchen, the bathrooms, and the rest of the downstairs. I took a short lunch break, munching on some celery and carrot sticks, along with a tall, cold glass of Diet Coke. The weather was just beautiful, a nice, warm day, a gentle breeze making the fresh spring leaves rustle, the shade of the trees dancing about the back yard in an endlessly repeating cascade. I looked out, sniffing the warm freshness of the season's change from Winter to Spring, and sighed.
The buzz of the clothes dryer broke my moment of contentment, yanking me back to the present. I really didn't want to do more housework, but I knew if I didn't, no one else would. I heaved myself onto my feet, grateful that for once I did not have to wear heels, and padded off to satisfy the beast in the back of the house, and its incessant buzzing. Looking back, I have mixed emotions about whether I would have been better off being lazy that afternoon...
The load of laundry was mainly my husband Tony's clothing, and I took it all upstairs to put away. As I was doing so, I reached into his top drawer, which is a bit of a stretch for me, as I am only five feet, four inches tall, pushing his underwear into the back of the drawer for space. As I did so, my fingers brushed a piece of something, like paper. Curious, I felt around more, until I could grasp it, and pulled out several pages of folded paper. My head cocked to one side as I opened them, a frown on my face, wondering why there were papers in my husband's drawer. As my eyes scanned the flowery script, tears welling up as I did so, I found out why...
He had an affair. My cheeks burning with the flush of embarrassment, and then anger. My tears doing there best to wash away the hurt I felt as I read every line, each word filled with the torrid details of what looked like a one night stand, where they met in a bar while he was on his last business trip. How they fucked in the parking lot, in her rental car. Continuing their tryst through out the night, and her joking referral to one instance where she passed herself off as his wife in a restaurant! Even how she flashed him in the hotel lobby! Jeez, was I pissed!!!
With a crushed feeling in my heart, I went about finishing the chores, my feet leadened by the revelations, my body carrying a burden greater than any elephant, but the sense of loss and hurt wearing me down. I couldn't stand it any more, and had to leave the house, so I called my best friend, and asked to visit. With her permission, I didn't even try to make myself presentable, I just threw on my shoes and left, barely making it to her house, before I totally broke down and fell apart.
The crying and consoling went on for hours, and to this day, I cannot thank Angela enough for helping me through this. She hugged me and kept me with plenty of Kleenex as I cried the pain out, my eyes red and puffy when I was done. By now it was dark, and I knew Tony would be home, wondering where I had gone. I left Angela's place, feeling more angry at Tony, than hurt by him, my mind racing as to what I was going to do.
As I walked in the door, Tony greeted me with his warm smile, which instantly turned into a frown when he saw my face. I lied to him, telling him I went to Angela's to watch a "chick flick", but didn't feel all that well. I clambered up to bed, stripping my clothes off, checking my body in the mirror as I did so. I heard the TV change to pre-season baseball, and knew Tony would be in his own world for a couple of hours, and as I looked myself over, I began to feel angry. Very angry. I checked carefully, looking at my back (as best I could), my legs, my tummy, and my breasts. I weigh 120 pounds, and have C-cup breasts, and long brown hair. While I do not work out, my body is reasonably trim, I do get compliments, and many stares when I wear a miniskirt and heels. I nodded my head in certainty. Whatever was wrong, it was not because of my appearance! My mind returned to what I was going to do about this. My options were to do nothing, confront him, or seek revenge. Doing nothing wasn't a solution my furious mind was ready to accept, and a confrontation just didn't seem right. It wouldn't get me anywhere, the deed was already done. But revenge, now that was an idea...but how?
I didn't want to emasculate him, do a Lorena Bobbitt, although part of me was thinking of similar evil thoughts. But I just couldn't do that. Divorce him? A thought, but I still loved him, and was not looking for something that extreme. The only thing I could think of was to have my own affair, but somehow I needed him to know about it. I climbed into bed, sighing for a moment as my nude body slipped between the soft, black satin sheets. My nipples began to harden as the cool fabric slid over them, my body beginning to excite as I felt the silkiness float by me. I have always loved the feel of satin, and liked to wear it whenever I could, even if it was just panties, and had a rather full wardrobe of satin, including blouses, skirts, dresses, even a couple of Halloween costumes. As I lay there, my fingers began to find their way down my stomach and then lower, finally brushing through my pubic hair.
My fingers began the circular motion I so loved, and my clit began to swell as the first tingle of pleasure caused me to gasp. My mind began to get lost in the sensations of pleasure, so desperate to feel good after the horrible discovery earlier in the day. My fingers moved through out my crotch, at one time even penetrating me. As I continued, my thoughts wandered to men, and how good a cock feels. My fingers moved with an increasing rush, my pulse bounding, my chest heaving underneath the satin covering me, my legs apart as my body desired something I could not have right then. I bit my lip as my passion stirred fully, until my fingers were a furious storm on my vagina. My body convulsed as I climaxed, my mind screaming for a cock to be inside me. In a flash, as my body lay panting in bed, I knew what I would do, and even began to formulate a plan. It would be so sweet, so delicious, and so satisfying, in more ways than one!
Life with Tony returned somewhat back to normal the next day, and for the following week, with one exception: Tony was cut off. My body was off limits to him. I wanted to be more than ready when the time came. I wanted to be so desperate for a cock that any cock would do, even though I had a general idea of what kind of cock I wanted. I made excuses with Tony; too tired, felt ill, no time, anything to hold him off. In our past, there were times when he would get so horny he would decide he wanted me, and he wanted me right then and there. So he would take me. Almost like rape, but not really. He would grab me, and carry me to our bedroom, one way or another get me naked, and then mount me. It wasn't making love, it was just pure, raw sex, and I loved those times. I would even resist sometimes, so he would restrain me. God, how I loved it! But this time, he had to go without, and I had to make sure he wanted to, lest he decide to take me again.
I managed to last the week, and finally, the Saturday golf outing was upon us. Tony left for a late round with his buddies, and I even encouraged him to go out to dinner with the guys, telling him he worked so hard that he really needed to relax. He told me he would see what happens and call me. Once he left, I began to get ready for my revenge.
I showered and shaved my legs and armpits, then went out and got my hair done. I left it long, and had just a trim to remove my split ends, and the hair treatment left my hair silky smooth and shiny. Afterwards, I went home, and decided to pick out my outfit. I wanted to look hot, but not too slutty, and I wanted whoever he would be to have easy access to my body. I thumbed through my closet, trying on a few things, finally laying out two to choose from, a black satin halter dress, with a circle skirt hemmed at my ankles, or a baby-pink satin circle skirt hemmed at mid-thigh, with a white silk blouse and white thigh-high hose and maybe even my red 4 inch pumps. In either case, I didn't bother with panties. They simply weren't an option!
I had a late lunch, and even took a short nap, jarred awake when the phone rang. It was Tony, saying he had made a bet to buy dinner and played terribly, so he was going to host dinner, and that he expected to be home around 9:30 that night. I smiled as I hung up, now having the plan fully in place. I walked upstairs, and began to consider my outfit and get dressed.
After holding up the black dress, I realized it was not going to be the one. It was backless, and had the full skirt, but was much too long, and covered up too much. I snorted at the thought of that, a married woman trying not to cover up too much, and put the dress away. Reaching for the white thigh-highs, I began to get dressed. When I was done, I took a long look in the mirror, my bedroom lit by the fading light of day. The only changes I had made were to "forget" my bra, and wear my white spike heels, the same ones I wore on my wedding day. The irony was not lost on me about that choice.
I looked about the bedroom, making sure the light was just so, the bed was made, the black satin sheets and matching satin comforter smoothed and soft, and as a final touch, I reached into Tony's drawer, and pulled out the folded papers, tucking them under my pillow. I grabbed my purse, and headed out the door, uncertain where I was going, but knowing what I was looking for!
I drove about for a few minutes, before I had the idea to head downtown, where most of the bars and dance clubs were. I found one just off the freeway, and pulled into the parking lot. I brushed my hair one last time, and checked my makeup in the mirror before getting out. I took a deep breath as I strode to the entrance, slightly flushed and embarrassed that a thirty-three year old woman would be doing this, but kept on, my heels clicking on the pavement, making my hips sway just that much more. I felt a few pairs of eyes on me as I entered, the rush of air conditioning floating the hem of my skirt out a bit as I passed through the doorway, my ears assailed by the loud music with a heavy beat, my eyes nearly blind in the near darkness.
As my eyes adjusted, I looked about, seeing a mass of humanity on the dance floor, and a bar stacked with people. I straightened my shoulders, letting my breasts push against my blouse, my nipples plainly evident, as I strutted further inside the place. Actually, my strutting left a little to be desired, as I was so very nervous, but as I continued I remembered why I was here. If a man accosted me, or even raped me, in the end I was looking for a liaison with another man! That took a load off my mind, and I began to relax, allowing my hips to sway with my heels, making my skirt swish and sway with every step. Making my way to the bar, I heard one guy offer ten dollars for ten minutes, and I flushed, but ignored him.
I was able to get a barstool, and took a seat, letting my skirt float down around me, rather than sitting on it. I could feel more guys sizing me up, or dressing me down, undressing me with their eyes. I have to admit it was rather uncomfortable, being raped by their long, lecherous gazes, but I had to keep reminding myself what I was here for. I heard the soft clink of a glass being set in front of me, and I turned quickly to see what was going on, only to see the bartender smiling at me. Before I could speak, he raised his hand, pointing down the end of the bar. As I followed his gesture, he told me it was from the gentleman the third seat from the end.
I peered carefully, unsure as how to react, and saw a smiling face with a raised glass. I gently took the glass of Chablis in my fingers, and raised it, smiling nervously in return as I took a sip. The pale liquid was smooth going down, and my smile warmed a bit as the face set his glass down, and made his way over to where I sat. I looked him over as he approached, and smiled. He was quite good looking, over six feet tall, well built, and had the warm smile of confidence that made my knees a little weak, not to mention my seat a little wet.
He introduced himself as Eric, and held his hand out, asking if he could join me. I was stymied for a moment, then nodded yes as I extended my own. I was so overwhelmed, I couldn't speak! He was handsome, and confident, and just so...so perfect! Even if I wasn't on the prowl, I might have been talked into bed with him! I think what cinched it was when he placed his hand on mine as he sat next to me, and the stark contrast of his ebony skin against mine just thrilled me, knowing I was planning on being scandalous, and with a black man, too!
We made small talk for a bit, and he asked about my ring, and I was frank about it, admitting that yes, I was married, and that yes, I was looking to cheat on my husband. I also told him my husband was out with the boys tonight, and that my house was certainly available. Eric looked deeply into my eyes for a moment, holding my gaze. For a moment, I thought he could see my hurt feelings, and the fact that I was just using him to get back at my husband. He then smiled, and took my hand, surreptitiously sliding it off the bar and onto his pants, sliding it up his thigh. I could feel every rippled muscle in his leg, my fingertips lightly trembling as he guided my hand onto his crotch, and the pulsing monster just inside. I closed my fingers about his snake as best I could, running my hand up and down, feeling the length and girth, my eyes looking at his and shining with expectation.
He nodded his head, indicating it was time to leave, and I willingly followed him as he grasped my hand, leading me out the door, my heels again clicking loudly on the pavement outside. The evening breeze had picked up a bit, and as Eric escorted me to my car, the hem of my skirt began to rise and fall, allowing the anyone who was watching to see the tops of my thigh-highs. Eric took me to my car, and cornered me against it.
"Are you sure you want to do this?" he asked me. I smiled, and told him that there was an easy way for him to find out, and with that, I took his hand, and started to guide it lower onto my body. The breeze was still playing with my skirt, and he used that chance to reach underneath, cupping my exposed crotch with his hand. He merely smiled at me, and quickly slipped one finger deep into me!
My mouth opened, and I gasped loudly as I was opened, my eyes darting about to see who was watching. I think only one guy saw us, and he gawked at us as he got a full view of my body, and Eric's hand invading it. I said "Not here" to Eric, and he grudgingly left me to get into my car, and he hurried to his. The trip home took literally forever, but I finally pulled into the driveway, while Eric parked across the street, in front of the neighbor's house. I opened the front door, with Eric close behind me.
I turned quickly, smiling at him as my skirt flared out, letting him get a full look at my body in the soft light of the single lamp in the corner. He advanced on me, and I began to retreat, making it to the stairs. I climbed them, Eric a few steps behind, and I looked back, winking at him as he was peeking up my skirt. I hadn't felt this naughty since I had sex with one of my high-school teachers, but the rush coursing through my veins made it impossible to stop. I felt so important, so special, so...desirable. At that moment it did not matter what happened, Eric was going to have my body, all of it!
At the top of the stairs, I twirled again, letting him get another full view of my pussy as he followed, and directed him to relax, that I would be right out. I hurried into my walk-in closet, and began to shed my skirt and blouse, not even taking the time to hang them up. I looked about, trying to decide at the last minute what I should wear. My hand rested on the black and red satin cape from my vampiress costume, but decided against it, too kinky. Next was a red satin teddy, which I passed on as it was too hard to get out of. Finally, I just settled for my short, baby-pink satin robe, keeping on my white thigh highs and heels. I left the robe open, letting the sash hang from the loops, my breasts forcing the thin fabric away from my body and exposing my cleavage and my vagina.
I stood in the doorway to the closet, cocking my head to one side as I gave Eric my best "come hither" look, asking him if he liked what he saw. The look in his eyes told me the truth before his lips did. He rose from sitting on my bed as I approached him, letting my body sway provocatively with each step, wanting to be all-woman for Eric. As I got to him, he reached up and grasped my shoulders, lowering his face towards mine, his lips lightly caressing, at first. My lips parted in return, and I felt his tongue rush past, into my mouth, reaching for mine. We remained locked in this position, my mind dancing with the thrill of being with a stranger, and a black man. I had never been with one before, and was nervous, but his kiss was so dreamy, all apprehension was leaving me, quickly!
As we broke our kiss, all I could do was smile, and Eric began to push on my shoulders, lowering me to the floor on my knees. My eyes never left his as I began to unbuckle his belt, and unfasten his pants, my fingers daintily grasping the zipper, and slowly lowering it as the fly parted, like my vagina was about to. I reached up with both hands and lowered his pants, and boxers, letting his throbbing black monster free. My eyes lowered to stare at it for a moment, then I looked up and smiled, eyes shining as I lightly grasped his tool with my finger and thumb, the red of my nails a stark contrast to his darkness. I then trailed one lone nail along the top of his cock, and around the base, bringing my fingernail back to me along the soft, sensitive underside. I heard Eric moan as I did this, smiling that even after over a decade of marriage, I could still turn a man to mush, or more accurately, granite!
I leaned forward, parting my lips and placed a big, pouty kiss on the head of his member, then opening my mouth to suckle him. I was amazed at his girth as it entered my mouth, as I reached up with one hand to his sac, lightly grabbing the base of the thin, dark flesh with my nails. Eric lowered a hand to my head, and gently pushed, forcing more of his cock into my mouth, until I felt it tickle the back of my throat. I then withdrew, all the while tickling his sac with my fingers and finger nails.
I heard Eric grunt that he couldn't wait any more, and I felt both hands reach under my arms, lifting my to my feet, and then in one swift motion, carry me to the bed, laying me along the slippery black satin, my robe splayed under me in sharp contrast. Eric wasted no time in stripping his shirt off, and climbing onto the bed with me. As he did so, I thankfully remembered to reach under my pillow, and slide Tony's love letters across the bed, where they fell to the floor by the bedroom door.
Eric lay on his side next to me, his throbbing shaft laying across my thigh at attention, my skin feeling every beat of his heart through his manhood. He leaned over and kissed me again, passionately, as his hand cupped my breast, rubbing my nipple through his finger and thumb. I moaned as he did this, my nipples becoming instantly erect, the size of small grape. He broke the kiss, and lowered his head to my chest, and suckled the same nipple, while he massaged the other one. I turned my head, my eyes half-closed in the throes of building passion, looking at us on the bed, my white skin against his dark flesh, the sight almost making me climax by itself! I reached down for Eric's cock, wrapping my fingers around it for only a moment before he slid over, on top of me.



As he did so, he legs fell between my thighs, forcing them apart. I smiled, as I kind of liked that technique. It showed me who was in charge! As he reached for one of my ankles, I had to ask "Am I your first married woman?" He merely smiled, then softly said no, but that I was certainly the hottest he had ever been with! With that he pulled my ankle up onto his shoulder, and I let my legs loose, allowing him to position my body how he wanted it. He bent my other knee, forcing my thighs fully apart, and them began to lower his hips towards mine, until I felt his cock at my crotch, the tip throbbing along my vagina. He deftly used one hand to guide himself, and my arms lay apart over my head in total supplication as I let this black stranger impale me with his cock!
I gasped as he entered me slowly, making sure I felt every fraction of an inch, my back arching as he did so, my eyes rolling back into my head. He was easily one and a half times the size of my husband, both in length and in girth, and my vagina stretched to encompass his mighty tool. All I could do was moan as I felt every little vein and bump on his manhood, my body consumed with lust, the motive for it lost for now. He kept pushing lower and lower, until I felt the tip of his penis press against my cervix, leaving him just shy of fully inside me. He then began to withdraw, slowly, both of us moaning and grunting with the thrills of raw sexual desire. Just before he withdrew completely, he reversed course, and plunged back into me, still slowly, as I gazed into his eyes, letting his cock consume me. It was just now that I realized I had a problem.
Tony had been through a vasectomy years ago. As a result, we did not use any means of birth control. Nor did I have anything lying around the house. No foams, gels, condoms, nothing. As I opened my mouth to speak about it, Eric drove his cock into me again, more forcefully, and all I could do what whimper loudly, all thoughts of protection gone! Eric continued to slowly repeat his thrusting into me, my body now shifting so I was fully on my back, both of my knees draped over his muscled, powerful arms, the soft white of my hose clashing vividly with his skin tone. My voice cooed and moaned softly, sucking on my teeth every time he withdrew from my moistness, my vagina now well-accustomed to his size deep within me. My arms lay apart, a gesture of total submission to this magnificent ebony body sending shivers of passion and pleasure through me, my pale skin standing out sharply against the shimmering black satin.
I was so enraptured by the dark rod impaling me that I almost didn't hear the front door open, a sound which caused Eric to momentarily cease his magical penetration. "oooh, baby...please don't stop...Cum in me!" I urged, "Make me a black-cock slut!" The rapid pace of the footsteps on the stairs told me Tony had heard my sultry voice, and Eric resumed his thrusts into me, his pace quickening with every sound of the shoes ascending the staircase. I lifted my feet high in the air, making sure there was no doubt that Eric was fully invading my body, for everyone to see, and that I was doing it willingly!
"Yeeeesss" I moaned, "Fuck me...fill me with your seed!" I moaned as I heard the footsteps at the bedroom door, the door being pushed open. "What the fuck?!?!" Tony barked, only to kick the papers on the floor as he approached the bed, while Eric turned to him and declared that I was his bitch for now. He added an emphatic thrust deep into me, making me cry out with a passion Tony has never seen. Tony stared at me, and Eric, for just a moment, then looked down at his feet, and his love letters now spread across the floor. I looked at Tony, making eye contact as he looked up, and I knew he understood what was happening. His knees buckled as he fell to the floor, and I felt a momentary pang of concern, until Eric thrust deeply into me again, grinding his pelvis against my clit, re-taking control of my attention, and my body.
Tony merely looked on, with a sick look on his face as Eric began to pound his body against mine in earnest. My body now responding as nature intended, my breathing a series of pants timed to Eric's thrusting, my voice moaning with each exhale. My vagina began to bear down on Eric's tool, massaging it, trying to coax his body into yielding his essence into mine. I lost all thoughts or cares for Tony as my climax rushed upon me, crashing through me in a series of waves that caused me to shudder uncontrollably as I cried out. Eric finished his attempt to breed me a moment later, bellowing a mighty howl as he ejaculated deep into my womb with one last thrust, burying himself fully into my body, holding himself there! I tilted my head up, my tongue reaching to kiss my ebony stud, his head falling to mine as our tongues intertwined. It was then I heard the sound of sickness, as Tony vomited on the carpet.
Eric and I lay together for a few minutes as Tony recovered. Tony left the room, and Eric rolled off of me. I grabbed up the comforter, covering us as we snuggled together, my pussy dripping a thin line of his semen, my last conscious thought was how wonderful I felt. When I awoke the next morning, Eric was still there, and Tony was downstairs, asleep on the couch. I kicked Tony lightly to wake him up, and as he stirred, I sat next to him, again in my robe and thigh-highs and heels. He started to speak, angrily, and I put my fingers to his lips to shush him.
"That was for your last business trip." I said matter-of-factly, "If you ever do that again, I will find Eric, and all of his friends, and spend a weekend with them. Yes, I had unprotected sex with him, and yes, he may have made me pregnant. Just so you understand, I will not tolerate another fling on your part. But if it does happen again, not only will I spend the weekend, but you will never know who the father of the child might be!"
As the weeks went by, it became very obvious I was carrying Eric's child. I was using up sick time at an alarming rate because of the morning sickness. Tony and I were at odds about how to handle this, but ultimately the decision was made for us, as I miscarried. As the months past, our marriage began to heal, and things were more or less back to "normal", until one Saturday I was cleaning the house, and found some papers...
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Four months. I couldn't believe it, it happened again in only four damned months! My finger traced each line of the letter, my lips moving as I read, quickly, scanning it, my heart racing as I felt the old wound resurface. It was her again, I recognized the handwriting. This bitch was enjoying his company on every trip. She was even parading around as his wife! She wrote how she liked to tease him in public, then take him home and screw his brains out. She wrote about how she is bragging to all her friends about the two of them! She even included a line that told him how much she loved climaxing on his cock! At first, my hands trembled as I read each line, my eyes tearing up and dripping lines of wetness down my cheeks. After I re-read the letter, I got angry. A deep and furious anger that only a woman spurned can create. Tony had fucked around on me once. So I fucked around on him once, even getting pregnant by the man who took me in our bedroom. I had miscarried, but Tony knew I was serious about the consequences if he did it again. Evidently he didn't take me seriously enough, or he was much stupider than I thought. Some bitch was trolling for Tony, and he was falling for it. Now it was my turn...
I didn't even wait for him to come home. I figured that if he wanted another woman, then I could have another man. I snorted at that thought. Maybe even men, as I threatened him with last time. It was mid-afternoon when I finished the letter, and knew I had time to prepare before I went out. I showered and cleaned myself up, making sure my legs and armpits were shaved carefully, and that I was squeaky clean. A few dashes of perfume, and it was time to select the right dress for the occasion.
I looked through my closet, fingering each dress and blouse, a smile crossing my lips as I remembered my night with Eric, the blouse and skirt hanging together. I looked again at the long black satin halter dress, but still, it was too long, too concealing. As I kept looking, I thought of Eric, and wondered if I could find him again. Would he be willing to have me again? Should I tell him I had borne his child? All of these thoughts flowed through and over my mind as I finally found the perfect dress, dark, mysterious, and easy.
It was royal blue satin, backless and with a halter top, the bodice secured around my neck with a matching satin bow. The drape of the cool, slippery fabric down the front did a magnificent job of showing off my C-cup cleavage. This was the dress I was to wear at the corporate party where Tony was announced as the new Regional Manager. Tony and I had planned to go dancing afterwards, and the dress was a perfect tease for him, but I became violently ill with the flu, and Tony had to go it alone, the dress unused. The skirt was a perfect, high-waisted gathering of the rich, luxurious fabric, formed in a perfect circle that was hemmed just above my knees. It was longer than the skirt I wore with Eric, but the whole dress screamed sexiness. I reached into my drawer, and pulled out the same white thigh-high hose I wore with Eric, pulling them on, making sure there were no snags or runs. I chose the matching blue satin heels that we bought with the dress, and I was almost ready to go. I sat down for a moment, and had to think what I was going to do: spend an evening, spend the night, or even make true on my threat to spend the whole weekend with another man. Or men. I went back into the closet and retrieved my soft bag, and began to pack a few toiletries, including my pink satin robe, a couple of pairs of panties, since I wasn't wearing any right then, sweats, and then I reached in for another few other outfits, two nice, and the other rather kinky, folding them neatly, hoping they wouldn't wrinkle too badly.
I went to leave the house, taking a last look around. This was my last view of my home as a happy place. I didn't know what was going to happen in the coming days, but one thing was sure. Either my husband was going to try and divorce me, an issue that would be made more difficult for him since my parents had considerable wealth and resources that Tony was interested in (yes, I was a spoiled little rich girl...) or our roles in our marriage were going to change. Either way, the little-girl dreams of a happy, wholesome family were fading as quickly as the sunlight of the coming night. I dropped his latest letter on the floor where he was sure to find it, and left the house.
I drove along the freeway, and pulled into the parking lot of the same club where I met Eric. It was still early on a Thursday evening, and the sun was just below the horizon, making it a little hard to see, even with the streetlights coming on. The late summer heat was beginning to be fanned by the sundowner winds, the fresh breeze feeling wonderful under my skirt, tickling my pubic hair. The lot was relatively empty, so I made sure to keep my skirt under control, lest the entire city get a look at my body. My nipples began to get hard from the soft folds of my satin bodice fluttering in the wind, and I had to take another breath as I began to get caught up in the sensation.
My heels made the familiar click-clack on the sidewalk as I entered the club, the interior darker than I remember, but just as loud. Of course, at this hour, it was nearly empty, and the few men inside appeared to have been there all day, except for the table of men in business suits who looked like they had gone for a three-martini lunch, and stretched it out to include a keg of beer, too! I didn't fashion the idea of being with a drunkard, so I turned and left, unable to control the back of my skirt as I exited the place, letting the whole joint see whatever my skirt floated high enough for them to see. It must have been something, as I heard some yelling and whistling as the door closed.
I looked about, trying to see options, and noticed that there was another place across the street. I stepped to the corner, my fingers on my skirt as the breeze gusted, waiting for the light to change. Just as the light turned green, I heard the loud blast of a siren behind me, and startling me as my path was quickly blocked by a police car! The instant the car stopped, out popped the biggest policeman I had ever seen!
"Hi!" he called loudly, "I haven't seen you before... Who you workin' for?" The blank look on my face must have demonstrated my total lack of comprehension. He smiled at me, and then apologized. "Sorry. We are working a vice sting down the street, and I thought you were a working girl!" My mouth opened in shock, as I finally realized what he was saying.
"Excuse me" I said with a touch of anger, holding up my left had so he could see my ring, "I am here to meet someone, but I assure you that I am not here to sell my body!" His eyes narrowed for a moment, then he asked to see my ID. I fished through my small clutch, and pulled out my driver's license, doing my best to appear as lady-like as possible, my red-fingernails clashing harshly with the faded white card. He took the card, and looked me over once more, then went to his police car, obviously to check my records. I stood there and was embarrassed, especially as the breeze was pulling at my skirt, at one point threatening to expose myself to him, and ruining my plans. I took a couple of steps to one side, my toe nervously tapping the pavement as I waited for him to do whatever it was cops did. A few beeps on his car computer-thing and he stepped back to me, holding my license out. I took it daintily as he took a harsh look at me.
"Lady, I don't know what you are up to, but I suspect it is no good. Unfortunately, you are clean, and I can't stop you. But it is very obvious to me that you do not belong here. I suggest you get yourself back home before it gets too dark. I don't want to have to arrest you later, or worse, call the coroner and your husband while standing over your dead body... Got it?" His last question really was more of an order, and I could merely nod my head, and flash a weak smile. With that admonishment, he got back in his car, making the remark that my outfit made it look like I might be a working girl. A high-priced one, but still a hooker.
I glared at him as he roared off, forced to stand there as the signal had changed again. As I fumed for a moment, I realized the delicious irony that I was not going to sell my body, but was planning on giving it away! The light finally changed, and I strutted across the street, taking my time, letting my hips and body do some of the communicating for me with the several people I crossed paths with.
I did my best to ignore the surreptitious glances and outright lecherous stares by the men I passed, and even one or two ladies, as well! I shuddered inwardly when the thought of a woman being interested in me dawned. I know that there were men who fantasized about being with two women, or watching as the two women were together, but I definitely was not one of those women! The last fading rays of sunshine faded, and night fell, almost with a thump, like they say in the movies. As my heels click-clacked down the sidewalk, my breeze began to get a little stronger, and it took more effort to control my skirt. The filmy satin floated about with every step, my pussy getting excited as the breeze tickled my bikini-trimmed hair, and my nipples rising as the soft satin covering them teased and tickled them.
I crossed an alley to get to the entrance of the club I saw, and glanced down it. It looked like any old alley, dark, dirty, and scary (at least to me), and I could see a couple of guys down there, sitting on the ground, leaning against one of the buildings. They were filthy dirty, and obviously homeless. I felt sad for them, a pang of guilt flashing through me as I looked at them, making eye contact. Their sad eyes telling me a story of horrors and sadness that I could not really associate with. My skirt was flitting about pretty hard by now, and I was sure they got a good look at me, before I realized I was gawking and needed to be on my way. I continued to the next doorway, muffled hip-hop music now blaring from it.
As dark was it was outside, it still took a moment for my eyes to adjust inside the room. The place was flooded with black light, the walls adorned with day-glo artwork and posters that literally glowed in the dark. It was actually a pretty neat display, and my eyes were drawn to the various splashes of color and light as I took steps toward the bar area. I found a small table, and took a seat. I smoothed the hem of my skirt out as I sat there, my eyes looking around. As I looked about, I began to realize that the place was actually fairly busy, but not crowded, with patrons. The one thing I did notice was that none of them seemed to be caucasian, and there were many pairs of eyes on me.
Like my first tryst, it made me feel very uncomfortable, and I unconsciously gulped down a load of fear, and remembering that my last time with a black man was exquisite, I let a small smile crease my face. A waitress in a uniform even smaller than my dress came over, and I ordered a glass of Chablis, which arrived quickly. I took a sip of the chilled liquid, the heavy beat of the music reverberating though my body, my stomach bouncing with every drumbeat. More patrons entered, and I was glad my table was tucked away to the side of the room. As the sound system boomed, I found my body beginning to react to the beat, my head nodding in time my shoulders took turns shrugging to match the pulse of the music.
I had gone about halfway through my Chablis when the first gentleman joined me. He was slender, almost to the point of being gaunt, and not very tall. I thought that if I stood up, he would actually be shorter than me! He smiled as he sat at the table, and asked if I wanted another drink, to which I declined, and he left, muttering I was a cock tease who would be put in my place. I ignored this threat and continued to just sit and watch the room, taking smaller sips of wine so I wouldn't get tipsy. Another black man approached me, and I have to admit he was rather stunning. My mouth must have dropped open as he approached, his well over six foot frame topped by a wide smile of very bright teeth. He was bald, and in his dark shirt and tan slacks looked very nice. He leaned to my ear, and asked rather nicely if he may join me. I simply smiled and motioned to the empty seat.
He said his name was Dewan, and offered to refill my glass, since my Chablis was just about gone. I nodded my head and said thanks, and gave him my name. His next question was rather predictable, wondering why I was there. I hesitated for a moment, then began to tell him a tale of being there to meet a friend of mine, and as I lay my hand on the table as I gestured, he reached out and covered mine with his. As he did so, he held up his other hand to silence my rather lame explanation.
"I can feel your ring under my hand" he said, "now what are you really after?" The smile on his face seemed to be rather genuine, so I took a moment to consider, and tried another line.
"I've been married for years, and my husband has been the only man I have been with," I began, "and I am curious. Curious about what they say about black men, and I want to find the right man to show me. My husband is out of town on business, and won't know about this. I figure this is my only chance to find out what I may have missed!" Dewan left his hand on mine and leaned forward to kiss me. I tilted my head and felt the tingle of a small kiss, as his lips caressed mine. Our kiss was interrupted by the waitress bringing more wine for me, and a drink for Dewan.
Dewan smiled and took a drink, offering a small toast as he did so, which I returned, taking a small sip. We made some small talk, and he asked more about me, some of which I answered truthfully, and others I did not, careful to answer with lies that were easy to keep straight, such as where I lived, my husband's name, things like that. In turn, he told me where he lived, near-by as it turned out, what he did for a living, and things like that.
As we talked, the place filled up with people, including a white couple or two, as well as a few other white women. At one point, my chair got bumped into rather severely, and as I turned, I recognized the slender black man whom I had turned down. Turning back, I saw Dewan just smiling at me, asking if I was alright. I took another sip of wine, barely noticing the small fizz disappearing as I picked up the glass. We resumed talking, and I asked him what he was doing here, and he told me it was a great place to meet women. He even told me that he liked to be with white women, as he thought we were more willing in bed, and that he really liked wives, as he liked having a white wife as a conquest. I was somewhat taken aback by that, and asked him how many wives he had been with, and he told me he had no idea! My heart was fluttering by now, and I felt myself getting quite warm, and I was sure it was because of the direction the conversation was taking.
I giggled and began to flirt with him more, smiling and leaning forward, letting him get deeper views of my cleavage, and letting him hold my hand. After a few more questions back and forth, I turned up the heat, and asked him what he wanted to do with me. His answer was surprising, as he merely scooted his chair closer to mine, and pulled my hand off the table and onto his crotch! My fingers instinctively began to grasp the bulge through his trousers, and I gasped then giggled at the size! I began to blush as he told me about throwing me on top of our table, ripping my panties off, and fucking me in front of everyone. I felt the heat of his words course through me, and I couldn't resist the urge, so I lifted my hand from his cock and grasped his wrist, pulling his hand towards my thigh. I let his fingers touch my skin, then began to draw then up my thigh to the hem of my satin circle skirt.
His touch made my my heart race, and I began to get a little woozy, but kept the pressure on, sliding first his fingers, then his whole hand, under my skirt, until I could feel his touch at my hip. His fingers started to do their own walking, and I could only smile widely, and blush with glassy eyes as he discovered my secret! His eyes widened only slightly, and he smiled as he felt around my body, the soft folds of satin easily yielding to his reach, his fingers finally brushing against to top of my pubic area, his fingers flicking my pubic hair!
I sighed heavily, reveling in his touch as he slid his hand down the inside of my thigh, and I spread my legs for him slightly. As his hand came out from under my skirt, he smiled at me and said it was time to leave. As we rose, I weaved a bit on my feet, and a furrow creased my brow as I realized something wasn't quite right, but couldn't figure out what it was. I looked down on the seat of my chair, and saw the tell-tale sliver of wetness my body left behind. Dewan wrapped his arm around my waist, and escorting me towards the exit, my footsteps slightly unsettled, almost like I was inebriated. I no longer cared about the other men staring at me as we left the building, stepping onto the sidewalk.
It was completely dark by now, and the warm summer breeze briskly rushing past. The hem of my skirt flew with it, the hemline rising and falling, exposing my body to everyone on the street. Dewan escorted me down the sidewalk, letting my skirt fly immodestly, and turned down the alley, the same one I had seen the homeless men in. I no longer cared about them, only eager for what I wanted Dewan to do to me. My heels echoed against the brick walls as we stepped, my feet kicking the odd empty bottle or can. Soon we were deep at the dead end of the alley, in the dark, and I was alone with Dewan, and several other men, all of them homeless. The alley was formed a perfect wind tunnel, the flowing in an updraft, taking the hem of my skirt with it, the satin flapping at my breasts as my pussy was fully exposed!
Dewan grabbed my shoulders and kissed me, my mouth open and tongue seeking his hungrily as we kissed. My hands hung limply at my sides at first, then sort of began to move by themselves, reaching between us for his manhood. His hands began to rove over my body, sliding over the satin covering me, my breasts and nipples full and tense as the passion rose inside me. I heard some voices murmuring as Dewan and I began to get more intense, kissing and fondling as I struggled to get his pants open. Dewan chuckled a bit as I struggled, as of course he had no difficulty accessing my body, and I finally got his pants open, my hand diving in to withdraw his cock. I didn't waste even a moment, and rotated my hips towards his cock, my fingers rubbing it against my crotch and clit as we stood there in front of everyone. I didn't care! I wanted to fuck!
Dewan turned me around and pushed me against the wall and I bent over to reach it with my outstretched arms. My skirt floated onto my back, and Dewan pushed my thighs apart with his hands. I moaned as I felt his touch, and hissed through my teeth for him to fuck me, and fuck me hard! His answer was to push his cock at my tunnel, forcing my labia apart and entering me. My back arching as he did so, my voice a loud gasp as he took me deeply. My mind flashed for a moment on my time with Eric, and his cock inside me, and I began to tense my stomach, my vagina clenching on Dewan's shaft.
He began to thrust in me, and I made no pretense about being quiet. I was immediately moaning with each thrust, my voice grunting softly when he pushed against my sweet spot. I was a bitch in heat, and wanted to fuck like one! My voice became louder as he kept at me, and I shuddered violently when I was surprised by my first climax! I squealed and praised his mighty cock, and ebony rod of enormous power. I begged him to fuck me more and more, until his own pace became a frenzy, and he thrust forcefully into me, lifting my feet off the ground! He growled as his cock erupted in me, flooding my body with his sperm. He grasped my hair and pulled my upright, his cock still inside me as it softened. I heard him murmur in my ear that I would make an excellent hooker, if I ever wanted to, and he would pimp me, and that together we would make a lot of money!



My body shuddered, partially at the feel of his cock falling out of me, and partially at the thought of being so wanton, a cheap whore who fucks anyone and everyone! I turned to kiss him, and wrapped my arms around his neck as we did so, my skirt floating about as a small trail of Dewan leaked down my thigh. It was then that I jumped, when I felt the first strange finger on my body! I yelped and held onto Dewan tighter as I felt the finger become a hand on my butt, under my skirt! I looked at Dewan and he merely smiled at me for a moment, then becoming serious.
He told me he was through with me, but that I should let the GHB finish the job and stay with these men. I glanced around me, and sure enough, I could now see four guys, all of them homeless, all of them dirty, filthy, and smelly, and all of them with their cocks out! Dewan pulled his pants up, snapping them closed, and smiled at me. Then suddenly, with a quickness I could not imagine, he pushed me to the ground, into the clump of men, and they were upon me...
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This is a true story...I've written this in response to those who do not believe that a girl, who becomes a wife, may be totally comfortable with having sexual relations with a man of a different race...This is how it happened to me! Like I said, this is a true story. It took me years to be able to talk about this, let alone write about it.
It was the 4th of July! And it was Saturday! The whole neighborhood was going to have a block party, and it was so exciting! I can remember having to help my parents clean up the yard, and the house, to get ready for the celebration. The whole street was working to fix things up, and make the necessary preparations. At one point, I nervously approached my Daddy, to ask him if it was alright if my boyfriend joined us for the evening. My Dad didn't like him, because he was from India, and he was somewhat mild-mannered, but his eyes, and his smile were devastating on me!
I meekly sidled up to Daddy as I sensed the right time to do it, and smiled by best "Daddy, please give me everything I want" smile, and quietly asked if Atal could join us. I was nearly floored when he didn't even put up an argument. Timing was everything, I guess! I called Atal, and made the invitation, which he quickly accepted. The rest of the day began to fly past me as I helped complete the set up for the party, my thoughts more consumed by being with my new boyfriend. We had met in high school, and on Grad Night at Disneyland, sort of became an item. It all started when my friends ditched me when I went into the ladies room, and when I came out, they were gone. I wandered about for a few minutes, before I literally bumped into him. So we got to chatting, taking a seat to watch the crowds go by, when he just leaned forward and kissed me. Just a quick peck, but his lips made mine tingle, and the look of his dark eyes and long lashes just hit me the right way!
As we dated for the next couple of weeks, the subject of sex came up (of course!), but since I was a virgin, I wasn't going to go to bed with him. My body was for my marriage! He took it rather well, but I know he was disappointed that I was not going to put out. As I look back, I now understand why he wanted me so badly; I was five feet, four inches tall, and about 110 pounds, with C-cup breasts and long brown hair, past my shoulders. My Daddy made sure I knew enough to stay away from the Seniors in high school when I was younger, and when I became a Senior myself, I didn't want to have anything to do with my classmates. They seemed so young and immature! Atal was different, though, and I was beginning to be tempted by his advances. We had made out a bunch of times, once I even let his hand reach up my dress and grope my crotch, but that was as far as he had gotten with me.
It was time to get ready, and after showering, I started to play the dressing game with Daddy. Even though I had just turned 18, since I was still living in his house, I had to live by his rules. So I picked out three outfits, one I wanted to wear, and two I didn't but knew Daddy would reject. The first was a thin, pale yellow sun dress, one that I had worn before, but when I was younger. Daddy didn't mind so much back then, but now I filled it out much better, with my breasts straining at the bodice, and the hemline much higher. One look from Daddy told me that it was on his reject list. So I pretended to sigh, and changed again. This time I picked out a crop top and short shorts, and auditioned. I don't remember the exact wording, but something like "No fucking way!" sounds right.
I changed again, this time into my Champaign satin blouse and black circle skirt. The hem was down to just above my knees, and as I walked out, I made sure to wear my flat sandals, so my butt wouldn't wiggle as much. Daddy looked me over pretty hard, then sighed, and looked at Mom. She nodded, and so Daddy gave a slow, doubtful approval. At the time I was pleased to know I had put one over on Daddy, but later I would wish he had dressed me in a suit of armor! My blouse buttoned down the front, but I left the top two buttons undone, as it was hot, but more because I wanted to look hot, too! My breasts made the thin material strain a bit, and my nipples would show easily, but I was wearing a bra, so there wasn't much else to do about it. I was brushing my hair, and putting on makeup when my parents left for the party. Atal was picking me up (well, actually meeting me at the door) in about 15 minutes, so I finished getting ready by digging out my 4 inch heels.
Atal was actually a couple of minutes late, which was surprising as he was always so punctual, and when I opened the door, he was there smiling, in a casual shirt and shorts. His smile almost turned me to a pool of liquid right there, and we kissed, quickly at first, then a long, passionate, tongue caressing one. I could tell he loved my blouse, as his hands roved all over my body, feeling the soft slippery fabric. We broke the kiss and headed towards the throng of people gathering in the street, hand in hand. The sundowner winds were kicking up, and I had to drop one hand to gather my skirt. Daddy was around someplace, and if he saw my skirt out of control, I would see him out of control. Not a pretty sight.
Atal and I ate, and talked, we walked about, me introducing Atal to my friends and neighbors, Atal just smiling and holding my hand. I did notice that the crowd had grown, and there were a bunch of people there I had never seen before. I asked one of my neighbors who all these people were, and he showed me a flyer someone had made and left at the liquor store. The word was out, and the party was starting to pick up steam. Someone had brought out speakers, and loud music was blaring across the neighborhood. At first, it was fun, and Atal and I danced a little, until he twirled me, and the hem of my skirt went straight out to my waist! I stopped, and quickly looked around, my face grinning and blush red as I noticed a couple of guys clapping, making a rude comment about what they saw. What they saw was my black lace bikini-cut panties!
I was both embarrassed and relieved. Relieved that Daddy hadn't seen me, otherwise I would have been grounded, and Atal probably killed or worse, and embarrassed that Atal had made me show my body to the whole neighborhood. I had to escape, as I led Atal away from the crowd, and we went down a few houses before the crowd thinned out enough. I was amazed at how many partiers were there, as we were only planning on those families making up the neighborhood. Now there must have been 200 "guests". The music was blaring, and everyone seemed to be having a good time, and it was quite dark out. We could hear the concussion of fireworks as they were testing them, or whatever it is fireworks people do, so I wanted to find a good spot to watch. From past experience, I knew the best place was in the Simpson's backyard at the end of the street. It was small, had only a couple of small trees, but it had a iron fence in back, and they had a park bench to sit on.
I took Atal there, and we sat down, snuggled together on the bench. It was very romantic, the breeze now a gentle rush that cooled us, rather then chilled, the crickets chirping, and Atal's arm draped over my shoulder. I sighed as he kissed me, my mind lost in him. The moment was soon spoiled, ad we heard a pair of footsteps approach.
"Antonio, that you?" a man's voice called out.
"No, he's not here!" Atal answered him. "Go away!"
The footsteps grew closer and Atal turned to see who it was. I recognized him as one of the new neighbors, who moved in from New York. He was tall, at least tall to me, but then everyone was. He was also pretty big, certainly much bigger than Atal. He was also black. "What you mean, 'Go Away'?" the man answered.
Atal got up, and stepped to him. He told the guy to just leave, that Antonio wasn't here, and this was our place. He could have been nicer, I guess, but he was defending our perfect spot! It was over in a flash.
The flash was the man's fist punching Atal in the stomach, doubling him over, knocking the wind out of him. Atal went down, and the man raised his fist to punch him again. I ran to Atal, crying out for him to stop, that we weren't hurting anyone. He kicked at Atal, hitting Atal in the stomach again. He was just curled up in a ball, his eyes tightly closed as he tried to gasp for air. The black man raised his fist, and I reached for it, trying to stop Atal from being beaten. I grasped the man's arm, and was yanked forward by the man's strength! "Stop it!" I cried.
The next thing I saw was stars. Not from the fireworks, but from the hard, vicious slap that I got from the guy. It sent me sprawling, and I landed on my side in the grass. My head was spinning, and I lost all sense of time. I was vaguely aware of Atal being beaten some more. My eyes were tearing, and I flinched as the first fireworks really went off. It was then I felt the hand on my body...
My head throbbed so hard I couldn't even think. I felt the hand grasp my leg, and pull me over, onto my back. I had no sense of modesty as my skirt was lifted up to my waist, and I felt fingers grope my crotch. I moved my hand to my crotch, to cover me, and another hand yanked it away. The fingers groped inside my panties and I felt the sharp yank and heard the ripping of fabric as my panties were turned into shreds, a memory of my purity. My head began to clear, and I opened my eyes to see the fireworks going off, the black man over me as he removed his pants in the weird, eerily flashing lights. "To the victor goes the spoils..." he said laughingly as he knelt. I began to close my legs, and he reached down, grasping my neck with his big, strong hand and applied a little pressure. I choked a bit as my windpipe was restricted. "You're gonna' be a good girl, aintcha?" he snarled.
His other hand grasped my leg, and pulled it apart, my body and lips trembling in fear as my eyes watched him relocate to between my feet, kneeling down, his proud, throbbing black penis bouncing in front of him. He grasped my ankles and lifted them up and apart, exposing my pussy to him fully. As he did so, my labia must a spread a bit, because he smiled at me, looking me directly in the eyes, and told me that he was going to make sure that I stayed a black cock lover.
My next sensation was one of pain, a sharp, quick pain as I felt my body violated by him. My back arched as he entered me, my mouth open as I cried out. He held my ankles open and lowered himself on me, my arms outstretched and apart, gripping a clump of grass between my fingers. It seemed to take forever for his first entry, his cock entering me until he lay atop me, my face staring at his chest. He lay on me for a moment, then began to gyrate his hips, grunting as his cock moved inside my vagina. He did this for a moment, and I began to wonder if this was what sex was. If so, it was highly overrated!
All I had felt was pain, followed by his weight on me. It was then he began to withdraw. I had a moment of relief, as I though maybe it was over. It was then he began to thrust, his cock repeatedly filling my void. I whimpered and grunted at first, then I felt the first real bolt of pleasure inside me. A deep tingle that I cannot describe. As his pace increased, my pussy began to tingle, and the fear and trembling all of the sudden left me. His cock was pleasing me. I didn't understand it, but it felt so good. I moaned once. He must have noticed, as he changed his thrusting or something, and it made me moan more.
At one point he stopped, and grabbed my ankles, putting them on his shoulders. I no longer resisted him, but complied easily. He resumed forcing his manhood deep within me, and became lost in the pangs and jolts of pleasure, both from this friction of his cock in me, and his pelvis grinding against my clit. I had masturbated before, but this was something else, entirely! My legs began to slide off his shoulders, and they draped over his massive arms at the elbows as he grabbed my wrists, pulling me downwards onto him as he thrust upwards into me. My head turned and I could see Atal, laying there, bleeding as he watched me raped. Our eyes met, and I could feel the pain he was going through, both the physical and the emotional. Then my vagina flexed with passion, and my attention was again drawn to my attacker, his thrusting reaching a fever pitch. I was moaning and panting as he took one massive thrust and erupted into me, his voice a loud growl.
He then leaned forward and mashed his lips over mine, my open mouth taking his extended tongue as he kissed me. I returned the kiss, my tongue intertwined with his as he lay on me, filling my womb. He lay on me for a minute or so, kissing me and giving my body a quick pelvic thrust every so often. "For a virgin, you are a dynamite fuck!" he jeered.
He rose from me, his softening cock withdrawing from my body, and he rose to dress. He looked down at Atal, and snorted. "A real man would have already been fucking her." He sneered, "Then I just would have watched!"
I lay there, my one heel caught in the soft grass, knee bent, my other leg laying on the grass, thighs wide apart. My skirt was wide on my stomach, and I could feel a wetness trailing down my butt to the grass. I began to cry.
Epilogue
Atal actually got up and left me lying there. It was the end of our relationship. The worst was dreading my father finding out. So I hid it from him. I got up, and went home, only to find the lights on. I peeked in and found Daddy asleep on the couch. I went around back and snuck into the house, hiding in my room until the next day. I ran into the man who took my virginity 5 days later. Little did I know that the 4th of July was the beginning of my living an alternate lifestyle...
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This is a continuation of my story... This is the truth, as best as I can remember it...
-------------------
The hot summer day was rejuvenating. Out of school, not yet having to go to college, the days were my own. I spent most of that Sunday in my room, coming out only to eat and use the bathroom. My mind reeled as I relived the night before. I cried some, partly from fear, partly from my break-up with Atal, but also because I came to one inescapable conclusion: I loved sex! I was a bit at a loss, however. I couldn't bring myself to go out and see friends and neighbors. I was too embarrassed, like I thought everyone else in the whole world knew what happened.
I knew it was just bad to start having the entire neighborhood over for my satisfaction, but every time I thought of having a man inside me, it made me wet. As the next several days wore on, I touched myself often, fantasizing about being with a man, wondering if sex would be that way when I got married. I was initially afraid of pregnancy. My Daddy would be so angry when he found out. I knew he would, it was just a matter of time. But in the mean time, I figured to just let things happen. Somehow I was more afraid of telling Daddy than his confronting me when he did find out. Overall, I was still very nervous, though.
Finally, I didn't have a choice. I had to go down the street, past the house where the guy lived. Mom had a bunch of papers she wanted delivered to her friend's house down the block, and since she and Dad were at work, a simple phone call from her solved her problem. That phone call may have been the change of my life forever...
I put it off as long as I could, but it was mid-afternoon, and I knew if I didn't go, I wouldn't get it done, then Mom would tell Dad, and then I'd get busted for disobeying Mom. So I got dressed, this time in shorts, crop top, and sandals, and ran the errand.
I walked up the street, my head turning, my eyes roving, looking to see everyone's eyes, to try and see what they were thinking. The young kids just ignored me, of just said "Hi!" Mrs. Allen waved hi as she was watering the grass, and hosing down the kids at the same time. She smiled and said it was a warm day, and that was it! No snide remarks, no side glances, no knowing looks. It seemed like I was holding my breath as I passed her, but once it downed on me she didn't know about my attack, it was like a gigantic weight was lifted of my shoulders! Maybe I would be able to keep this terrible secret!
I made the trip uneventfully, past the house of the guy who stole my virginity. The garage was open, and I could hear music playing loudly inside, but no one was out front as I walked by, my sandals making smacking noises with every step. I reached Mrs. Ryan's house, and smiled as she accepted the pile of papers I was carrying. Relieved of my burden, both the papers and the emotional one I was carrying as nobody seemed to make note what happened to me, I began the short trek home.
On the way back, I again passed the house with the loud music. Only this time, the garage was not empty. He was there, wearing a black tank top and long black shorts, a gold chain hanging from his neck. I don't know why, but I froze, just looking at him as he was putting something on a shelf. He then turned and saw me, our eyes meeting, mine locked on his. All he said was "Hey!"
He approached me, and I was able to finally move a muscle, my head looking to see who was watching us. Like before, I was being ignored by the whole neighborhood, who were wrapped up in their own things, like kids or watering the lawn. When his hand touched my arm, it was almost like I was jolted by electricity. "I knew it!" his words smiling at me as he spoke.
Wh-what?" was all I could stammer out as his fingers wrapped around my arm. "C'mon! I know you want it!" his grip secure, he began to tug my arm in the direction he wanted to go, inside his house! It took only a fraction of a second, but I decided reluctantly to follow him. His mouth kept on about how much I loved the other night, and how much I would love it. We entered his house, the rap music blaring, almost too loud. One nervous look around told me that the whole family was not yet moved in, as there were boxes and pieces of furniture strewn all over the place. It also told me that he and I were alone!
He turned and closed the door, my eyes turning to follow him as he did so. "You want it, dontcha'?" My face was so flush, I could only stammer. "I-I don't know..." It was so very humiliating to me. He simply smiled and reached down into his shorts, using one hand to push them down and the other to lift his ebony shaft for me to see. My eyes widened a bit as I saw it, long and dark, his fingers beginning to massage himself. I couldn't even think, the confusion in my mind paralyzing me. I was so afraid, but so wanting to feel his cock inside me! He solved my dilemma by stepping towards me, and grasping my wrist and guiding my hand to his cock!
My head turned downwards to see as my hand was placed on the end of him, my fingers seeming to naturally wrap themselves around his girth, which was growing with every beat of his heart. My mouth opened to gasp for air, and he leaned forward, his lips covering mine. My eyes closed as I felt his tongue reach for mine, and I returned his kiss, my nose flaring as I breathed fully through my nose. I felt my breast being cupped by his hand as we kissed, my fingers still around his penis as it kept growing.
"C'mon," he said after breaking our kiss. "Let's go!" He ushered me upstairs, guiding me to a bedroom, filled with boxes and furniture, but mainly a bed. He slid around me, taking a seat on the bed, his fingers now lodged in between my shorts and my belly as he pulled me closer to him. "Please don't hurt me!" was all I could ask, and even at that, my voice was barely above a whisper.
He smiled with a malicious grin that told me he was going to enjoy what was about to happen. With that, he opened my shorts with fingers that were evidently well-practiced, and began to slide them down over my hips until the fell to the ground without assistance, leaving me standing there in my crop top and panties. His fingers then hooked into my panties, and he pulled them away, baring my crotch to him. He wasted absolutely no time in rubbing his dark fingers over my mound and my through my pubic hair as his other hand was wrapped around to my butt, squeezing me from the front and behind. I was kind of dazed about what was happening, and all I could register was the excitement that I was going to have sex again!
I began to have the first stirrings of passion and began to relax, letting my hand drop to his shoulder and my eyes wander to his face, his eyes, and his cock. He helped me remove my top, and as my arms tossed my top towards the door, I felt his finger push at my labia, causing my mouth to open, my voice a long, loud gasp as I was opened. I was totally naked to him now, and his finger inside me began to wriggle inside, massaging my walls while I remained standing before him. My chest began to rise and fall faster as my sexual needs began to take over, my voice whimpering a few times as he tickled me from the inside out.
After what only seemed like a few seconds, he reached up with his other hand to my arm, and began to pull me over onto the bed. His hand left my crotch as I clambered onto the bed with him, and I lay next to him on my back, his body right next to mine, and he leaned down to place his mouth on my breasts. His tongue was somewhat rough on my nipples, but they rose almost instantly to his attentions. While his mouth was suckling, his hand re-introduced his finger to my body, and he began to finger me, much faster this time, and he spun rapidly around my clit. My mouth was open as I breathed heavily, moaning almost constantly as I became lost in his touch. It was quite a shock when the climax hit me, seemingly out of nowhere, my whole body arching as I cried out with the first real climax of my life!
"Yeah, I knew it...You want me!" he bragged. "I'm gonna keep you coming back for more!" With those words he climbed between my legs, and lowered his body towards mine. I spread my legs for him, and my arms were apart above my head as his cock entered me, slowly at first, my eyes locked on his as he pushed his manhood into me. The sensation was definitely different this time, with relatively no pain, and I raised my knees at his bidding. He face again mashed against mine and we kissed long and passionately as his thrusting began.
The next several minutes were nothing but a blur to me. His cock in me, my clit and vagina burning with desire as I made love for the first time. I couldn't help but moan with every breath, and when I climaxed again, my body felt like it was in convulsions! His own climax was soon after mine, and all I remember is nearly screaming "Yes!" repeatedly! As he ejaculated, he lay on top of me his cock inside me, spurting his essence. My lips were locked on his as he filled me, and when he rolled off, he lay next to me, his cock laying on my thigh as a few more drips glistened in the late afternoon sunlight. Then he asked me what my name was!
His name was Jewan, and he told me I fucked better than the girls where he came from! As we talked, I learned more bout him, like the fact he was 22 years old, and that his family had moved out here to be with the rest of his family who lived somewhat nearby. We talked and kissed for a while longer, then he sent me home as his family was due soon. As I walked home, I discovered that I had to hurry as the crotch of my shorts was beginning to get wet from Jewan leaking from me. I made it home about 30 minutes before Daddy, and began to think about my next time with Jewan...
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The truth on how I became introduced to multiple partners.
------------------------------------------
The summer was in full-swing, and all the kids had the days off. The hot weather lasted all day, and well into the night, making evening time a wonderful time to cool off, and the adults would gather with friends, and talk about the days’ events, plan for the weekend, or just plain socialize.
It was during one of the few times I was actually allowed to attend one of these adult gossip sessions that I learned a bit more about Jewan and his family. They were from New York, and Jewan was the oldest of three boys. They evidently had some money behind them, because they had a couple of nice cars and the word had it Jewan was going to get one, too! They family kept pretty much to themselves, but had visitors coming and going at different hours. The knowing neighbors all surmised that the visitors were all either part of their family, or drug dealers. Heads nodded all around at that proclamation, and the conversation took a different direction.
During the days, I began to work on my tan in the backyard, and since the neighbors were off at work, I had the naughty thought of getting an “all-over” tan. So I did. I laid out my beach towel, took off my bathing suit, and spent the late mornings just baking the sun into my body. After several days, I even gave up wearing a bathing suit outside. I just took my towel out and took in the tan, turning every so often to keep my tan even. Listening to the radio, I would let my mind wander. Sometimes I would think about college, sometimes about high-school and my friends. But I spent a lot of time thinking about Jewan.
We had been getting together two or three times a week now, with most of the time during the middle of the day. We would make love two or even three times in the few hours we had together, trying new things, like different positions, different places in his house, things like that. The days there were no cars at his house were the ones I knew I could have Jewan, and those days when cars were there, Jewan was unavailable to me. Those days were the ones I knew would be longest. I would see the cars out front, and sigh, then go back outside and start on my tan. Of course, my 18 year-old body was not ready to wait for Jewan to please me, so I would take matters into my own hands, or fingers, more precisely.
The very thought of Jewan standing over me, my body bare to his gaze was enough to get my heart racing. I would fantasize his naked body standing there, his cock fully erect and throbbing as he knelt between my legs and slowly introduced his manhood to my body, filling me as only he could. The faster his cock thrust inside me, as my fantasies went, the faster my fingers would go, as my body went. I am sure the neighbors would have loved to see me laying on the ground, legs apart, my French-manicured nails furiously circling my clit as I gasped in the pleasure only a girl can give herself. My climaxes had to be stifled, so the whole neighborhood would not hear me, once biting my lower lip so hard that I left a bruise in my mouth!
I was in the middle of one of these fantasy sessions, when the phone rang. It scared me so much I could have given myself whiplash! It was Jewan, telling me to come over, that he had a friend he wanted me to meet. I wanted to look good, so I took a quick shower and put on one of my short sundresses and sandals, brushing my hair out fully, and strode over.
I knocked on the door, and Jewan was there, smiling. He let me in, and kissed me fully on the lips, not the tongue kind of kiss, but lingering. My heart leapt at the thought that Jewan was going to screw me today! As he kissed me, his hand roved over my butt, and felt my panties. “Take them off!” he commanded. Not harshly, but still an order. I smiled as I willingly complied, thinking this was going to be a new game for us. I held them up to him, and he took them, throwing them in the corner.
Braless, and now pantyless, Jewan took my hand, and led me into the back of the house, by now much neater than when I first entered his home. He turned to me as we stepped and said, “Never wear panties here again, got it?” I merely smiled in response.
“Look at who I got!” he exclaimed, as I entered the room.
My eyebrows raised when I realized we were not alone, and as I entered the room, I saw the fattest black man I had ever seen. He looked like he must weigh four hundred pounds! Jewan introduced him to me as his cousin Malik, and I was introduced as Jewans girlfriend. I held my hand out to shake, and Malik lumbered up and took it, gripping it firmly. Then he sat down again, only he did not release my hand, so I was pulled down to the sofa on top of him!
“Hey!” I exclaimed. “What are you doing?”
“Whatever he wants to!” came the reply behind me.
I turned to see Jewan’s evil-looking grin, and his standard black shorts pulled down to expose his stiffening cock. Jewan took a couple of steps towards us, and I started to tell him I didn’t want to do this. Malik held onto my hand, then grasped the front of my dress with the other, pulling me over to him, his face leaning forward to kiss me. His lips were greasy with sweat as they mashed against mine, and his tongue pushed against my lips to part them. I don’t know why, but I yielded to his kiss, and let his tongue rush in to massage mine, his heavy breathing loud through his nose. At the same time, Jewan was lifting my skirt, his hardened shaft poking into my crotch. I couldn’t help but moan as Jewan pushed himself inside me while Malik groped and squeezed my breasts.
Jewan began to thrust in me as I felt hands removing my dress, lifting it up over my shoulders as Malik broke our kiss to disrobe me. My breasts were full and my nipples ripe for the plucking. I felt Jewan’s hands on my hips, pulling me onto my feet, bent over as he slowly sent his shaft back in to claim my pussy. Each thrust felt so long, so delicious, so satisfying, I momentarily forgot that there was another man in the room, watching us. As it turns out, he was not just watching! As Jewan continued to use me, Malik struggled to his feet in front of me, then dropped his own shorts, showing me considerable layers of flab, as well as his cock, which was growing with every beat of his heart.
“Noo!” I moaned
Jewan simply thrust into me, moving his cock inside me. “Yes!” He replied. “You gonna’ do him!”
With that, Jewan grabbed a fistful of my hair, pulling me upright as Malik sat back down on the couch. I was pushed forward by Jewan’s body, until Malik could reach out and grasp my breasts, pinching my nipples between his fingers. I winced at the burning sensation when my nipples were flattened between Malik’s stubby fingers as I was pulled onto him. Jewan withdrew from me, and used his hands to guide my hips over Malik’s crotch.
“Please, Jewan! Only you!” I begged. The only response I got was Jewan’s hands forcing my body lower as Malik lifted his hips to push his now throbbing black manhood towards my body. It was no real contest as I was lowered to Malik, and his cock came into contact with my already opened vagina, my juices ready to lubricate him. He entered me as I lay against his massive body, unable to penetrate me nearly as far as Jewan had. Malik then began to convulse wildly, driving his cock in me as far as he could, but certainly not giving me the pleasure Jewan did.
Malik shifted his hands to my hips, and drove me down as hard as he could, filling me a fraction more, then he held me down. My eyes popped wide open as I felt Jewan rub his pole around my butt, before lining it up with my exit. I screamed as Jewan forced his tool to enter me, forcing me open like he did that first night, only much more painfully. Once he had forced me open, he continued in one long push, the juices of my vagina help him slide into my rear. They both began to buck their hips, thrusting both cocks in me, my chest heaving from the pain, exertion, and panic. My eyes watered at the pain as Jewan pumped me and Malik twisted my nipples to the point I thought they would rip off!
Time slowed to an eternity as I felt nothing from Malik, but pain from Jewan, although I had to admit that the pain began to subside after a bit. They thrust, bumped, and grunted as they took me from both holes, without any real rhythm or pace, only that to gain their own satisfaction. Malik climaxed first, and Jewan was pile driving me, giving me no hope of avoiding Malik’s semen in my womb. As Malik finished, Jewan again grabbed my hair and pulled me upright until I was standing on my tip-toes, with his cock in my ass. My breasts bounced with every thrust as I gasped for air.
I soon felt my first tingle of pleasure as Jewan reached around to my crotch, his finger rapidly circling my clit. His pace slowed somewhat as he still used my butt, but his fingers flew as I became lost in the pleasures of his touch.
“Whose slut are you?” He demanded. When I didn’t answer, his fingers flicked my clit more, sending a crash of passion through me. Then he repeated his question.
”Whose slut are you?” he demanded.
I answered the only way my body would allow me. “Yours.” I said softly.
With that, he bucked harder a few times, and sent his load into my butt, my voice crying out in fear and pain as his cock ravaged my ass. I caught the leering gaze of Malik as Jewan finished with me, his knowing smirk telling me my day was not over. Jewan withdrew, and I all but passed out on the floor as Jewan took stock. “Shit, Bitch! You bled on me!” he declared, and I was sure my rear had been either ripped out of my body, or at least ripped apart. “I’m gonna’ shower. She’s all yours, if you want!” he declared to Malik as he bounded upstairs, his cock swinging from side to side with each step.
I turned to see Malik already in motion, grabbing my wrist as he closed on me. His grip was surprisingly strong, and I was flat on the floor on my back in a second, Malik’s folds of flab enveloping me as he lay on top of my prostrate form. I tried to struggle from under him as my legs lay flat on the floor, wide apart, but his form was just too big, his body too heavy. Malik shifted and wriggled until his cock was pointing at me, then he grunted as I felt the second contact of his cock and my pussy.
I was gasping for breath again, under Malik as he thrust in me, but again, it was less from pleasure than it was from being suffocated by his form. I stared up at the stairway, silently pleading for Jewan to come, to rescue me from this fat, greasy slob who was raping me. . Jewan finally came down stairs as Malik finished his climax, messily spreading his seed as he felt out of me on his final thrust. Malik lay on me for a moment, then rolled off, relieving the ten-ton pressure off my poor, exhausted body. His seed was smeared on my crotch, as well as the floor.
I lay there, gasping, as Jewan tossed his wet towel at me. “Get cleaned up. Your Papa will be home soon, and I don’t want you to get caught”.
Taking the towel, I gingerly stepped to the bathroom near the front door, and took stock of my poor, battered body. My vagina was sopped with semen, but no trauma. My breasts were red from Malik’s groping them, and I feared they might bruise. My biggest fear was my butt. I used the towel to clean myself, and a small smear of blood showed that I had torn something. Amazingly, the pain was no longer there, although I was a bit sore.
I exited the bathroom, and Jewan was standing there, holding my dress in his fingers. He held it out to me, and as I pulled it over my head, he asked if I remembered what he told me. I told him I did not, and he reminded me that I was to never appear with panties on again! I nodded in remembrance, and made my own term. My butt was off limits. I would never again let a man take me that way. If he did, I would simply tell my Daddy that Jewan gave me drugs and raped me.
I got a grudging acknowledgment from Jewan. “A’ight” he said. Then he opened the door, and I went home, thinking about the change in my life.
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-----------------------------------------------
I have been away for awhile...here is an older piece I had written... I am working on some new material to submit very soon!
------------------------------------------------
My story begins one late Friday Night. I had just finished another in a series of late nights at work, and was walking out to my car. The sound of my high heels clicking on the pavement echoed off the walls of the parking structure. It was after 9:00 pm, and I had been working extra hours to complete a special project. As I climbed the steps to the upper level, I saw a young man standing next to his car with the hood up. As I approached, I recognized him as one of the interns from my office. My office participated in a program giving minority youths internships, allowing them to get extra training for the job market. This young man's name was Daniel, and he was new to the program. I had caught him gawking at some of the other women in the building, including me! He was about six feet tall, black, and about 200 pounds.
As I walked closer, I drew the skirt of my dress closer, as the evening breeze in the structure was tugging at the hemline, lifting it to mid-thigh. I asked him if I could call a tow truck for him, or give him a lift. "No, thanks" he responded, "I'd like to give you one, though!"
With that, he stepped towards me, and another black man appeared from behind the car! I turned to run, but Daniel was only a couple of feet away, and grabbed me by the shoulder and waist before I could move a step! I started to scream and the other man put his hand over my mouth, stifling me! He growled out that he would hurt me if I resisted, and to show he meant business, he grabbed my left nipple and gave it a sharp twist as he pinched it! The thin material of my dress yielded easily to his grasp, and it did hurt! I stopped struggling, and Daniel took his neck tie off, and used it to blind fold me. I next felt a pair of hands reach up my dress and pull down my pantyhose and panties. I stepped out of my shoes as they were removed, and tried not to flinch as my hands were tied together with my hose. I was then seated in the back seat of the car, and as I heard them talk, I found the other guy, who Daniel called Duane, seated next to me. He pushed me over onto my side as the car started, and he leaned against me.
As Daniel drove down the parking structure to the street, Duane's hands began to rove over my body, pinching my nipples and groping at my pussy! Duane whispered in my ear "We're gonna' do you right, Bitch! You're small white pussy's gonna' get a real man's dick real soon!"
As he said this, his finger started circling around my clitoris, and I gasped involuntarily as he found my sweet spot. Duane continued to fondle me, and used his finger to probe my vagina, opening it slowly. My labia started to tingle, and I felt the first surges of passion in my loins. If Duane kept this up, I was really going to enjoy his ministrations! After a while, Daniel parked the car, and my door was opened. Daniel put my shoes on my feet, and pulled me out. Duane followed, and I was led inside a building. My blindfold was removed, and I could see that I was in a small warehouse. I also noticed that there were several other men there. They were lounging around on an old sofa and a couple of chairs. A few of them appeared to be passing a joint around.
I was led over to a corner, and Daniel blindfolded again. I asked him why he was doing this, and he just laughed and said he enrolled in these programs so he could meet women for his friends. I was shocked to learn he did all this intentionally! After he answered me, he lifted my hands above my head, placing them over some hook. It was so high that I had to stand fully upright. This caused my 34C breasts to push at the fabric of my dress, making my nipples show themselves fully!
Someone walked over to me, and placing his hand on my belly, walked around me in a circle. "You done good with this one, Danny!" he called. "I guess you're in, now!" The hand moved down and lifted the front of my dress. He knelt below me, and nuzzled against my pussy, flicking his tongue like a snake, in and out. At first I didn't react, but as he went on, I felt my hips begin to move, bucking against him. I was beginning to pant, and I realized I was soon going to lose control. I heard a zipper open, and soon felt the head of a rock-hard penis rubbing my clit. I tried to spread my legs for him, but the hook holding me was too high.
I gasped and rolled my head as he entered me. The sensation was electrifying as he manhood moved slowly forward, finally burying himself to the hilt. I couldn't tell how large he was, but he wasn't a mouse, that was for certain! Placing his hands on my hips, he partially withdrew, then re-entered me. By this time I had lost it, and gave in to the pleasure. I gasped out how good he felt, and that I'd never had black cock before. This seemed to spur him on, as his rhythm picked up, until he had lifted me off the floor. His lips came onto mine, and I opened my mouth greedily to caress his tongue with my own. He soon stiffened with his cock in me, and he bucked 2 or 3 times, shooting his load into me!
My chest was still heaving as I felt my dress being unbuttoned, and my arms were released from the hook and untied. My dress fell to the floor, and I was escorted by the arm across the room. There were hoots and catcalls from the others, and I was made to kneel between two legs. Another cock was waved at my lips, and I opened my mouth to suckle it. As I drew it in, my arms were released, and I grabbed the shaft, stroking it as I bobbed my head up and down on it. It rapidly grew, and I was then grabbed by the arms again and lifted to my feet.
I was then pushed forward, my knees on the couch as I straddled someone. I moved my hips to help align him, and his cock was probing against my hole. As I was pretty juicy from the first fuck, I slid right down onto him. He, too, began to thrust, and his mouth and hands began to play with my tits. I started panting again, as more pleasure overtook my senses, and another cock was placed in my mouth! I sucked as best I could, and groped his ass with my fingers. I could feel a very tight butt, and I could only fantasize what his body looked like!
The man under me began to climax, and I was almost thrown off of him as he ejaculated in me. The man I was cocksucking grabbed me by the hair, and held me tight against his belly. I could smell the musky scent of his sweat, and taste his pre-cum on my tongue. Soon, he too shot his load, and I swallowed it the best I could. Only a couple of drops escaped my lips!
This sucking and fucking went on for some time, at least a couple of hours. I was finally so tired that I just passed out. When I awoke, I was alone on the couch, wearing just my heels. My dress was in the corner, and my purse was with it. I dressed and went out to call a cab or something. When I went to work the next day, I was not surprised to find that Daniel had resigned, and my company was looking for another intern. I can't say whether I am looking forward to a new one or not...
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"I'll be ready when you get here!" I reassured my husband as he called from his cell phone. Tonight was a dinner party at his boss's house, in honor of that man's boss. My husband was invited as the top sales manager of the company, and had just closed a deal worth over half of a million dollars. It was time for a celebration!
Tony wanted me to dress for the occasion, to be his trophy for the night. I am his wife, so a trophy he wants, a trophy he gets! I showered and did my hair, leaving it down and long, my brown locks shiny in the light of the bathroom. I even used extra conditioner to make sure it would be soft, supple, and smooth. I pulled on a pair of pink satin bikini panties, and a pair of white thigh high hose. To cover myself, I thumbed through my closet, checking a few outfits out. I tried a black miniskirt and blue silk blouse, but the neckline actually was a little too conservative. I tried on a red satin halter dress, but the folds of the bodice did not cover quite enough of my C-cup breasts, and while I wanted to make Tony look good, I didn't want to make myself look easy. That was for when we went out dancing and clubbing!
I finally settled on a pink satin shirtdress, with a plunging neckline that exposed my cleavage pretty well, and a circle skirt that was hemmed just above my knees. I stepped into 4 inch white pumps, and brushed myself down as I looked in the mirror. I debated about a bra, finally deciding to see if Tony said something. If he did, I would put on one, otherwise, I was going to let my dress hold my boobs in place.
When Tony got home, he was all over me. He hugged me as I welcomed him home with a kiss, and his hands roved my body, feeling the soft folds of satin, and reaching under my skirt to grope my butt. I was able to hold him off finally, as we were going to be more than fashionably late if we didn't get in the car. As we walked down the driveway, the late Summer breeze was picking up, and we began to hear the rumblings of an approaching storm. I let my skirt float freely in the breeze, wanting to tease Tony some more, just because I could! At one point, the hem of my skirt billowed up, and my entire body was exposed to Tony, and every house in sight. The only other person who got an eye-full was one of the old ladies down the street, who was walking her dog. She just "humphed" at me, her nose in the air and muttered something about my being a strumpet. I grinned, and blushed a bit, as this was the look I was aiming for.
Tony got us to dinner very quickly, traffic surprisingly empty, and as we parked, I remembered being in the house before, when Tony had first joined the company. A party was held in his honor, and we had a grand time. I was expecting more of the same! As we walked to the door, the freshening breeze grew stronger, and I was not ready for my skirt to billow straight up in front of the door as we knocked. I was able to get the front of my skirt down before Ron opened the door, and welcomed us into his home.
Ron was a big man, over six feet, and with my heels on, my nose barely reached his shoulders. His wide, toothy grin showed a large gap between his front two teeth, a reminder of some fight or something when he was younger. Ron was a self-made man, I remembered, growing up on the wrong side of town, but working hard, being smart, and catching a few breaks made him the wealthiest black man in town, if not the county! He was dressed very simply, wearing a pair of dark grey dress slacks, black dress shoes, and a black silk dress shirt, open at the top, and a few gold chains around his neck. He shook Tony's hand, and kissed my cheek as he welcomed us, and introduced us around to the rest of the guests.
I spent most of the time on Tony's arm, smiling, trying to be interested, but totally unable to understand what they were talking about, with jargon and talk about product specs and so on. I did notice a couple of guys looking at me from time to time, and I noticed the other ladies were rather more conservatively dressed than I was. Ron, I found out, was unaccompanied as his date fell through.
Dinner was served, and was delicious, as was the chocolate mousse for desert. As the evening went on, the guests began to make excuses and depart. Tony and I were almost ready, when Ron asked us to stay, so Ron, Tony, and the Regional VP could discuss something. This left me stuck, and alone. I sidled off to the other room and watched TV. I could hear them talking, and after about half an hour, there was a tremendous crash outside!
The men all dashed outside to see what happened, and I stood on the doorstep, peering out. It looked like the approaching storm had made a really big branch from an Elm tree had broke, falling onto the VP's rental car. It was clear that it wasn't going anywhere, as the roof was caved in, and the glass was broken. To make matters worse, the driveway was now blocked, and Ron's car was also trapped. I stepped out to be with Tony, and huddled next to him, the strong winds making every fold of my dress flit against my body, and my skirt fly out behind me. I won't even relate what it did to my nipples!
The VP was very nervous about not being able to make his early flight, and used his cell phone to call the rental agency. They explained they could give him another car, but he had to hurry, as they were closing soon. Tony offered to give him a ride, of course, since we had the only car free. The downside was that our Miata is a two-seater, and I was going to have to stay back with Ron.
I asked Ron about using a restroom, while Tony and the VP were getting going. He asked me to use the Master bathroom one, as the one downstairs was being remodeled. A quick peek at the one downstairs revealed lots of boards and sacks of plaster and stuff, so I took it at face value.
Several minutes later, I emerged from the bathroom, refreshed. I took in Ron's room. He had a king-size bed, with a rich dark wooded headboard and foot posts. The room was dimly lit with blue light, and the black satin comforter on the bed shimmered as I walked by it. He also had blood-red satin sheets and pillow cases. I couldn't help myself and trailed a long fingernail along the bedding, so soft and slippery under my touch. I was startled when Ron made his presence known.
He was stepping out of the walk-in closet, wearing a long red satin robe, the sash tied around his narrow waist. He apologized for startling me, and told me he didn't expect me to be out of the bathroom so soon. He also asked if it was ok for him to get ready for the night, as it was late for him, and he usually got an early start. I stammered a reply, nervous to be in his bedroom, with him nearly naked in front of me, and my husband not around to protect me.
He ushered me to take a seat on the edge of the bed, and I did so, drawing my skirt underneath me, and then smoothing the hem of my skirt, trying to make it as long as possible. He sat next to me, not too close, and asked if I liked his room. I told him it was very nice, and then the phone rang.
Ron stood up and reached for the phone, and answered it. While he was talking, my hand could not stop caressing the smooth satin under my palm, and my arm rubbed to cool fabric back and forth. It felt really good, and I began to think about ways to get Tony into a bed like this. After a few moments, he hung up, and turned to me. Tony and the VP had made it, but there would be a delay, as the rental agency was now making a stink about the damaged car. He returned to his place, but slightly closer, and I noticed the sash on his robe was much looser.
I gulped nervously, unable to hide my trembling. I could feel a real sexual tension in the air. I loved the feel of the bed, and so much wanted to be taken on it, but wanted Tony to be the one. Ron asked me not to be nervous, and told me that Tony would be alright, and back as soon as he could. Ron asked me what I was nervous about, and I kind of stammered. Ron stopped me by leaning forward and placing his lips on mine. I matched my lips to his kiss, and after a moment, his tongue pressed towards mine, and our tongues intertwined in a long, deep, passionate kiss. As we kissed, I felt his hand trail up my thigh, and begin to reach up my skirt.
Our kiss broke, and I glanced down to see his dark hand on my white hose. I also saw his robe draped open, and could see his penis laying against his thigh. It was pulsing, each beat of his heart making it grow longer and wider, and I was speechless as I saw the biggest cock of my life! Ron began to nuzzle my neck, and my eyes just closed as I tilted my head, my heart racing as I felt Ron's advances on my body. Ron's hand resumed its journey up my under my skirt, and the soft folds of satin did nothing to prevent his access to my moistness. As he reached my crotch, he also leaned back, drawing my body onto the bed, my hands caressing the black satin. Ron broke soft kissing of my neck, and helped me slide fully onto the bed, and he slid down and used both hands to draw down my panties.
I couldn't believe what I was doing. It was like it wasn't me on the bed, but it sure was my panties sliding down my legs, my skirt lifted up onto my stomach. Ron took my panties and looped them over one of the bedposts. He then clambered between my knees, and used his legs to force mine apart. My eyes were drawn to his big, black monster between his legs, and it was at least 8 or 9 inches long!
He looked at me, his eyes starring at mine in the dim light. "Have you been blacked before?" He asked. All I could do was shake my head slowly. "Remember, once you go black, you never go back!" He smiled. He then spread his robe out behind him and leaned onto me, his cock laying right at my V, his robe draped over both of us, almost like a cape. He kissed me again, and while he did so, I felt his first thrust against my labia. It caused me to gasp. My head turned and he began to suckle my neck as he dry-humped me, his long, thick cock rubbing my labia, and teasing my body, making me ready for mating. I began to whimper a bit as he humped me more, until he decided it was time to consummate our relationship.
Ron pulled back and reached down, aiming his cock at my vagina. I raised my knees, feeling my hose against his robe as he found my entrance and slowly descended, forcing his full length into me. My pussy was so stretched I felt every fraction of an inch of his cock, and my eyes rolled back in my head. I couldn't help myself as I moaned "Oh...yes...Ron! Ohhh...yesss!" Ron lay upon me for a moment or two, my eyes locked on his as his cock lay inside my moistness. Ron then began to thrust in me, slowly.
Every thrust of his cock sent a shiver through me. His cock was so long, so thick, and so...so black! My eyes locked on his as we made love, all thoughts of my husband pushed out as I succumbed to this magnificent black lover. My arms lay above my head as our eyes met, locked in passion as my lips were parted, my voice moaning with each thrust. I was totally his, to be fucked and filled, and bred, if that happened. My body began to tremble with the fury of sexual tension as Ron thrust harder and faster into me, and I could feel his own passion rising within me. "Ron...yes! Fuck me! Fuck me! Make me your slut!" I cried. I had not felt such pleasure before, each of his thrusts making my body spasm in pleasure.
It was over too soon. I climaxed, crying out as my fingers clawed at the satin I was laying on. Ron finished very soon thereafter, his massive thrust driving me across the bedding, my pussy wrapped tightly around his shaft, pulsing along him, trying to milk his black cock of every drop. His length ensuring his sperm would be pushed past my cervix. I was not using protection, and I knew Ron wasn't either. I was taking a risk, and I knew it. Maybe that was what made it all the more intense. All I knew was that Ron would have me again.
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The phone ringing drew me out of the shower, my wet feet so slippery that I almost slipped and fell in the bathroom. I grabbed at a towel as I dashed to reach the phone, my wet, naked body leaving a trail of water drops along the way. I was able to answer the phone before the caller hung-up, my voice breathy from the short sprint.
"Hello?" I answered as I put the phone to my ear, my head to one side as I used both hands to wrap my towel around me.
"Hey, Babe! It's me!" the excited voice of my husband greeted. "Guess what? It happened! I got the job!" I squealed in delight for him, as this promotion meant a substantial increase in money, as well as other perks, including a company car, full medical benefits, and even an extra week of vacation. This was quite a moment for him, and for us! "They are having a dinner tonight, and the wives will all be there. I have a late meeting, though, so can you just meet me?"
I smiled as I bent over, the width of my towel not able to come close to covering my modesty. Not that my husband would ever be able to see, but it did make me feel naughty. Unfortunately, the only other person home was the family dog, and he was chewing on a bone or something downstairs. I picked up a pencil and wrote down the information, and promised to be there and on time.
"This is a high class restaurant, so please really dress up, ok?" He asked. I answered him, reassuring him I would wear something that would knock his socks off, but not make the other ladies jealous. As I hung up the phone, the door opened and slammed shut, and I could hear the snuffles and sobs of our teen-age daughter. She stomped up the stairs and passed me, slamming the door to her room. I sighed heavily. My daughter Emily, ever the drama queen!
I toweled off, and slid into my terrycloth robe before knocking on the door, waiting for Emily to grant me permission to her domain. My husband would just barge in, but in this case, I figured a more subtle approach was needed. Em allowed my entrance, and she was laid out on her bed, face down, her eyes puffy and red, her cheeks tear-stained. I took a seat on the edge of the bed.
I asked her what happened, and the words flowed faster than a waterfall, accompanied by more tears. After several minutes, I finally found out that a local boy she was sweet on, Tony, and had even gone out on a date with, was caught with another girl. Things got worse when she confronted the both of them. Accusations and harsh words flew, until finally he called her a stupid, worthless bitch. She tried to slap him for that, not that she should have, and when he defended himself, he grabbed her wrist and her bracelet broke. The guy recovered it, and wouldn't give it back to her. It was a bracelet she had been given by her grandmother before she passed, and it meant a lot to Emily. And so more tears began to flow, as she couldn't face him. She was furious, scared, hurt, heartbroken, tired, and a soon-to-be adult. I could not believe how many tears she cried. They must be from her father's side. I offered that we could call the police, but she nixed that idea. The boy was 18 years old, and she didn't want to have to deal with the inevitable hassles at school the next day, from his being arrested. I offered to call our neighbor down the street, as her boy was on the football team, and bruiser. Rachel's son, Brian, and Emily had known each other like brother and sister. Surely he would not mind retrieving it for her. Shaking her head, Emily struck down that idea. She didn't want Alex to turn this guy into mush, either. I was out of ideas, so all I could do was give a deep sigh.
"Em, just think about it tonight, and we'll see what ideas we can come up with tomorrow. Maybe he'll just give you the bracelet back." I putted Emily on the back as I left her to finish getting the emotions all out of her system. Time was getting away from me, and I had to get dressed.
I went into my walk-in closet, and pulled out a pair of white pantyhose. In keeping with how things were going, they promptly developed a run, and I had to trash them. So I went into my drawer, and pulled out my last pair of white hose, thigh high hose with little baby-pink satin bows at the tops. I was careful as I pulled them on, and after they were on, I had to admit that they looked pretty good on my five foot, four inch, 120 lb. frame, although no one would seem them. I pulled on a pair of baby-pink satin French-cut bikini panties, smoothing the thin fabric over my hips. My attention then turned to my dress.
I traced my thumb along the hanging garments, ignoring some, considering others. Guys don't appreciate some of the challenges a girl goes through to select the right dress. I pulled down a black velvet and tulle gown. Full skirt and a high collar, it was more for a formal ball. Next was a white satin and lace dress. I held it against me, and looked down. Too boring. I pulled down a short black satin circle skirt and matching white silk blouse. As I held the skirt in place, I could see the tops of my thigh high hose. My husband would love it in private, but it was too wild for the occasion. After checking a few more outfits, I found the perfect dress. Ice-blue satin, it was a halter dress, similar to the one Marilyn Monroe wore in that movie, except the skirt was just a circle skirt, without all the pleats, and the back was truly back-less. I pulled it on, securing the two satin straps holding the plunging bodice up behind my neck, and stepped into my white 4-inch heels. I went into the front of the mirror and turned, checking out every angle. This was going to do very well, and I looked forward to the smile on my husband's face when he saw me.
I went to gather my purse, when Emily came downstairs. After complimenting me on my dress, she asked if I could swing by and see if Tony would give back the bracelet. It was just a couple of blocks down, and on my way, so I shrugged.
"Sure. Why not? Will he be expecting me?" I asked.
Emily shrugged. "I dunno. I called his house to ask for it back, and his dad answered to phone. He was kinda' gruff, but said he would talk to Tony." With the arrangements being made, I decided to depart a few minutes early, so I could get the bracelet and still be on time.
It took about 5 minutes to find the place, a single-story ranch style house, with a front lawn that looked like it hadn't been mowed in a month, and trim that desperately needed painting. I pulled up and parked in front of his house. I expected to be only a moment, so I left my purse in the car, and walked to the front door, my heels clicking loudly on the oil-stained driveway. The warm evening breeze was gentle, and gave the hem of my satin circle skirt a puffy, full look. I stood there, my heels together, with my hands clasped in front of me after I rang the bell.
It took several moments before the door opened, and there was an older man, with a three-day beard, matted gray hair, an open shirt and shorts. He looked me up and down before saying anything.
"What you want?" he fairly growled at me. I smiled as I took a breath and explained about Emily and the bracelet. The man told me I had arrived too quickly, that Tony was in the shower, and that I could come in and wait for him. I hesitated, thinking of my husband's party, but balanced it against Emily's feelings, and well, it was an easy decision. I stepped inside, but what I saw surprised me.
The carpet was dingy, and the same shade of alive green popular decades ago. The house was dimly lit, with furniture that looked like it was from the 1970's, and hadn't been moved since it was bought. There were old newspapers and empty cans and bottles just about everywhere. A single lamp shone through a dark and dusty shade, and a TV tray was placed next to an over-stuffed recliner, the tray holding a dirty plate and empty beer bottle. Dancing lights from an old console-style TV set filled the room. For some reason, I thought Tony's mom lived with him, but the appearance of this place removed all doubt.
"He'll be a minute." Tony's father offered. Then he sat in the recliner and turned his attention back to the television program, an exercise program showing well-endowed girls in spandex stretching into revealing poses. I stood there, not being offered a seat, and looked around the room, become more uncomfortable as the minutes wore on.
As I had begun to look over the room for the third time, a well-built young man appeared from down the hall, his hair wet and a towel wrapped around his waist. He pulled up short as he saw me. "Who're you?" he asked.
"She's your bitch's mother, asshole. She's here for that bracelet you stole!" His father's words out before I could even begin to speak.
"I stole?" Tony repeated incredulously. His eyes looked at me hard. "Hey, I didn't steal nothing, bitch!" As he spoke, he took a few steps towards me.
I shook my head slowly, shocked at the tone of this exchange. As Tony approached me, I retreated and my mouth moved, but nothing came out. A few steps was all it took to back me against a wall. Tony stopped a step away, a snarl on his face. His eyes looked me up and down as well, undressing me just like his father did. My eyes darted to his father, who was just looking on, with interest, but apparently without desire to intervene. I looked to the father as I spoke.
"I am amazed you let your son address women this way! He has no right to call me a bitch, he..." the rest of my words were cut off by the father's response.
"All women are bitches. Ain't that right, Tony? Starting with that cheatin' bitch-whore mother of his!" Tony's father called out angrily. "I bet your daughter sucks cock like a pro. Prolly takes money fer it after school!"
My mouth hung open as I was flabbergasted. I could not believe what I was hearing, and what these two men were saying about my daughter!
"Listen, Buster!" I said angrily, Emily did nothing other than try to be nice to your son. And look what it has got her!"
I did not notice Tony as he turned his head to address his father. "I think she should be nice to us, too!"
I didn't like the way this was turning out, and decided it was time for me to leave. I took one side step, trying to reach the door, but Tony was there easily in front of me. "What's the matter? Afraid of men? Like Emily is? I wanna' see how nice you can be to a man!"
"Ohhhh no! Not in this lifetime!" I replied. I tried to sidestep again, but Tony closed on me more. My eyes darted to see his father, who was now watching with decidedly more interest. He took a swig of beer, and called out.
"I betcha' she can suck and fuck better'n a girl half her age! Look at her! She's dressed up to be someone's whore!"
"I bet she'll suck me better than Emily every could!"
I couldn't help myself. My hand was in motion before I could stop it, and my hand slapped Tony hard across the face. "How dare you talk to me that way!"
Tony's response was as fast as mine, and he grabbed my wrist and squeezed it, making me wince as his other hand went to his waist and released his towel, the thin terrycloth falling to the floor, revealing his throbbing and growing manhood. Tony then grabbed my other wrist as I twisted in his grasp, and forced both of my arms together over my head against the wall. He used his body to push against mine, and forced my legs slightly apart, his cock rubbing against my dress, and trying to rub my crotch.
I struggled in his grasp as he began to bump his pelvis against me. "Lemme go!!!" I cried through clenched teeth.
Tony just laughed as he stood back and pulled my arms out in front of me. "I got better plans for you, bitch!"
Tony then started to drag me down the hallway. "Call you in a bit, Pop!"
As Tony started to drag me deeper into his house, I was able to get a good kick in, and connect with his shin. He howled for a moment, and then literally threw me to the ground, my petite body no match for his far superior strength. I landed on the ground on my side, the wind knocked out of me, making me not care that the hem of my skirt had floated to well above my knee, and Tony and his father both got a great look at the top of my thigh high hosiery. I was able to roll onto my back, my arm across my forehead as I tried to get some breath. Tony's dad decided he had better ideas.
I felt my wrists grabbed again, and my arms pulled overhead. The dad was holding my wrists single-handedly, while he used his free hand to release his belt. My lungs were suddenly able to gasp for air, and I began to struggle against him, and scream. With surprising speed, my wrists were tied together, and the extra length of belt was looped to the coffee table above my head!
While my wrists were being bound, Tony limped over to me, a mean snarl on his face. "I was just gonna' let you blow me, bitch. But now... Now you're gonna' get my cock up your cunt!" He snarled as he began to kneel at my feet.
I struggled and whined as I felt my skirt being lifted at first, and then two sets of fingers tracing up my legs, slowly. Tony jeered at me, saying I looked just right for fucking, and if I didn't do it right, maybe Emily would be the next girl to get his cock. I strained at the belt as I tried to keep my knees together, but Tony simply traced his fingers higher up my body, past my knees and together up the inside of my thighs, until his fingers were probing at my satin panties.
I am not sure why, but my eyes looked up, and then bugged out as I saw Tony's dad standing over me, completely naked, his cock long and growing longer. I shook my head, trying to talk, desperate to find some way out of this, when I lost my concentration and my knees were pulled apart. Tony took that opportunity to use his hands to yank my panties from my body, exposing my bikini trimmed pussy to him.
Tony then grabbed my ankles and lifted them high in the air, spreading them apart, forcing my skirt to slide up my legs to form a pool of shimmering satin at my waist and around me. I struggle again, with all my might and fury, but the Dad just laughed at me, telling me I had spunk. Tony then chilled me when he replied I didn't have spunk...yet!
Tony's father knelt over my head, and dangled his cock just in front of my face as he reached across and grasped my ankles, pulling them towards him, and rolling me up to allow Tony the best access to my vagina. Tony took just a moment to point his hard, throbbing manhood and tease my labia before flexing his legs and then lowering his hips onto me, my body impaled by his cock. I cried out as he entered me, trying to resist, wriggling as he fed every inch of him into me, my only result a long moan from him, and his admission that for a married bitch, I sure was tight!
When he was fully buried in me, he simply lay on my body for a moment, his eyes burning into mine as I gasped for air. The next thing I knew, Tony had mashed his lips to mine, and ejected his tongue into my mouth, caressing my tongue as his hips began to make the cycle of love, withdrawing his cock slowly, and then forcing it back down deeply inside me. Tony also had adjust his position by curling his knees under my butt, and dad released my ankles, my legs falling to Tony's arms, where Tony held them at his elbows. Tony finally broke his kiss, and moaned as his passion was building within him.
Tony continued to mate with me, an endless cycle of thrusting and withdrawing when his father decided not to wait anymore. He grabbed a handful of my hair and growled at me to open wide, and that I had better not bite! I felt a twist of my hair, and my mouth opened, and was force-fed a second penis, past my lips and to the back of my throat. My nostrils were flaring as I struggled to breathe, with the exertion of the struggle, Tony's mounting me, and now dad's oral copulation. "I knew she had a big mouth!" Dad jeered, "but at least she knows how to use it!"
From here I was helpless, a woman being used solely for the pleasure of men, without regard for my pleasure or comfort. Tony's pulsing began to quicken, as his cock never left my body. The father's cock began to pulse rapidly inside my mouth as well, it being evident that dad had not been with a woman in some time. Well before Tony was done, dad's precum began to leak out, and I had a brief moment of warning before he had his release, and he tried to drive his cock through the back of my head. It gave me a small headache, but fortunately, he was just not that well endowed. Nonetheless, my mouth was filled with his cum, and in the end it was easier for me to just swallow it, rather than try to spit it out. After another few moments, during which Tony continued to ram his manhood inside me, his father reared back and sat on his feet, his softening cock drooping between his thighs. He watched eagerly as Tony continued to use me.
Tony, however, was more gifted, and his cock began to send a few shivers of pleasure through me. I fought them as best I could, but once in awhile, a small gasp or grunt of pleasure would escape my lips. My breasts were jiggling with every bump of our bodies together, and the soft and thin satin covering them made my nipples grow and harden, as my body reacted like any woman being mated. My grape-sized nipples stood firm and erect as Tony relentlessly continued, my vagina beginning to clamp down on him, my body responding to Tony and trying to coax his cock into filling my pussy with his semen. Suddenly his pace quickened, and he began to rapid-fire his piston inside me, slamming hard into my crotch until I felt him press the head of his shaft against my cervix. His frequency was making my clit tingle with passion, and I began to lose control, my voice now a cry with each gasp for air until Tony bellowed out, and used one final thrust to shoot his seed into me, his cock buried deep, and his spurting directly at my cervix.
He remained with his cock pushed inside me for quite some time, once in awhile giving me a small thrust as his body yielded several more gobs of his essence into my womb, Tony doing his best to impregnate me. Tears began to run down the sides of my cheeks, as I sobbed, unable to protect myself any further, all hope that I would be alright totally crushed. I began to rage as I struggled again at the belt holding my arms, and kicking my legs, but unable to reach Tony as he was still between my thighs. I felt Tony's dad grab my hair again and pull.
"You stupid bitch!" He barked. "Give up! You ain't gonna' get away. We'll let you go when we are done. And we ain't done with you, yet!" My legs hit the floor as I totally collapsed, the emotion draining from me as I cried some more. Tony stood and left me there, but not before a long, thin strand of his semen trailed between us, and then broke, a narrow trail of proof of our copulation. I lay there for a bit, and was surprised to wake, feeling a sensation between my legs.
"No, Tony!" I begged. "No more, please?" When I opened my eyes, I gasped, as it was his father, still naked, and now parting my legs, his erect cock bouncing with every step. With my still moist vagina, he had little difficulty mounting me, and proceeded to add his dose of jism to my womb, doing his best to make sure all of his load was also deep inside me.
As the night wore on, Tony and his father each took another turn at me, until my vagina was burning with soreness. By this time, I was so tired, I couldn't resist, struggle, or barely react. I lay there as they each used me, the father even wondering out loud about what he would call the child, if he indeed made me pregnant. When they were done, I drifted off to a deep sleep, my exhausted mind restless with fear.
I awoke some time later, the lights out, and the house dark. More importantly, I was free, and made my get away, quietly as I stole out of the house before I ran down the street, abandoning my car. As I ran, I became hysterical and shrieked, waking a house or two, where the occupants called the police.



Epilogue
My husband has been totally supportive and loving through all of this, even when the doctor came out with the news of my pregnancy. We don't know which of the two is the father, and I am struggling with the decision about what to do about the child.
Rachel's son found out what happened the next day, as a sobbing Emily told him what had happened to me. I am told it was a very violent encounter, with Brian and a close friend of his taking care of Tony when he got home from jail, after making bail.
Tony's father was arrested, and also posted bail. I ran into him at the grocery store a couple of weeks later. All he did was leer at me, and tell me to come back, as he knew what I wanted! It was all I could do to not throw up on the spot.
The police say that more than likely, the case won't go to court, as I willingly entered his house, and that I have no real proof of being forced. Tony's dad told them I was there for Tony and rough sex!
Emily never got her bracelet back.
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-------------------------------------------------
This is my first attempt at writing something from a man's point of view. It has been harder than I thought!
--------------------------------------------------
Black cock. Every girl talks about it, some more openly than others. Many twitter about it amongst themselves, and some display their wanton lust for such sexual conquest openly, even wearing t-shirts or blouses that proudly display they are a black cock slut. What I did not know was that my wife was one of those women.
I discovered what was going on by accident. I was at work, when my boss asked me to drop what I was doing and catch a plane to California to assist a client. Of course, it was a rushed departure, and I didn't even get a chance to call my wife before I left. What I wanted to tell her was that since she was on a business trip in Los Angeles also, I had managed to get into the same hotel. I was looking forward to get into her room with her, and then we could pocket the hotel expense for mine!
I landed late at LAX and caught a cab to the hotel. They had a bar and restaurant just off the lobby, and that is was not open to the public this evening, but since I was staying at the hotel, I could get in. They were also very sorry, but as a security measure, they would not give me a key to my wife's room without her permission. I could be a stalker or something, after all, they said!
After sighing off my frustration, I went to my own, lonely room and unpacked and changed, expecting to go down for a dinner. I tried to call my wife's cell phone, but had to leave a message. I knew she would call me before going to bed, and that would not be for another hour or so, leaving me with the next item on the agenda, dinner.
I went down and true to the front-desk's word, was able to get into the restaurant. It was actually connected to the lounge, which had a hip-hop band playing really loudly and deep bass songs, making the water in my glass vibrate with every beat. The waitress was nice, but harried, and I could tell she was not having a good night. As I looker around, I could figure out why. While the restaurant was not full, it was noticeably empty of Caucasian men, but had plenty of black men. Evidently the waitress was tired of the small hassles and passes she was being thrown, and just wanted to go home.
After an unremarkable dinner, I decided to get a drink to go upstairs, while I waited for my wife to return. I entered the lounge, and found an empty seat in the corner, and what I saw was astonishing. The dance floor was full of black guys and white girls, all wriggling and dancing to the heavy beat. As the cocktail waitress came by, I had to ask what sort of special event this was. That was when I found out that there are interracial sex parties that travel from establishment to establishment. The hotel got extra revenue from the rooms they rented, and the lounge did gangbuster business. The men were all looking for girls, and the girls were all looking for one thing. She even commented that there were a fair number of women who were on 12-hour divorces from their husbands, all in the pursuit of big, black men.
As I looked about, I could see it was true. There were a good number of women there, fitting all types of descriptions. There were tall, thin and willowy blondes; short, dumpy brunettes, a few ladies who were old enough to be the matrons of the group, and quite a few very beautiful ladies as well. One stand out girl had a head-full of auburn hair, with green eyes, a dynamite smile, and a revealing Kelly-green dress to match. When she was on the dance floor, there were a few studs-in-waiting around her, moving a shaking in an attempt to catch her eye. As I sipped my drink, my eyes just wandered the room. It was then that I was hit by a bolt of lightning from my worst fears. There was my Angela, on the dance floor, looking like something from my wildest fantasies, and doing some of the things in my dreams! Except she wasn't doing them with me.
My mouth hung open as I looked at her on the dance floor, also ensconced by a group of black men who had designs on her body. Who wouldn't based upon her attire. She was wearing a sheer white blouse, one with chest pockets right over her breasts. She needed those pockets, as it was very obvious from her erect nipples that she wasn't wearing a bra. A black satin skirt hung from her waist, the short hemline not even coming close to covering her as I would like, especially in front of other men, and when one of then got a chance to spin her along, the hem of her circle skirt flew straight out, revealing a total absence of panties underneath. From the hoots and calls of the men, it was obvious that her modesty was no secret. Her legs were covered by a pair of white thigh-high hose, complete with little pink satin bows on the top, and her black 4 inch patent leather shoes gave her a respectful five-foot eight inch height. In short, even though I didn't even know she owned clothing like this, she looked totally hot and fuckable in them!
I wanted my wife so bad, my jeans were straining at the zipper. Unfortunately, so did many guys in the room, and Angela did not even know I was there. As bad as I wanted to just throw her to the ground and leap on top of her, I was also getting more than furious about her being here. I decided to be generous, however, and give her a chance, to see what she would do. In my heart, I knew that I was going to watch her have sex with a black man, but I was hoping that maybe she would just tease the Hell out of them, and then go back to her room and masturbate with a dildo or something. I sat there and watched her be lead from the dance floor by one particularly large man, wearing a pair of athletic warm up pants, a white tank top, and tennis shoes. He had a few gold chains around his neck, and his bald head fairly shone in the dancing lights. He held her hand as she was lead to a booth. He slid in, and then she followed, taking a moment to smooth the hem of her skirt as she crossed her legs under the table. Also at the table were a few other guys, and another girl, a blonde. She was in a rather animated conversation with one of the men there, and his hand was well up her dress, and I was sure a public display of affection was just minutes away. Her fingers clenched hard on the table gave away her passion.
Angela was sitting there, smiling and listening as the other men talked, and I watched her date slide his hand to her thigh. Before I knew it, he leaned around and placed his face to hers, and I saw her jaw drop to allow his tongue to probe for hers, and she returned the kiss, demurely. His hand then slid higher up her thigh and under her skirt, and her legs uncrossed as she let him access her crotch. After a moment, her hand slid to his crotch, and she used her long, French-manicured fingernail along the length of his growing bulge. Soon her fingers tried to wrap around his crank through his pants, and began some long, slow strokes. They kissed more and I could sense she was ripe and ready for him.
A few minutes later they got up and left, Angela playfully swaying her hips in front of him, and when he closed on her from behind, she ground her butt against his cock, now making his pants tented. I got up to follow them, like a sick voyeur. There was a train wreck coming, and I could not help but watch. I was surprised that they did not go far away, like to her room. I was able to catch up with them as they stopped in an alcove, one with a small sofa. I hid at the corner, just behind some artificial plants.
My Angela wasted no time to pop the fasteners down both sides of his pants, and he was naked in seconds, his ebony shaft sticking out hard at her, a single-eyed monster demanding a white pussy. Angela was happy to oblige as she knelt before him and kissed the end of his cock before parting her lips and suckling his cock. Her fingers went to his shaft, tickling and teasing it before she cupped his sac in her small hand, his large jewels threatening to overwhelm. There was no telling how much semen he had, but I knew Angela was going to get all of it in her pussy.
Almost on command, she leaned back onto her heels, and placed her butt on the end of the sofa. Her black lover knelt and placed both of her ankles on his shoulders, her body leaning back as his cock lay pointed right at her vagina. Her eyes were locked with his, as I heard her beg him to fuck her. To place his big cock inside her and make her his cock slut.
As I heard that, my heart sank. I didn't know how long Angela had been doing this, but it had been obvious it was for some time. Her mouth opened as her eyes rolled back in her head, her cock straining to accommodate his enormous black manhood. Angela's toes pointed straight up as she felt the pleasure from his penetration, and he pushed deeply into her, until he was fully buried inside. After a moment, he began to cycle his hips, and his cock in and out of her, driving Angela wild. I had to hand it to Angela, she sure played the role of a hot fuck, laying back, with her harms over her head in supplication as she gave herself to this stranger. They began to mutter back and forth, her praising his lovemaking and his endowment, and he told her he was claiming her for his very own, to fuck and show off when he wanted. She would be his slave, no panties ever, and would bear his children. Each one of these comment drawing a gasp or moan of passion as they fornicated, their voices getting louder until his thrusts were at a fever pitch, where she begged him not to withdraw his cock, and "spill his black cum" inside her.
He was eager to please, and gave one last thrust before he climaxed, and his tight balls shot a flood of his essence inside her, so much that there was a small spurt of his seed rushing out past her labia and onto the ground. He began to thrust softly as he continued to give her every ounce of his seed, and Angela pushed herself onto her elbows and tilt her head up to kiss him, her eyes almost glassy as they matched lips and tongues. When they broke the kiss, she signed and moaned as he pulsed a few small thrusts of his now soft cock inside her, and she told him she loved his cock, and would gladly be his cock slut, if he would have her.
It was all I could take, and I turned away, not wanting to know what he said. I hurried out the lounge and to my room, my eyes tearing as I was so hurt, my heart burning with rage at my soon-to-be former wife.
I was able to return home as soon as my work emergency was over. I returned to an empty house, and began to pack. I had plenty of time to plan this out. I took those things I wanted, and rented a furnished apartment. I also had 75% of the bank account withdrawn. I also was able to take advantage of a transfer within the company, and was in the process of relocation when Angela got home 3 days later. I hadn't even left a letter to her. Falling off the face of the Earth was surprisingly easy to do! I only wish I could have been a fly on the wall when she got the divorce papers the night she got home. Of course, that is nothing compared to when I heard she got pregnant!
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As I readied myself for what was to come, it only took a moment to flashback to how it all started. One night, during a night out with the girls, one of our group blurted out about how she was getting a little satisfaction on the side. She went on to tell us how she learned about internet chat rooms from her son, who used them to keep in touch with his friends.
She started out as an innocent person in the room, and over the months became more and more involved, until she was regularly keeping online company with a stable of men, each deriving whatever mutual pleasure they could by typing dirty and erotic things to each other. She giggled as she told us that it allowed her to be either a giggly 16 year-old teenager or a fully-grown sex goddess that could bring men to their knees at her feet.
As she went on, I could not help but think about how much fun it could be. Maybe reliving some of my past dalliances, or even better, playing out some of the fantasies I wanted to try, but my husband was either unable or unwilling to try. The internet was like an adult fantasyland... Why didn't I think of it?
My husband Ben and I had not been getting along well of late. He had not even shown an interest in me for the past few months. I like to think of myself as fairly attractive at five feet, four inches tall, 120 lbs. and my measurements are 34C-26-34. I even keep my brown hair down past my shoulder blades, because Ben likes it. Or liked it, at any rate. He was working hard, I knew, and traveled some as well. But for the past several months, it was like he seemed to hate coming home. I would try to talk to him, but usually he was too tired. He didn't want to discuss it, he didn't want to discuss anything! I was getting lonely, and couldn't understand why Ben was acting this way. Finally I just gave up trying, and started to get myself ready to move on.
Late a couple of nights later, I logged in to my first chat room. It was all just a blur, the names, the abbreviations, each person knowing the other. It took a few days, but I eventually began to become accepted, even after I blew off the first few guys who tried to get my personal information, even going so far as to ask me to meet them. Some of the rooms had definite themes. One was a Gorean Retreat, whatever that was, another was a Domination Dungeon. I was even surprised to find a few online Brothels. I found these to be very interesting, as they were run almost like a real business. I even got an online job as a hooker, the online term is "working girl", at one of the houses. It was so very much fun, being given clients at random, and fulfilling fantasies, his and mine.
The favorite fantasy I got to enjoy was having interracial sex with a black man. I had lost my virginity to a black man, and have lusted for big black cocks ever since. I love my husband, but there is something about being fed a long, fat, dark cock between my parted thighs that gets my motor running! As the months went on, my online activity grew to several times a week, usually for a couple of hours. I grew my own stable to regular men, many of them black. One in particular became my favorite. We would have a hot session of cybersex, and then spend a little bit just chatting, getting to know each other, learning more about how to please each other. I was even forming an emotional attachment to him. As it turned out, I eventually felt comfortable enough with him to be collared as his cyber sex-slave. He and I would meet online and I would fulfill his commands. Many times they were to please him in a particular way. Many others were for me to please others, sometimes with him watching, sometimes not.
I began to get immersed into these roles, to the point I would wear the same clothing in front of my keyboard as I was "wearing" online. Twice, my husband would come home to find me just clicking off the screen, my cheeks flushed, wearing a sheer blouse, miniskirt and heels. I would then attack my him, using his body to play out the online fantasy. I even started to go out during the day, running my errands dressed in revealing outfits, whether is a blouse one-size too small, a satin circle skirt hemmed well above my knees, thigh-high hose and 4-inch heels, or any combination of the above. One thing was sure, I stopped wearing panties unless I had to, and I only wore a bra if I was worried about being arrested for indecent exposure. It was after I started to do this I realized my online fun was more than fun. It was my addiction. I was addicted to being online and playing out fantasies. Some of them pure and sweet, but more of them dirty and nasty. My Master would up the ante to the point I told him where I lived. It turned out he only lived a little over 100 miles away from me. That cyber session made me climax more than once, the very thought of how near he was driving me crazy.
Which brought me to today. My Master finally commanded to meet Him. So I did. And I was introduced to Darin. Darin was true to his descriptions online. He is almost six and a half feet tall, well muscled, with bulging muscles and dark black skin. He was well-dressed, in tan slacks and a maroon shirt, the fabric taut over his frame and muscles. I wore the commanded outfit, a thin, champagne satin halter dress, the circle skirt hemmed above my knees, dark thigh high hose and 4-inch black patent-leather pumps. No other clothing was permitted. We had a small lunch as we talked, and I made it a point to tease him a little as we ate. Even though to date our relationship had been online, there was no doubt Darin was going to up the ante, so to speak. It was just a matter of time. Darin spoke of how he wanted to do things to me, and it made such an impression I could feel the wetness growing between my legs. Of course, since I was panty-less, I was making a growing spot on the seat, too!
Darin pondered aloud about taking me across the street and down the alley, then having me grab my ankles and feeling his cock inside me from behind. Another was to perhaps restrain my wrists overhead and after he was through with me, leaving me to the homeless men who might find me. Each fantasy became wilder and wilder, until my vagina was burning to be used. Fast, furiously, and often. Finally, Darin motioned for us to leave, and I happily placed myself on his arm, making sure each step made my hips sway a little more than needed, the hem of my skirt flipping about to tease any other men who saw me, and letting them know I belonged to Darin.
Darin led me down the street, the passing cars creating a brief maelstrom of wind to play with my skirt, exposing more of me than a proper woman should. And I loved it! My heart raced as Darin's big, meaty hand cupped my rear end, and slipped around to grope my breast. We stopped mid-stride and he turned me to face him, a deep longing in his eyes as my upturned face stared into his. I wrapped my arms around his neck and parted my lips to kiss him, passionately and longingly. My voice moaning as his tongue mashed over mine, his hands on my hips as he pulled me to him. My nipples rubbed against his hard-muscled chest, the thin satin covering them not doing much to insulate our bodies, or conceal my growing arousal.
Darin broke our kiss, my lips upturned in a wide smile. All thoughts of my husband were well and buried in the back of my mind, hidden under piles of lust and raw sexual desire to mate with this man I saw as a man superior to my husband. Darin led me back to the restaurant, and to our cars. I started to mine when Darin pulled me back.
"My slut rides with me." he ordered.
I shrugged my shoulders and got into his car with him, letting the hem of my short skirt rise as it needed, and sat in the passenger seat, the tops of my thigh-high hose exposed to him. Darin then reached behind the seat and dug in a paper bag for a moment for something, then turned to face me, one hand still draped over the seat.
"Online, you play a good slut, obedient, pleasing, and willing. You play a good fantasy. Are you ready to make it for real?" he asked.
My heart was pounding at the thought of being used by this Ebony god, my body quivering lightly at the thought of being taken by him. My mouth was so dry I couldn't talk for a moment, then I cleared my throat and answered him.
"I love to roleplay with you. Your fantasies are so erotic, you make me climax every time you play with me. If you want me, I am yours to take."
A wide smile crossed his face, his teeth a stark contrast to his skin. Darin then brought his hand up over the seat, and he placed a polished chrome collar on my neck, a connecting ring on the front, and the latch on the back. He then took a wire tie and secured it closed.
"Now... whose slut are you?"
I swallowed nervously. I knew I was breaking my wedding vows, but right then, I didn't care. "I am yours..." I repeated a line we had used online before, "I am yours to use as you desire. I will please you, or whomever you wish, whenever you wish, wherever you wish!"
My fingers reached up and felt the cool metal around my neck, the thick, wide band of chrome around my neck easily visible, the edges rounded to ensure I would not be hurt by it.
"You will wear this when you are with me and when you are not. This means when you are on your way to me, and on your way back. You may remove it only for showering and for work, if needed." With that, he put the transmission in gear, and we drove off. Darin shot me a questioning look, and I started directing him to my house.
As we pulled up front, Darin reached back, and snapped a thin chain on my collar, tugging it to remind me of my place, and his intent to use it, if need be. I merely looked at him, giving the slightest of nods to confirm my ownership. I was a black-owned slut now, and needed to live the part! I followed him out of the car, letting my skirt billow about as a car drove by, the tops of my thigh-high hose evident to the driver, a man I recognized as living down the street.
"Remember... you are forbidden to wear panties. Your pussy is mine now, and I expect you to be available to me whenever I desire. And your pussy is off-limits to anyone else!" Darin ordered, further to claim his prize. My jaw dropped for a moment, realizing what he meant. My husband was not going to get any loving from his wife anymore. It took me a moment to realize that since I was planning on leaving Ben anyways, this would not be such a big deal.
I admitted us to the house, and Darin immediately pulled the chain taut, drawing my face to his, where we kissed again in the wide-open doorway, his pull on the chain holding my lips mashed to his. I began to melt in his kiss, his free hand groping my butt, first rubbing the soft satin of my skirt, then reaching under it and directly caressing my bare skin. My hands were up on his shoulders, my French-manicured nails a stark contrast to his shirt, and soon to be his nearly black skin. My lips were meshed to his, and I felt the pleasure of his tongue on mine. It felt so good to be wanted by such a big, powerful man!
Our kiss broken, Darin pulled me inside, and wasted surprisingly little time in getting to his chief desire. At his bidding, I knelt before him and released his pants, hooking my thumbs into his pants and underwear to draw them down. He casually stepped out of them, then used the chain to pull my face to his crotch, and his manhood. My eyes were shining as I saw his size, easily half-again the size of my husband, and the dark, throbbing shaft was growing with every beat of his heart!
I could not resist, and leaned forward to place a long, slow lick along his amazing black monster, my own juices flowing just from the anticipation of being penetrated by such a large man. I heard Darin groan as I took my fingernail, and lightly traced along his length. My hand cupped his sac, his semen-laden jewels heavy in my grasp. My nails lightly tickling the base of his shaft and testicles, a smile on my face as I felt his legs stiffen from the building of sexual passion within him.
I did not have a chance to play with him further, as he yanked my chain up sharply. "Not here!" he commanded. "I want to fuck you on your bed. Show your husband who's in charge of you, now!" With that, he strode into the back of the house, my legs scrambling a bit to keep up as I tried not to fall off my heels with his pace. His grasp on the chain tightened as he entered my bedroom, and he yanked my to my bed, my voice yelping as I landed sprawled out on the auburn-satin comforter, the hem of my skirt laying about my waist, and letting my moistness be exposed to my new Master.
Darin pulled further on the chain, commanding me to get onto the bed, so I kicked my legs and flexed my arms to follow my collar, and the chain attached. Each time he pulled, I felt the coolness of the smooth collar on my neck, and my heart racing as I became more wet. I began to realize that one of the reasons I was having marital troubles, was that Ben never acted as a man who just took what he wanted. He was always very caring, very sensitive, and never harmed a hair on my head. But maybe that was what I wanted! I felt my collar jerk once as the leash was tied around the leg of the bed frame, and I was effectively held in place. My eyes never left Darin as he rounded the foot of my bed.
One of his hands was softly stroking his cock, the length making my mind race with fantasies of pleasure, while his enormous sac just below swayed with each step. It was then I stopped to ask the vital question. "Master?" I cooed softly. "What happens if I get pregnant?" The answer was not what I expected.
"It better be me that did it!" he growled. "Or somebody I let fuck you. Otherwise, you're going to get rid of that baby!" Darin clambered up the bed, his black skin a soft contrast to the satin comforter. "I give you a baby, then I'll let your old man have you. You'll be more worthy!"
Darin had grasped my ankles as he talked, and lifted my legs up as he drew closer, until his knees were at my waist. His hot, throbbing cock was laying along my crotch and to my belly as he began to dry hump me just a bit, his pelvic thrusts drawing the head of his cock back and forth, teasing my sweetness. My lips parted slightly as my eyes closed, the fantasy of being invaded by such a large man seizing my breath. My hips rotated to accept him, when he was ready. Fortunately, I didn't have to wait long.
I felt a strange, new sensation between my legs, it seemed like a baseball bat was being forced past my labia. My back arched as Darin mounted me, forcing my labia apart, the membranes straining to stretch around his massive, and magnificent black cock. I gasped as I accepted his body into mine, my voice a long, low moan with my breath. "Ohhh, God! You are so h-u-u-ge!" I exclaimed to him. Darin's only reply was to snort.
"You expected something different. Bitch?"
Darin lay his body onto mine, his weight driving me fully into the mattress, and he extended his tongue past my lips, probing for my tongue to caress his. As we kissed, his rhythmic thrusting began. My eyes popped open the first time he ground his body against my clit, and I squealed in pleasure as his thrusts sent individual shots of passion through me. He rhythm of long, deep thrusts, and rapid fast ones both teasing and pleasing to me. I was able to glance down at his cock, and the sight of his lengthy black pole contrasting with my pale skin made me tingle all the more.
Our voices became a serious of animalistic grunts, moans, and gasps as he continued to impale me with his cock, each stroke taking me further and further into his control. I fully became his when I had my first climax. Darin was not nearly ready when I felt that wonderful shudder and release, one that I felt all to infrequently with my husband. I doubt I had half-a-dozen orgasms with Ben the previous year! Darin continued to feed himself into my vagina, each time a delicious morsel of pleasure that meant more each time.
Too soon, Darin was ready, and his thrusts turned into a harsh pounding, my voice crying out each time he drove home, begging for another, and another. I was so closed to another, more powerful climax, when Darin abruptly asked me a question.
"Whose slut are you?" he demanded. "Are you willing to be my slut? And all that means?"
He continued to thrust into me, but changed it so I was able to focus, and to talk.
"Wh-what? What do you mean?" I replied with a question of my own. I was having the best sex of my life to that point, but I wasn't going to become a drug-queen or something for it.
Each question I asked was met with one of Darin's awe-inspiring thrusts against my clit, and I whimpered with each one, the pleasure so great I wished it would hurt, but just a little.
Darin repeated the questions, each time forcing a shot pf pure pleasure though my body. I was so close to my own climax, I would have considered selling my own kids, if I had them. I submitted to his conquest.
"Yes, Darin. Yes, Master." I began, using my online language. "I-I am your collared slave. Ready for your pleasure, ready for your desires. I will serve you however you want!"
With that, Darin regrouped his thrusts, and then put me over the edge, and I felt the strongest, most lasting climax I had ever known. I think I even screamed as it happened. Every muscle in my body was taut as I clawed at the bedspread, my pussy clenched tightly on Darin's ebony rod. Evidently, my climax was also enough to send Darin over the edge, and he also climaxed, flooding my womb with his black seed.
My last recollection before I passed out was Darin spooning me as he wrapped one of his massive arms around me. We slept a contented nap for some time.
Chapter 2 to follow...
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I hung up the phone with a heavy sigh. My husband was delayed on his flight home after a two-week business trip, and the airline was giving him an overnight stay in Cleveland. It was nice that they were paying for the room and his dinner, but still, I wish he was coming home. Some sort of engine trouble, they had said, was keeping me from a night of the hottest sex I could muster up. And I had done my part to be ready for it.
I had my hair done earlier today, as well as putting our black satin sheets on the bed, making sure an ice cold beer was ready, and as for myself, well, I did the things I know my husband likes. I had my nails done to a medium-length French manicure, and I took the time to give myself a bikini-trim down below, before selecting the black satin French-cut bikini panties I would wear. I took my time selecting my outfit, finally deciding that less was more, and put on my Kelly-green satin nightshirt, the one with the buttons all the way down the front. The soft folds of satin clung nicely to my C-cup breasts, and my nipples were like two pinpoints of pleasure trying to poke through. All I had to do was pull on my 4-inch black patent leather heels and I was set to use my womanly charms on the man I loved. Of course, now all of it was for nothing.
During my preparations, I could hear the heavy thumping sounds of hip-hp and rap music coming from a house down the street. I shook my head, thinking that those people were going to be deaf one day. I decided that I wouldn't let the cold beer go to waste, so I retrieved one from the fridge and cracked it open, savoring the ice cold liquid. The heavy beat of the music from down the street seemed to grow louder, and my curiosity got the better of me. Just how loud did they think they could get without the neighbors complaining? I knew it was only 9:30 at night, but still... I went to the front door and hesitated only a second. I was barely dressed, but I was only going out for a second, no one would see me. If only I had counted on the stupid dog.
He was small, as dogs went, but incredibly fast, and had a penchant for making a break to escape the house and roam the neighborhood. Since I had given him a bath today, I hadn't put his collar on, either. So when the door opened and I took my first tentative step outside, he saw his chance and bolted right through my legs before I could even gasp. I took two steps after him when I stepped on a pebble, and realized I needed shoes. I darted back inside and grabbed the only pair close, my 4 inch black heels I was going to wear for my husband. I dashed out the door, in pursuit of the little dog with a death wish!
The night was thankfully warm and comfortable, with a little breeze. I quick-stepped as fast as I could in my heels, not making any ground on the dog, but not losing any, either. His yapping as he ran called the attention of some guys in front of the house with the party, and they whistled and called to him. To my chagrin, he darted across the street and over to them. He frisked and fritted around their feet ass I continued after him, until I nearly got there. I had paid no heed to what I was wearing, only concerned with getting the dog back in the house, until I drew close and called the dog's name. Then he scampered directly inside the party house!
I drew up and stopped for a moment next to the four men, almost boys, really, who had whistled to the dog, and gathered some breath. My nipples were hard and erect from the soft satin rubbing them as I ran, my hands on my 26 inch waist as I gasped for air. I could feel them eying my up and down as the breeze flitted with the hem of my shirt. I almost slapped my forehead as I realized I was away from home, wearing a sexy nightshirt and heels, and not much else! I muttered an oath about the dog and went to the house, peering inside for a moment before entering. The music was terribly loud, and there were a large number of people there, mostly male, but a few girls, too. I decided I needed to put on an air of dignity and walked in, my heels clicking on the hardwood floor as I let my hips sway naturally.
I knew the family that lived there only by waving to them as I drove by, a nice middle-class African-American family that had two older boys, or young men, and who liked to play basketball in the street with the other boys of the neighborhood. I looked around as I entered, the house full of black men and women, and a few white girls as well. Almost immediately I started drawing some stares from those already in the room, lecherous and lustful ones from the men, and some looks of disdain from the girls. With the music so loud, there was no point in my trying to explain myself, only to politely decline a beer that one of the men thrust at me.
I searched the house cautiously, looking for any of the residents of the house or signs of that stupid dog, finding neither. I made my way further back into the house until I was going down a hallway crowded with people, the space making it impossible not to rub up against the party-goers, and I felt more than one hand cop a feel for either my butt or even my breast at one point. Each time I turns to see who was groping me, the dim light and mass of humanity kept me from identifying my molester. As I reached a doorway, I was stopped by a tall black man. He motioned me to follow him as he opened the door, and I followed him, hoping he knew of my dog.
He closed the door behind us, where the music was much quieter, and I took in my surroundings. I was in someone's bedroom, a male's bedroom, with typical furnishings and a twin bed. I turned to survey the man, only to be astonished at how quickly he closed on me. He put his hands on my shoulders and began to steer me to the un-made bed. I placed my hands on his wrists as I fell onto the bed backwards. In a flash he was out of his clothes while I protested. His only comment was that he knew there were going to be "white ho's" at the party and he couldn't wait to fuck them all.
He grabbed my wrists and pushed my hands over my head as he lay on top of me, his nearly black naked flesh encompassing my body. His thighs forced mine apart and he began to dry hump me, and I could feel his growing shaft at my panties, sliding up and down. I squirmed under him, telling him I was only there for my dog, but he wouldn't let go, only picking up the strength of his thrusts of his cock against my barely covered crotch. He then lowered his head to my neck and began to kiss and suckle my skin, his thick lips tingling my flesh as he worked to seduce me to his masculine charm.
The door burst open, and in came another black man, one I did not know, but who had obviously been drinking or was high on something else. His first reaction when he saw us was to quickly shut the door behind him and exclaim that he wanted a piece of ass, too! Upon hearing that, the man on top of me directed the drunk man to help him by grabbing my hands and holding them, which the drunkard was only too happy to oblige. With that, my arms were pulled higher over my head and the man on my reared up on his knees, his hands trailed down my body to my chest, and he began to maul my breasts.
The thin satin covering me did nothing but excite my nipples and his fingers rubbing my nipples made them fuller and harder than I thought possible. I let out an involuntary moan as his manipulations were teasing me. I was then suddenly shocked when he reached for my nightshirt and ripped it open, causing the small jeweled buttons to fly all over the room, and exposing my body to him and the drunk guy. I lifted my head to see my bare skin in contrast to his black skin, and his big, throbbing black cock laying across my vulva and threatening to rip me open, a drip of pre-cum emitting from his head already. The drunk guy made some ugly comments about fucking white bitches and for the first guy to hurry up and fuck me so he could have a turn.
It took little prodding for the man on me to remove my panties, lifting them so my legs rose to his shoulders, where he kept them by wrapping his thick and strong arms around my thighs. He then pulled back and aimed his cock at my pussy, nudging it forward until I felt the familiar pressure of my labia being forced apart, and my vagina stretching as he entered me, slowly but forcefully, making me feel every fraction of an inch of his ebony shaft. I couldn't help but gasp as I was entered, and my back arched in reaction to the first wave of pleasure I was being forced to take.
The man's thrust continued until I couldn't accommodate any more of his cock, his head pressing against my cervix while he still had and inch or two to go. With that, he began the cycle of love that gave us both pleasure. I began to protest again, telling him I wasn't on the pill, and that we were unprotected. It was totally true, but he did not care. He was getting his satisfaction, and nothing was going to take it away from him, especially the thought of knocking up some white girl, married or not. He kept his thrusting up while I tried to resist, to the point I became so tired the drunk guy didn't have to hold me any longer, I was simply too tired.
My voice emitted a few involuntary moans and groans as I was being fucked, until his pleasure grew to his climax, and he slammed his cock into me as he erupted, his laden sac emptying into my pussy as I was forced to take him bareback. I could only lay there as he finished his softer thrusts into me, each one another spurt of his seed filling me until he was through and withdrew. It was then the drunkard moved around to take his turn with me...
To be continued...
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I awoke on my back to the sensation of a strong hand caressing up my body, finally cupping my breast and squeezing it through my satin dress. I could feel a soft breeze as my skirt lay immodestly across my hip and stomach, exposing my lower half to my new Master. I opened my eyes to see the setting sun cast long shadows of the trees in the yard across my bedroom sliding glass door. The day was getting long, and so was my Master's manhood.
His throbbing black cock lay across my splayed thighs as his hand continued to grope my breast, pinching my nipple with his long, dark fingers. I could not help to let the arousal he was creating in me grow until both nipples were growing to full hardness. I turned my head to smile at his, our lips meeting in a kiss, first soft and sweet, almost innocent, then my lips parted to allow my tongue to caress his.
As we kissed, his hand left my breast and trailed down my body to my mound, his fingers running through my bikini trimmed pubic hair. He broke our kiss and Darin spoke.
"Who's slut are you?" he asked.
"I am your slut, Master. I am yours to use as you desire. I will please you, or whomever you wish, whenever you wish, wherever you wish!" came my surprisingly steady reply.
"When will your husband be home?" Darin asked.
My eyes looked to the glass door, trying to ascertain the time. It was obviously well into the afternoon, if not early evening. "Soon, Master. Soon."
"Excellent!" He replied as he moved off his side and straddled my chest, his weight considerable, but his legs long enough that I didn't suffocate. He lay his hot, throbbing black cock against my lips. "Suck me, bitch!" he ordered unnecessarily.
I parted my lips and extended my tongue to flick at the head of his cock while I reached for his base with one hand. He tasted salty and had a definite musky odor as my tongue circled his glans, my jaw widening as I prepared for him to feed his shaft to me. It did not take long.
He was surprisingly gentle as he forced the first few inches of himself past my lips, and my tongue continued to work, this time on the soft and sensitive underside of that magnificent black cock. His hips began to pump slightly, driving his cock in and out of my mouth while my body began to become fully aroused. My nipples were hard as large pebbles, and my moisture beginning to flow, preparing my vagina for the mating that nature intended for a woman to have.
After a few minutes of suckling Darin's manhood, he decided it was time for more action. He clambered off the bed and walked to the headboard, his stiff member bounding with every long-legged step. He pulled on my leash until he could lash it securely to the base of the headboard, effectively tying my down and making me vulnerable to his every whim and fantasy. My eyes trailed him as he came back to the foot of the bed and again climbed aboard, his long, hard snake pointing at my crotch as he did so.
I didn't hesitate and instant as his knees landed between mine, and I raised my bent legs both upwards and outwards until Darin had a full view of my moistness, and what was now his pussy to consume. My arms lay above my head in total supplication, and I slowly licked my lips in a lustful gaze, one aimed to show him how much desire I had for him. I was giving myself to him totally, a submission more complete than any I had given my husband.
Darin lowered himself onto me, resting his upper body on his elbows so as not to totally smother me, his cock twitching as it lay against my labia. I raised my upturned face to his and again parted my lips to kiss him, passionately, with my tongue reaching out for his. As we kissed, his tongue probing my mouth, I felt his hips begin to thrust against me, and his pubic bone began to gently bump my clit, making it grow from firm to hard, each bump from him sending a soft jolt of pleasure deep into me. Each little jolt making my voice whimper softly.
Darin's dry-humping became harder and faster as we repeatedly kissed, and I felt my hands reach for his massive shoulders, caressing them and moving to feel his taut back. My hips began to rock to him, my vagina now fully wet and burning to be used by my ebony stud, to be impaled and used, hard and rough. "Fuck me, Master... fuck me please!" I begged him.
I dropped my heels to the bed and lifted my hips to him, rocking my pussy to force his cock inside me, my voice whining a little as I begged to be used like a common whore. Darin raised up and relented, allowing his cock to press forward, forcing my labia to part as he applied gentle pressure with his hot, throbbing cock. My back arched as I felt him enter me, my lungs gasping loudly as his girth stretched me further than my husband could. The force of his weight as his cock fully impaled me made me grunt as we landed back fully on the bed, his body again my his elbows as his hips began to slowly withdraw until his cock was only just inside me, then he lowered them, feeding his black snake to me slowly, making me feel every fraction of an inch of him as his cock began to take control of my body.
It seemed only moments before his pace was quickening, and my chest was heaving in time with his thrusts, my voice a loud moan every time he thrust into my hot box. It was then I heard the front door slam, and my husband call my name, asking where I was. I reached my arms around Darin's neck as he kept his rhythm, my moaning egging him on.
"Oh...yeeesssss...fuck me! Fuck me harder, Master!"
It was then the bedroom door opened, and there stood Ben, hand still on the door knob, mouth hanging wide open as he saw his wife being mercilessly pounded by a large black male. I don't know if Darin was ready, or if being watched spurred him on, but he chose right then to climax, flooding my womb with more of his essence, a few drops even leaking onto the soft satin bedding. My voice crying out as my own small climax followed.
"Who's slut are you?" Darin demanded.
"I am your slut, Master. I am yours to use as you desire. I will please you, or whomever you wish, whenever you wish, wherever you wish!" I replied, looking deep into his eyes..
With that, Darin looked over his shoulder at my husband and sneered at him.
"She's my bitch now!"
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I could not believe how sore my butt was after Malik and Jewan had shared me. Jewan was quite well endowed, and when my butt was all done, it was all I could do to walk without limping along. I spent the next few days working on my tan and recovering, not even leaving the house. I saw Jewan drive down the street behind our house a few times and look over, and I am sure he saw me sunbathing, again working on my all-over tan. I have to admit that I was looking really good by that time, with my brown hair getting a hint of sun-bleaching, and my tan lines almost gone. My hair had last seen the stylist before graduation, by now down past my shoulders, and I started to part it on the side, so just one eye and part of my face was visible if I curled it just right. My pubic hair was even lightening a bit, too! My parents had some friends over the night before, and I overheard them talking, and Daddy's friend remarked that Daddy needed to keep an eye on me, as I was turning into such a babe!
I grinned to myself as I continued to work on my tan that next day, letting my fingers again do their walk down my body as I let the sun sink its rays into me, warming my outside as I warmed my inside. I fantasized about being in bed with Daddy's friend, wearing a white satin baby-doll, or maybe not even being in bed, but in the back yard with him... or even more, my needy, naughty mind thought, the front yard! My mind became fixated on that, having sex in public; letting the whole world see my body as a massive cock slid back and forth inside me. I climaxed rather violently, and I could not help but moan and squeal as I felt the pleasure flood through me. My mind was made up. My body would go on display, but I had now idea how it would happen. As things went, Jewan would unwittingly give me my fantasy, and more!
It was Saturday night. My parents left that morning to go on a long weekend alone, and would not be back until Monday night. Daddy had given me the familiar "No parties in the house and don't have any fun" speech. He told me no alcohol, no boys, no disturbing the neighbors, water the yard, do the dishes, and so on. It seemed like his speech was longer than his trip! I had to smile, though, as there was one thing he never thought to mention.
Mom and I wear the same size, and every once in awhile, we would swap blouses or skirts, and shoes when Mom wanted to feel younger again. I also knew Mom had a number of dresses and outfits she wore when she was younger that were pretty hot. Daddy liked her to keep them, and have her wear them sometimes when they went on a date. The car wasn't down the street ten seconds before I was thumbing through Mom's closet, checking out her wardrobe of things to borrow that night. There was the black silk off-the shoulder dress Mom wore to graduation. It was very nice, and rather daring backless design that plunged to the small of her waist. The skirt was also pretty tight, with the hemline stopping just above the knee.
On a whim, I stripped and tried it on. To my chagrin, I found that Mom and I were not exactly the same size, with my butt being just a bit bigger than hers. I managed to get the dress on, but had to remove my panties to do so. No way was it going to work. I re-hung the dress, and continued flipping through her closet. The next thing I saw stopped me cold, and sent a shiver down my back.
It was a crème satin blouse and black skirt, nearly the same outfit I wore when Jewan took my virginity. I though about it for a moment, re-living the night. The loud boom and clap of thunder as the fireworks exploded. The look on Atal's bleeding face as he watched Jewan impale me, sending my body through the shivers of pleasure he would never do. I let my hand fall to my pussy, my fingers probing my labia, only to be surprised at how wert I already was. I came back from the memory, and kept thumbing through dresses.
I came across Mom's Halloween costume from two years ago. She played a vampiress, and her costume was not one of those catalogue phonies. This was the real deal, with a rich black satin cape that had blood-red satin lining, a white sheer blouse, and a short black satin circle skirt. I ran my fingers over the satin cape, feeling the long, cool threads slipping past my grasp, when I noticed that the cape actually seemed to have some wear on it. I had only seen her wear it once, and that was to the party we went to. Then the wicked smile creased my face as I realized what was going on. Mom wore this, probably for Daddy when they had sex. So, my mind finally realized, my parents were not the straight-laced, uptight, puritanical people I thought they were. They had a wild side, but weren't letting me see it!
I thumbed through a number of other dresses and outfits, some pretty nice, one or two too horrible to mention. I stopped at the last one tucked in the corner of the closet, and pulled it down, holding it against me, checking for fit. It sure seemed short, the skirt seeming to barely covering my butt as I thumbed the soft shiny white satin material it was made of. Still naked, I decided to try it on, thinking it might not be too bad. I gathered the soft satin over my head, and let the dress slip down my body, caressing my breasts and nipples as it fell over my form. I slipped the halter behind me neck, hiding the small clasp holding it together under my hair, and shrugged my body as the silky satin fell into place.
I ran my hands down the front, smoothing the lines of the dress as I inspected it. The bodice had a very large drape, one that completely revealed my cleavage, my breasts barely covered by triangles of the bodice to either side. I turned and discovered that the sides of my boobs were also revealed, as the fit was rather loose, like the dress was made for a double-D cup, instead of my C-cup chest. I took a deep breath, and was surprised to find that the fit was looser than it looked, but as I continued to examine myself, the dress was actually more revealing than it looked. The deep cut of the back of the dress actually went down past my waist line, and made it rather iffy about wearing panties without letting everyone see the tops of them. The skirt length was also pretty short, the hem only a couple of inches below my butt. The cut was definitely a circle skirt, and as I twisted my hips, the hem flew nearly straight out. Who ever designed this dress obviously made it for showing more assets than a proper girl would want! I nearly jumped out of my skin as the very second I was checking out the skirt length, the door bell rang!
Taking a quick look around, I realized I should just answer the door as I was, since there was no way it was Mom or Daddy, they would not have knocked. I bounced to the door, my bare feet padding against the tile floor as the chime rang a second time. I smoothed my skirt again quickly, and opened the door, only to find Jewan standing there! His eyes looked me up and down for a moment, then he spoke.
"You look hot!" he leered, "I wantcha' to wear that tonight!"
The perplexed look on my face told him I had no clue what he was talking about. He explained that he knew my parents were gone, and he was going to a party tonight, and I was his date. I thought about it for a moment, and in my reverie, he asked me a question.
"You wearing panties again?" he asked. It was more of a confrontation than a question.
I shook my head no, and he reached forward to me. "Show me!" he demanded. So I turned around, and let him see the back of the dress, or rather the lack of back of the dress, and as I turned back, I told him I was doing what he told me to. It did not satisfy him. He motioned me closer, and leaned in to kiss me, right there in the doorway! My eyes flew open in shock as I looked furiously to see if anyone was watching us. There wasn't, and as I softly sighed to his kiss, his hand reached up my skirt and rubbed my pussy. I was being groped in broad daylight, in full view! It instantly made me wetter to think I was being seen, at the same time I was mortified that someone might actually see me, or even worse, tell my parents!
He broke the kiss, and withdrew his hand. He told me he would pick me up at eight o'clock. I didn't even think of turning him down, and merely said ok, as he got back in his car and roared off. I shut the door behind me, leaning my head back against it as I sighed. Jewan's touch and grope had definitely turned me on, and I wanted him, right then. I padded back to my Mom's closet, and shrugged out of the dress.
I ran to the store to pick up a few things, napped, and ate a small early dinner as evening approached, then took my time to get ready. After showering, I put on my usual light makeup and pulled my white, strappy heels out from under my bed. I tossed them by the bed, then pulled out the small package I had bought at the drug store. My heart raced as I opened it, letting my fingers trace over the slippery mesh of the white thigh-high hose as I pulled them out. I leaned back on my bed and pulled them on, one leg at a time, making sure the seam along the back was centered on each leg. Stepping into my heels and wrapping them around my ankles made balancing tricky as I slid the dress down over my shoulders, the silky soft material caressing every curve of my breasts, waist and rear as it fell into place. I took one look in the mirror at my butt, and verified no way was the dress going to cover my panties, so I shrugged and lifted my fingers under the skirt and drew them down, kicking them onto my bed. I shivered that nervous feeling of doing something naughty away, taking a deep breath. My breasts strained at the fabric, my nipples plainly showing their profile through the thin satin covering them. I took a couple of steps back, and looked myself over. My now-deep tan contrasted very nicely with the near pure white of the dress, with the dress showing my assets nicely, and only covering enough to make sure any man would be tantalized! I checked my makeup again as the doorbell rang. Jewan was just a few minutes early!
I took my time to answer the door, strutting in my heels, trying to develop a "come-hither" kind of posture, making sure the click-clack of my heels could be plainly heard on the tile floor. I reached the door as the bell was rung again, and smiled as I opened it, only to have my eyes pop out of my face, and my mouth gape wide. It wasn't Jewan at the door, but Mr. Drake, the same guy who told my Daddy that I was becoming "such a babe"! He took a moment to eye me up and down, before speaking.
"No, Mr. Drake. Daddy is out for the weekend with Mom." I answered his question of if he could speak to my Daddy. He smiled for a moment as he looked at me, as if he was considering something, then abruptly thanked me and left. I could only stand there and hang my head back on my shoulders. Damn, I was caught! Mr. Drake was going to tell my parents, Mom would certainly freak out, but Daddy was absolutely kill me! I remained standing there for a moment, terrible thoughts of doom and worse racing through my mind as the cool evening breeze brought me back to reality. The rush of cooling air through my thighs awakened me to the realization that my body was exposed, and as I looked down, sure enough, my skirt was floating out in a near perfect circle! I sighed as I felt the pleasure and began to close the door, only to hear footsteps approach. Those footsteps belonged to Jewan, who looked me over and smiled, his bright teeth a sharp contrast to his ebony skin.
I looked him over as he smiled at me, and what I saw made me smile, too! He was wearing a black silk dress shirt, dark grey slacks, and dress shoes, looking every inch a gentleman, and a wealthy one, too! He approached me, holding up his hand and enveloping my shoulder with it as he greeted me with a kiss. As we kissed, I felt slight movements, and then something slide around my neck. As I broke the kiss in astonishment, he cut off my question by telling me it was something he needed me to wear. I fingered the strap fastened not too tightly around my neck, feeling a buckle and metal ring attached to it. I had not heard of things like Domination and Sexual Slavery, and did not know what it meant to wear someone's collar. He extended his hand and took mine, leading me to his car and off on our date!
We drove for about 30 minutes, until we were in an industrial complex, with lots of warehouses and other buildings where they build stuff. He pulled into a vacant cul-de-sac, and stopped, getting out of the car and I joined him. He kissed me again, and I could feel his bulge through my skirt as his hands roved over my body and under my skirt, particularly my bare butt, and I thought we were going to make love right there. He broke our kiss, and stared into my eyes, his look growing hard.
He told me that we were going to a special party, and that I was there to make him look good. I was his candy, so to speak. He would tell me what he wanted, and I was to do it, no questions. He groped my crotch, and asked me if I would show him my pussy. I didn't even flinch as I gathered my skirt up and lifted the front up so that the satin was in a taught half-circle. He smiled, and told me that was good. Then he glared at me again, and asked me if I could do that in front of a total stranger. I gulped, and said yes.
He smiled again, and reached into the back seat of his car. Coming up, he showed me a long dog's leash. My eyes saw it, and I scowled in confusion. He told me that if I didn't behave, didn't do exactly as I was told, when I was told to do it, he would use it on me! I resolved right then and there that I did not want to be whipped, and told him I would be a good girl. He put the leash in his pocket as we got back in the car, driving a short distance to another part of the complex, where I could hear loud rap music and see a bunch of people milling around. He led me into the building, and I could feel many eyes on me, as well as see many other guys openly staring at my body with an evil grin as I strutted slightly behind Jewan. I didn't have any time to keep my skirt under control, as he was walking a bit fast, so I had to just let it go, and hope that not too many guys got a look at my body. As we passed the front entrance, all hopes of privacy were blown away, as the ventilation system forced a rush of air past, and my skirt went straight out for a few moments, and at least 30 guys got a look at my bikini-trimmed vagina, my face blushing a deep red.
The building appeared to be some sort of warehouse, with a couple of small offices against one wall, and rows upon rows of big racks of boxes. Really big boxes. It turned out that this place was a furniture warehouse and showroom, and as I looked around, I could see all different types and sets of furniture set out, just like in a living room in any house! Along the far wall was a raised platform, where some musicians were playing, and weird lights were flashing about. He seemed to be looking for someone, and after a few minutes of leading me around, he pointed to a corner of the building where there were a few other girls clustered together, telling me to wait there for him. I looked at him for a moment, watching his eyes grow hard, and I realized what he meant. So I nodded and strode off to join the other girls.
As I walked up, one of the other women smiled at me, said "Hi!", and the circle of them widened a bit to let me join them. Then the questions began. Who was I? Where was I from? Who was I with? Was this my first time? As I answered the questions, I began to notice a few things. First, all of the other girls were dressed similar to me. A short skirt or dress, high heels, and not much else. Also, most of the others were also wearing something around their neck, like me. Two were even dressed alike. My curious gaze was answered when the older one of them told me she was there with her daughter, and sure enough, I noticed her wedding ring. I could help myself but ask why her husband would bring her to something like this. Her reply almost floored me. Her husband didn't know they were there! She then went on to tell me her name (Andrea), and her daughter's name (Ashley), and the reason they were there. They were at the party for one thing. Black men! Black cocks, and as many as they could get! It was then I realized that of the over 100 guys there, I hadn't seen one white man. Another girl told me this was her second party, but that she hadn't been to one for awhile because her black boyfriend had gotten locked up in jail. Just as I began to ask another question, they all started to straighten up and primp a bit, and I turned to see who approached. A rather short and portly black man reached us, and pulled one of the other girls to him and led her away. We watched her go with him, and I noticed some of the men watching them pass, their eyes leering, and some of them mouthing some comment, dirty ones, no doubt.
Andrea told me that the girls who had collars, or necklaces as she called them, were there with a particular man, and those who were not were there for any man. She then confided in me that she had even gone to parties without her black boyfriend so as to be claimed by more men. I was totally shocked by all this, and had to ask about her husband. She was quick to defend herself, saying she really loved him, and he was a good man, but was not blessed with a big cock, and so she went elsewhere for her satisfaction. My mind took all this in as Jewan approached me. He reached for my hand, and told me to come with him. I waved good-bye to the other girls as I was led off, now a bit more self-conscious about what I had gotten myself into.
Jewan pulled me over to one of the furniture sets, and whispered in my ear, telling me it was time. Time for what, I didn't know. Then he put both hands on my shoulders and guided me down to my knees before him. My eyes never left his and as I knelt before him, his fingers wrapped in my hair, and he pulled my face to his crotch, bumping me against him, kinda' hard. I got the idea, and reached up, undoing his slacks and letting them fall to the floor, his dark member jutting out, ready for pleasure. I leaned forward, and parted my lips to suckle him, placing a big, pouty kiss on the head of his black stick before taking it into my mouth. Jewan seemed to be in a rush, and pulled my head harshly onto him, the back of my throat tingling as his head pushed farther in. Finally I had to take one last breath as I felt Jewan pull harder on my hair, and I arched my back, so my head could tilt back farther. Using both hands, he pushed his cock past my throat, or more accurately, pulled my throat onto his shaft. He kept pulling my further until I felt his pubic hair at my nose. It was then I heard some yelling from around us, and I realized we were putting on a show!
Jewan left me there for a few seconds, and let my head withdraw, until my nostrils flared as I could breathe again, his cock giving a few shallow thrusts as I caught my breath. I heard a few of the raunchy things the watchers said, one of them even offering Jewan $20 for me to suck his cock. I kind of dismissed it, until Jewan said maybe later, but it would cost much more than twenty bucks! Then his hands were pulling me onto him again, and his cock re-invaded my throat. The catcalls returned as my lips were stretched around his base, and I began to use my fingers to massage Jewan's sac. I didn't know exactly what he wanted me to do, but somehow I figured if I could impress the other men, then Jewan would be pleased.
Jewan and I continued to perform in front of the other men for a few more minutes, then he pulled up on my hair, rising me off of my knees, and making me wince. I whimpered a bit and heard him command me to show my pussy to the others. I lowered my hands and grasped my skirt with my fingers as before, and lifted the hem like I did for Jewan. The cheers and catcalls erupted as I showed the room my body to them, with guys offering to show me a good time, offering Jewan for even 10 minutes with me, even one guy who reached his arm out and began to rub my butt through my skirt! My head turned both ways, confused and a bit frightened as I just stood there, holding my skirt up. Jewan then pushed me backwards until I fell back on a bed, and he clambered between my wide-apart thighs, his throbbing manhood a dark probe ready to explore my inner depths. He lowered his body to mine as I raised my skirt out of his way, and there was a loud yell from the crowd as I squealed from Jewan's carnal contact...
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My husband, Ben, has always had a kinky side. He is into mild fetishes like light bondage and cosplay sex, and he has even wilder fantasies regarding multiple partners and wife-sharing. I have to be honest and admit that I share some of his milder fantasies, and willingly help fulfill others simply because he is my husband and I love him. I had drawn the line at multiple partners, or other guys, though. I was not prepared to cross that line. One night we had made a bet over the outcome of a baseball game, the loser to do what the winner wishes. As luck would have it, I lost. I was expecting something playful and fun, like the way the bet was inspired, but he had other plans...
The bet started being paid off on Saturday, when I was told to select my best "fuck me" dress and pack for an overnight trip. I selected my black satin halter dress, the skirt short and flowing, forming a full circle when held outstretched. I also dressed in tan thigh high hose and my black 4 inch patent leather heels. Knowing my husband, I omitted panties, in fact I didn't even pack a pair for the trip! Ben was dressed in dark slacks and a golf shirt as he loaded his bag and mine into the car.
To be a tease, I twirled around in front of Ben, letting the hem of my skirt rise up and out to a full circle, my bikini-trimmed crotch viewable by anyone who was watching. Ben immediately wanted to take me right there, but I made him wait, and pacified him with a passionate kiss, my tongue hungrily caressing his as his hands roved my body. I had to break off the kiss, or we would indeed have made love right there in the driveway!
"I can't wait to fuck you!" Ben said. "You won't be able to walk for a week!"
I grinned and even blushed a little. For all his kinky fantasies, Ben was not a vulgar man, and for him to use the F-word really meant his cock was burning to be inside me.
We drove north, out of town, for a couple of hours, stopping only for lunch. Even in the restaurant, I continued to be a tease for Ben, and the rest of the men in the restaurant, as I "accidentally" dropped my purse and bent over to retrieve it, the hem of my skirt rising to reveal my moistness. I am sure my petals were glistening by then as all the teasing was working on me, too!
Finally, Ben pulled into the parking lot of a motel as the light was fading When I opened the door, it was nearly yanked out of my hand by the fierce Santa Ana winds.
"Be careful, Hon," Ben told me, "and mind your dress. I don't want to be denied a room before we even get started!"
It took both hands to keep the voluminous folds of the satin skirt under control, although the billowing satin at my bosom teased the heck out of my nipples, making them rise fully and hard. Two pinpoints pointing directly at the young man behind the counter as we checked in.
Ben was able to get us a ground-floor room, which fit his purpose, whatever it was. We decided to go to the bar and have a few drinks, mainly to kill time until it was late enough for what Ben wanted, which I figured to be he wanted an episode of outdoor sex. In the high winds, my skirt would not stay below my waist for long!
The bar was very crowded when we arrived, and Ben got us a small standing table where we could set our drinks down while we waited for a full table to open. Standing there, I could feel the eyes of men roving my body, and I felt my wetness increasing as I knew I was being a tease, even though I was just standing there. If only the men of the bar knew that the only thing between my pussy and their cock was their clothing. I even felt a hand brush over my ass a few times, just a touch, a caress, but definitely not an accident.
We had some drinks, made small talk and even kissed a little, taking our time until the crowd had thinned out a little, leaving the hard-core drinkers and bored businessmen. Finally, Ben decided it was time for me to make the pay off. I eyed the trees and bushes outside through the window, and the fierce winds were blowing as hard as ever. I sure hoped that 11:00 PM was late enough for people to be in their rooms or to be home.
"Give me your rings!" Ben ordered.
I started to pull them off, and hand them over.
"Pick one" Ben said.
"Pick one what?"
Pick a guy and see if you can pick him up and get him to follow you outside... Let him see your pussy, tease him... You know the drill." Ben answered.
"But what if he wants more of me than that? What if he rapes me? Will you be ok? I mean watching another guy screw me?" The drinks were definitely getting the better of me. "What if I like it?"
"We've been standing here for awhile. There is an open seat at the bar. Grab it real quick, and I'll just watch what happens to you!" Ben pushed.
I gave Ben a withering look and strode to the bar, letting my hips sway and my skirt swing, and took a seat, letting the short hem of my skirt flow down the barstool, my bare butt on the soft leather. I crossed my legs and asked the bartender for another glass of white wine, and showed my room key. I glanced back at Ben, only to find he was gone!
It took only a few minutes before the first guy appeared at my side. He had obviously been doing some hard drinking, as his mannerisms and his large belly evidenced. He was very blunt about it, offering me $50 for an hour in his room. I told him he was not going to get lucky tonight, and he unsteadily made his way back to where he came from.
"Hi, Gorgeous!" a new man appeared to my other side. "I'd buy you a drink, but I see you already have one!" he smiled.
He looked very handsome, and was pretty tall, compared to me, with a distinguished brush of gray hair at his temples. I could see he was wearing a wedding ring.
"I've been eyeing you all night. And I see your friend left you. Perhaps I should see you to your room?" he asked.
I took a sip of wine and thought about him. Handsome, charming, but the morals of an alley cat. I didn't want to be a home wrecker. I smiled but made an excuse, letting him know I did not play with married men. He was very nice about it, and gave me his room number, in case I changed my mind. As the man left the bar, another gentleman came in.
Goodness, he was handsome! Tall, well built, and young. He was wearing a golf shirt and a pair of shorts, and a pair of flip-flops. He motioned to the bartender, who quickly got him a drink. This made him a local. We made eye contact almost immediately.
"Hi! I'm Jim!" as he sidled up next to me. He had one hand on his drink, and I felt the other one start to caress my ass. I started to object, then I thought about the reason I was here, and what Ben had wanted. "I'm Wendy." I replied
Jim began to tell me only a very little about himself, that he came here a lot, and then he started asking me questions. He bought me another drink. Was I new here, where did I come from, that sort of thing. I made up some lame story about being new here, that I was supposed to meet someone who stood me up, and was having a drink before heading out. And that brought on another drink. All the while, I felt Jim's hand caress my butt through my skirt. The only problem was I was starting to enjoy it.
I forgot what was so funny, but something Jim said made me laugh, and I almost fell off the barstool. Jim's quick hands caught me, and pulled me back up, with his hand taking a full feel of my breast as he did so. His grip was strong, but not crushing, and as he put me back on the stool, he mentioned casually I was too drunk to drive.
"You're right, Jim... I've had too much. But maybe I can sleep in the car. Can you help me get there?" I giggled.
"Absolutely!" Jim answered. So he helped me to my feet, and put his arm around my waist, low, like lovers do, and we left for the exit. By now, it was after midnight, and the whole place was deserted. I did have the presence of mind to keep an eye out for Ben, but never saw him.
We reached the exit, and as expected, the sudden gusts of wind played with my skirt. Only I didn't do anything to control it. I let my skirt fly, and hoped Ben was getting an eyeful. As we reached the parking lot, Jim began to escort me away from the hotel.
"Where are we going? My car is that way!" I lazily pointed in the approximate direction. "I know..." Jim replied. "But I want to show you something else, first!"
The Santa Ana winds were fierce, and there was no controlling my skirt, or the soft folds of satin covering the rest of my body. My nipples soon stood up like little soldiers, full and at attention, and sometimes the gusts would blow my skirt straight up, exposing me to Jim. I felt Jim rove his hands more brazenly, until his bare hand was cupping my bare ass. By now we had left the hotel grounds and were walking down by a little park, which Jim escorted me into. It was dark, and windy, with the sounds of trees rustling loudly. Once we were a few steps into the darkness, Jim turned to me and placed his lips over mine, in a passionate kiss.
The wine and drink had really done a number on me, and I offered no resistance whatsoever. I kissed him back, only to feel his emboldened hand now begin to grope my crotch, massaging my pubic area. I could only let out a moan as I felt the first tingles of sexual pleasure tease me. Jim continued to escort me deeper into the park, and the darkness.
"You are a nasty girl!" Jim said. "You always go out without panties?"
"Un-huh" I nodded. "I kept losing them." I lied.
Jim took no time at all to remove his clothes, until he was stark naked in front of me, his erect cock bouncing in the breeze. I reached down to hold it, my French-manicured nails daintily holding it as I explored its length, and girth. He was longer than my husband, but about the same size around, and I began to stroke him.
"You like this, Jim?" I purred.
A long moan was his reply. I kept stroking him, increasing in my intensity. "So what do you want?"
"You!" he replied as he put both hands on my shoulders and began to force me to the ground. I released his cock as I began to fight him off.
"No! Don't!" I ordered. "Stop this! I just wanted to give you a hand job!"
Jim just laughed. "A hand job ended in the parking lot, bitch!"
He then used his full strength to push me down on my back, where I landed with a thud, my legs splayed apart, the wind still flipping my skirt up and away. Jim the knelt between my thighs and smiled as he lay down on me. "You're gonna' be the hottest fuck I've had in years!"
He reached down and guided his cock to my petals and began to run up and down my slit, my petals already moist from earlier in the evening. I reached my hands to his shoulders, trying to fight him off, turning my head as I looked for Ben to rescue me, but he was nowhere to be found. I pushed harder against Jim's shoulders, but it was no use, he was much stronger than I am. I felt his cock force my petals apart and he began to slowly enter me.
I let out a gasp as I felt the presence of his invasion, and he kept the pressure up, entering me in one, long, full push, until his sac was against my ass. Then he started to withdraw, and I felt the first real bolts of pleasure enter me. It was hopeless, I was still buzzed from the drink, my skirt was on my waist, and this strange man was buried in my pussy. I was going to be fucked, and nothing could stop it, or him, now.
Jim withdrew until he was almost completely out of me, and then re-forced his cock back part way, repeating the process several times. Then a full-force thrust, then another. I began to writhe under him, his cock forcing raw sexual tension into me. He varied his thrusts, and his pace, until I was on edge. He was very talented. He kept me on the edge of my own climax for what seemed like forever. Half-thrusts, followed by long, slow ones, then a quick full thrust or two. After several minutes, I didn't even resist any more. I became his lover.
The thrusting continued like this for many minutes, while I moaned and gasped, my voice lost in the hard rustling of the trees from the winds. My hands lay over my head in total supplication to this rapist-turned-lover, Suddenly, Jim's pace quickened, and he drove his cock into me like a pile-driver, hard, deep thrusts until he growled with a final thrust and climaxed himself, filling my unprotected womb with his semen.
I lay back as he climbed off of me, a long drip of his cum falling to the ground. I let the wind cool my sweat, as well as play with my skirt, as he got dressed quickly.
"I assume you know your way back to the hotel." He muttered. "Besides, someone is coming..." With that, he dashed off, leaving me there, vulnerable, drunk, and exhausted.
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I was barely aware of my surroundings after a few minutes. Jewan's way of fucking took total control over me, and my thoughts. I craved more of his cock when it was in me, and lusted for it when not. At the moment, my knees were parted high and wide, allowing Jewan full access to my bikini-trimmed pussy, and he was taking full advantage. My satin skirt was lifted onto my stomach, and the pounding I was getting made my breasts jiggle in my barely-covering white satin dress. My fingers clawed at the bed, each thrust from Jewan sending a raw bolt of sexual pleasure through me, and all I could do was gasp each time his cock buried itself fully into me, his pelvis grinding against my clit.
The gathered crowd of men leered and shouted cat-calls at both me and Jewan, some egging him on, others asking Jewan to let them have me as well. My eyes took in the looks from various men surrounding us, while I reacted like an out-of-control beast, rocking my hips up to meet Jewan's thrusts, and writhing under his expert love-making. It was not long before I felt my first climax, and my screams of passion were matched by the yells of the others. Jewan kept pumping his magnificent black cock inside me, until I had climaxed a second time, and his own orgasm a few moments later. He made no mistake in staking his claim, by ensuring every drop of his seed went deep into my pussy. I had another passing thought about being impregnated by him, but the voices of the others made the thought a fleeting one. I was nervous because I didn't know what Jewan had in mind for me next!
When he finally rolled off of me, I lay there immodestly, knees spread and draped to the mattress, my clothing in total disarray. I was one well-fucked girl! As I gasped for air and caught my breath, Jewan arose and drew a gathering around him. There were some murmurings, followed by some loud voices,
"No way! Too much, Man!" one voice cried.
"For that much, I want her for the weekend!" bellowed another.
I started to collect myself, and began to rise off the bed. I was in the middle of readjusting my dress, when the group broke up, and Jewan approached me, quickly, and obviously annoyed.
"Wha-?" was all I got out before Jewan grabbed me by my "necklace" and started to haul me off and out of the building. I caught a look from the other girls as we left, some of them giving me a doubtful stare. We were not one second outside the building when Jewan slapped me.
"Bitch! I tole' you to make me look good tonight! You just looked like a regular 20 dollar hooker! I couldn't even get $500 for you tonight!" he barked.
My hand rose to my cheek as a tear began to fall from my eye. So that was it. Jewan didn't love me. I was just a cheap thrill for him. I could not conceal the hurt look in my eyes as he grabbed me by the arm and dragged me stumbling behind him to the car. Not a word was said as he drove me home, the longest ride in my life so far. I glanced at the clock as we got home, and realized it was after 11:00 PM.
"Get out!" he commanded. "If I feel horny enough tomorrow, I may let you fuck me again!" With that he roared off, leaving me speechless in the roadway, the sudden gust of wind tugging my skirt up. I was totally speechless as I stood there, in shock and hurt as a few minutes went by. Luckily, no one was driving up the road, or I would have been run over.
I took a look around, and there was only one person out, walking his dog. The stranger drew closer and I realized it was my dad's friend, Mr. Davis. He called my name and asked me to wait a moment. I was stuck, being recognized, and wearing a dress I should not be. I waited for him as he drew up, and his dog began to sniff around me.
"Now I know what you've been up to, Wendy!" he sneered.
I was partially distracted as the dog began to sniff up my leg.
"What do you mean, Mr. Davis?" I asked, as innocently as I could.
The dog's sniffing went higher up my leg until his snout was up under my skirt. I jumped when I felt his first lick at my pussy.
"Yow! Get outta' there!" I commanded.
"See, my dog knows, too. And he is never wrong. I knew you were seeing that black boy down the street. I bet you were out with him on a date tonight. I bet he even screwed your brains out, you cheap whore!"
I was flabbergasted when I heard Mr. Davis speak. He had never spoken like that before, at least not to me. My jaw dropped as I tried to protest, and Mr. Davis closed on me, dropping the dog's leash and putting both hands on my shoulders.
"There is only one way I'm gonna' keep my mouth shut about you and the black punk!" he menaced. With that he pushed me backwards onto the grass in my front yard, until I fell on my back with a shove, my legs splayed, and the voluminous soft folds of my satin dress gathered at my waist, exposing my pussy to him.
"I knew it!" Mr. Davis exclaimed. "You've been fucking that kid. Now it is my turn!"
His hands hooked their thumbs into the waistband of his shorts and he dropped his shorts and underwear in one quick motion. His exposed cock flopping from side to side as he took the remaining couple of steps to me.
He was semi-erect as he knelt between my legs, and as he lay down on me, forcing me onto my back, he began to grind his hips up and down, dry-humping me. I could feel his member at my petals, just not hard enough to force them apart, like Jewan could.
"Please... please Mr. Davis! Don't do this to me!" I begged to him.
"Why? A white guy not good enough for you?" he sneered.
"No!" I replied. "It's just..." I could not come up with a good enough answer in my head to talk my way out of this. Here I was, my skirt at my waist, and an out of shape fifty-something yea old man humping me. I gave up, and didn't try to fight him. It was too late.
His erection finally began to grow, and he slid one hand between us to guide himself into me. I could feel his penetration, but he was not nearly as well endowed as Jewan is. He began to thrust in me, almost convulsing in his lovemaking, not letting me feel much pleasure as his round belly compressed me into the grass. His dog took a seat near us, panting as he watched my rape, and I could only watch the dog as Mr. Davis took his liberty of me.
Mr. Davis evidently had not had sex in a long time, as he did not last but a few minutes. His ejaculation mixed his semen with Jewan's, but now I was truly afraid of pregnancy. How would I explain it? What if the baby is white? What if the baby is black? All these questions whirled through my mind in a moment.
"What if I get pregnant?" I asked as Mr. Davis rolled over onto the grass.
"Tell them the neighbor kid did it, for all I care!" he related. "I'm sure you've been doing him for weeks now, and have a belly full of his cum in you! But don't worry, I won't tell your folks about him. Unless you don't do what I want later..."
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...I awoke what must have been several hours later. A strange arm was draped over me, and I felt myself being spooned by another body. My nose wrinkled as I smelled the body odor and other nasty filth that surrounded me as I began to recollect. I could feel my skirt up on my waist, and a stillness in the air. My mind flashed with images of being with these men, all of them taking turns at me, holding my legs up and apart while each ravished me, his smell nearly making me retch as I was raped repeatedly. I remembered another man driving his cock past my lips as I gave him a blow job, his black cock long and skinny as it repeatedly slipped in and out past my lips.
It was obvious that these men had all sated themselves with me, and it took almost all of my strength to get free of the arm wrapped over my waist. As I stood, I felt a real soreness as my crotch and breasts had been used so roughly, my pubic hair sticky and matted. A thin trail of these men's seminal mixture began to trickle from my pussy, down both thighs, their eruptions having been massive, I was sure. I doubted they got laid much. I gingerly tip-toed my way past these men lost in their dreams, some of them no doubt dreaming of having their finest piece of ass in years tonight.
I moved down the alley a little unsteadily, finding my balance on my 4-inch heels a little difficult, until I reached the street. Looking both ways, I could see it was deserted. I didn't even bother with the cross-walk, and just made my way to the parking lot where my car was. I caught a look at myself in the reflection of a window, and I was a fright to see. My make-up was a shambles, my lipstick all smeared, and my hair a tangled mass on my head and shoulders. I felt queasy and sore, and when I got to my car, I suddenly realized I didn't have my purse! I had left the bar with Dewan, and forgot to bring it with me. I looked back across the street, but the bar was obviously closed for the night.
For once, I was very glad my husband had set up an extra key, in a magnetic box inside the rear bumper. I knelt down and fished for it, finally finding it after ruining my thigh-high hose. I used the key to get inside my car, and then locked myself in. It was then I felt safe and could relax, and I was surprised at how quickly the tears welled up inside me, flooding out and down my cheeks. I rested my head on the steering wheel as I cried for several minutes, letting the stress of the last several hours release through my tears and heavy sobs. I was very scared at that moment, out on my own, without a man's protection, without my purse, or any other resources.
My tears finally dried, and I began to take stock of my situation, and decided that going home was not an option. My crying had made me desperate for sleep, and I had no where to go. So I pulled my overnight bag from the back seat and withdrew my brush and some baby-wipes, cleaning myself up as best as I could. After cleaning my face, I looked around again, verifying I was alone and lifted my blue satin dress over my head and tossed it in the back seat. I also removed my thigh-high hose, sending them with my dress. I pulled a t-shirt and a pair of sweat pants from the bag, struggling into them from behind the steering wheel. With that, I was ready to give into the sleepiness my body was demanding, and crawled into the back seat. I rolled my dress into a ball and used it as a pillow, my last thoughts were of going back to the bar in the daytime, and hopefully regaining my purse, while my dreams were filled of many men, and many cocks...
To Be Continued...
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All it took was a tiny click to start it. The subdued click of a mouse pointer on a computer screen. Yes or No.
"Will you chat with me?" The unknown person asked.
Janet snorted to no one in particular, "Not really unknown... I've seen him around on the message board. He seems OK. But I don't know who he is." She looked around, verifying she was alone in her office. "Well," she said out loud, "I can always ignore him, if he turns out to be a jerk!" So she clicked "Yes", and started her life off on a journey that ultimately changed her life forever...
The text box came up, and there he was, his ID logged into the host server forever.
"Thank you for taking the time to talk to me." It said.
"What can I do for you?" She replied.
"I just wanted to clear the air between us..." he said. "Want to make sure that we were OK..." the typing read. He must have had some typing training, as his words came out fast, but he must also have been out of practice, Janet thought, as he sure made a lot of mistakes, even making the same mistakes repetitively.
"Yes... We are OK!" she typed. "I am sorry that I gave you the wrong impression."
"No need to apologize. I say many things people do not understand because I can be sarcastic, and people do not understand sarcasm in writing..." came the quick, but poorly typed response.
The conversation went on for about half and hour. With each exchange, Janet grew more relaxed. He did not appear to be a stalker, and she was able to get his first name out of him. John. All John wanted to do was be friends, it seemed.
"Whew" John let out a long breath. "She talked to me!"
John had a good idea of what she was like, and what she was about. She was smart, for sure, and appeared to be strong-willed. That could be a problem later, John decided, but he would deal with that when the time came.
Over the next several days, John and Janet met on the message board, and then in private chat. They exchanged witticisms, compared notes on people on the message board, and even flirted a bit. Janet blew the electronic version of kisses his way, and John became more descriptive in how he caught them, and kissed her back.
As more time passed, their exchanges became primarily in chat, and they only watched the message board, unless someone directed a comment their way. They still interacted with each other on the message board, but flirted more and more in chat. Until one day, John finally got to ask the question. "Will you have dinner with me?"
The chat box was silent for a few long seconds... then "Sure!" came her reply. John smiled. He was definitely attracted to her, and wanted her to be attracted to him.
"How will I find you?" he asked. And Janet obligingly shared a picture of her, giving a tantalizing view of her short, brown hair, brilliant smile and sparkling eyes, fit body and C-cup breasts, all covered with a white blouse and blue jeans.
He let Janet choose the time and place, suggesting that it be someplace very public, so she could feel safe and secure. The upcoming Halloween party was the best bet. Plenty of people, a way to be anonymous, if necessary, yet a way to have fun, should they decide to get to know each other more.
"So what are you doing for Halloween?" He asked over the chat box.
"I think I'm gonna' be a she-devil! " She replied. John could almost hear her giggle as she went on to explain that it fit with her personality, and she already had the perfect costume. "There is a party at the country club" Janet helpfully added, "on Halloween night!" John explained he knew of it, and would be looking for her there. After exchanging a few more flirty comments, John logged off for the night.
All-Hallows Eve, or Halloween, arrived. The weather was warm, but extremely windy. Janet took her time getting ready for the party, luxuriating in a hot bath, and taking extra time to ensure she was cleaned up and ready. Her sharp, detailed mind realized that with the high winds outside, she might not be able to control her costume at all times, and someone would see the red thong she planned to wear. She did not want anyone to see any excess pubic hair, so after she shaved her legs, she even took the few extra minutes to give herself a bikini wax of her crotch. She even took extra time with her hair and make-up, with extra red rouge on her high cheek-bones and a part across her hair for her clip-on horns to fit.
She then began to get dressed. She reached into the closet and pulled the thin protective plastic wrapper from her costume that the dry-cleaner always put on, and lay it gently on her bed. Janet then reached into her drawer and pulled out her red satin thong and drew it up over her knees, shrugging her hips as the thin elastic band stretched to fit her tight, firm thighs, snapping the elastic over her hips as the crotch fit nicely between her legs.
Next, she sat on the bed, leaning back as she pulled on a pair of red fish-net thigh high hose, making sure that the alignment of each leg was symmetrical. Her nimble fingers ran down her smooth, taut legs, feeling every contour of the hosiery as she ensured the perfect fit. After she stood and checked her legs in the full-length mirror, she climbed into her four-inch red pumps. Janet could not help but giggle as she pulled on her "fuck-me red" shoes, ones she had bought on a shopping trip with her mother, with her mother expressing a certainly high level of disapproval, saying that nice girls didn't wear shoes like that!
Next to last was her blood-red satin halter dress. She had seen the dress on a clearance rack at Kohl's, and couldn't resist the discount. So she bought the dress, without a plan to wear it, until Halloween came up. Janet gently gathered the dress over her head and
slipped it down her slender shoulders, only having to shrug a bit as the waistline hit her C-cup breasts. The supple fabric cascaded down her body, until the bow holding the straps for the halter dropped down behind her neck, the waistline just above her hips, exactly at the same point where the back of the dress started. Janet shirked and twisted a little as she felt the circle skirt fall into place, gasping softly as she realized how short the hemline was. Hung at mid-thigh, Janet could already hear her mother's voice in her head, telling her that he dress was inappropriate for any party, let alone Halloween.
Janet then reached for the final piece of her costume, a matching red satin cape, with both side of the cape the same, shimmering fabric. After fastening it to her neck, Janet checked the hemline of the cape, and found that the voluminous folds of the cape lined up just below the hem of her skirt. She had to fold the front sides of the cape carefully at her shoulders, or else the complete circle of the cape would threaten to envelope her every time she moved!
As she walked out the door, Janet grabbed the spring-mounted horns and slid them carefully into the part of her hair. A last glimpse in the mirror, and she smiled. She liked how she looked, and knew she would draw at least her share of attention.
John was able to take considerable less time to get ready for Halloween. The party was only a short walk from his place, and wouldn't need to drive. A short walk across the golf-course fairway and he would be there!
Dressing as a vampire, he already had his black tuxedo back from the cleaners, and after a quick shower and shave, dressed quickly. He intended to be at the party early, so he could spot all the arrivals. John pulled his cape on, fastening it about his neck, and checked that the black satin covered him completely, with the hemline below his calves and that the red satin lining was totally concealed when he held the cape closed. He smiled as he flipped the front of cape over his shoulders and grabbed his last accent, a black eye-mask.
As John made his way to the party, he could just imagine how his plan was going to come together. The very stiff winds were something of a distraction, as John's cape billowed out and up around him as he strode across the fairway, the gusts of wind creating an evil aura as his cape made him look menacing and dark. Each step brought him closer to the party, and as he arrived, he was glad to see he was not the only vampire there. He quickly perused the small clusters of costumed party-goers, taking in the various costumes.
There were witches, pirates, a couple of adult Dorothys' from the Wizard of Oz, a male devil, and several others, but no she-devils. John smiled as he took a spot near the bar, ordering a soda water with a twist, parking himself where he could see all new arrivals.
Janet took five steps out her door and the strong winds nearly destroyed the look she had so carefully made. Her cape was the first thing to yield, floating up and away from her body, at one point lifting straight overhead as a particularly strong gust caught it. At the same moment, her hands were not nearly fast enough to catch her circle skirt from flying straight up, revealing her red-satin covered modesty to everyone who was watching. Fortunately for Janet, that consisted of one of the neighborhood dogs that had escaped its leash and a pair of young kids who were getting an early start to their candy search.
Janet's hands instinctively dropped to her crotch, and she was able to draw the front of her skirt down. She had squealed with surprise, and she just let her cape fly with the wind, thankful that her extra-hold hairspray had been liberally applied; otherwise she might have had to start all over again! Her remaining steps to her car were quick and purposeful, eager to get out of the wind with as little time as possible, but with as much dignity as possible.
Janet's short drive to the party was only made difficult when she arrived, finding the nearest parking quite some distance away. She had to make her way across part of the fairway, which was treacherous in her spike heels, but she managed to make it without getting stuck or falling over. Her costume, however, was a different story, as the hem of her skirt and her cape flew completely out of control. It was all Janet could do to keep the front of her skirt down as the swirling gusts took her cape and the back of her circle skirt and billowed them up and out, sometimes forming a circle around her, sometimes flying straight up over her head. The sudden gusts made it difficult, but Janet's determination made her walk across the darkness successful, and she took a moment to re-align her costume when she reached the building.
Once she had everything back under control, she entered the party, taking a brief look around before heading for the bar and a glass of red wine.
John saw her enter the room, and his pulse quickened, his heart racing, as well as his manhood growing. It was her. He knew she was the one he had been chatting with. There were many other guests at the party, including a couple of female devils, but none of them walked with the bearing and carriage she had. Her flowing satin cape, her skirt swishing from side to side and her hips rocking on those sweet legs. As she reached the bar, John noticed the many appreciative glances and out-right lecherous stares she was receiving. Even some of the women stared at her, some icily, a few maybe lustily, much to the chagrin of their dates. John was finally able to draw near to Janet, his taller frame standing out amongst the crowd of other vampires, werewolves, and ghostly ghouls vying for Janet's attention. She felt a cloud of evil beings descend upon her, encircling her as she took measured sips of wine from her glass. They talked to her, some even brazen enough to whisper in her ear what they promised to do with her, a couple of really aggressive men even going so far as to grope her butt through her skirt and cape. She smiled and politely declined those who propositioned her, was polite enough to flirt back with those who were more gentlemanly, and generally kept moving through the growing crowd of party-goers.
John eyed her intently, trying to make eye contact, eventually catching her gaze. He smiled to her as he held his glass in toast, tilting his head, asking her in a non-verbal gesture to join him away from the throng at the bar. Janet was taken with the lack of aggressiveness on this vampire's part, far different from the others. She felt another couple of gropes and a copped feel of her breast as she pushed her way through what had become the party of the city, the place to be for everyone who was anyone.
John's eyes never left Janet as she made her way through the crowd, her brilliant smile captivating him, his desire growing in his loins. She was much more beautiful then her picture revealed. John finally met with her, and making a grand gesture with his hand holding the end of his cape, indicated the way they should go to escape for some privacy. Janet led them down a hallway, where the music was a bit quieter, and stopped mid-way. She put her back to the wall, kicking one heel back against the wall, her one knee sexily posed in front of her, and allowing the hem of her skirt to fall from her thigh, forming a near semi-circle in profile. Her cape hung from her shoulders, flat against the wall, shimmering in the softer glow of the valance lighting; Janet's breasts proudly protruding, straining at the thin film of red satin constraining them, her nipples plainly showing her braless form.
John drew somewhat close to her, squaring off against her body, holding out his drink to toast their meeting. "Hi! I'm John!" he smiled.
Janet hesitated only the briefest of moments before returning his toast. "I'm Janet. I am pleased to meet you, finally!" she grinned.
They exchange a few more pleasantries, John making comments to Janet, ones only he would know from their past instant messaging. Janet finished her wine, and John asked her if she would dance with him. Finding him attractive and non-threatening, Janet thought that a dance would be a great way to continue their date. John took hold of her hand and led the way to the darkened dance floor, the heavy beat of the music loud, and the dance floor crowded. It was obvious to Janet that John had little dancing experience, yet she smiled as he made every attempt to put on his best dancing moves. His costume made it a little awkward for him, his cape constantly getting in the way of other dancers, while Janet's smaller cape allowed her more freedom to move with the music. At one point John got brave and tried to spin her, and before she could do anything to stop him, the hem of her skirt was flaring nearly straight out, revealing the tops of her thigh-high hose and her cape became a red shimmering wheel about her. As the song ended, the music became slower, and John seized the opportunity to draw Janet close, wrapping his arm around her waist and pulling her to him, as he held her free hand to his chest.
Janet looked up into his masked eyes, feeling John's heart beating wildly with her hand, returning his smile with her own dazzling and captivating one. She wasn't entirely sure of her feelings for John, but had a good idea of his feelings for her! For his, part, John looked deeply into her eyes, seeing a sparkle and depth he could not fathom. He let go of her hand, lowered his hand softly down her side, reaching under her cape and encircled her waist with his arms. Holding her close, he hesitated for a moment, then slowly lowered his head to her upturned face, and gently kissed her moist, red lips.
Janet thought about it, but did not turn her head as she knew he was leaning down to kiss her, her hands on his arms as she returned their first kiss. She mind raced in the mere seconds she had to decide. She liked his banter, his writing, his way of flirting with her. Tentatively at first, then stronger, showing more emotion she kissed him back, as they swayed their bodies together, their motion causing John's cape to fall from his shoulders, and completely envelope both of them. Encouraged by the strength of her kiss, John parted his lips, using his tongue to probe hers, and when she finally acceded, intertwined their tongues together.
The lights came up as their kiss continued, and the music changed beat and tune, causing the couple to break their close embrace. Janet smiled at John, at once grateful he was soft and gentle, and at the same time almost wishing he wasn't. John kept staring at her eyes, mesmerized by their beauty and sparkle. Janet led them away from the dance floor, and back down to the hallway they first toasted, her rapid pace making her cape float behind her, while John's cape became a curtain of softness trailing behind him. When they reached their "spot", Janet found it already taken by a costumed Zorro and a cute blonde in a naughty school-girl outfit, so she kept leading John down the hallway, searching for a private place where they could talk.
After searching for a few moments, Janet ultimately decided that there was no privacy left in the place, the party simply so large a gathering that any place with even a hint of privacy was already taken. She looked back at John, a little forlornly.
"Look," John said as he fixed his cape back in place, "Why don't I get us something to drink, and then we'll just talk right here? What are you drinking"
Janet gave him her standard request for red wine, and watched while her caped marauder made his way to the bar, with a quick, purposeful stride. Janet took the time to check her reflection in the near-by glass, and smoothed the hem of her skirt a bit, as well as adjusted the folds of her cape, restoring her look until she was satisfied. The line at the bar wasn't very long, but even so, she had to fend off passes from a wolfman and an NBA basketball player while she waited for John to return.
She saw John returning, and moved to join him her hips swaying very seductively in her 4-inch heels, and the hem of her skirt swaying along with her cape. John was taken by her appearance, feeling the bulge in his pants starting to get even harder than when he first saw her. As they met, she smiled at him, taking the glass of wine, and sipping it, at first. The first glass had gone down surprisingly smoothly, and Janet was beginning to feel the first mellowing effects as the second glass touched her lips. It took much less time to consume the second glass than it did the first.
She eyed John as he had brought her their drinks. He certainly moved with a purpose, his motions sure and direct as he made his way through the crowd. He had a pleasant smile, and was very much a gentleman, making her feel very comfortable with him as they talked. His sense of humor was both witty and a bit dry, sometimes leaving her to wonder what the joke was, but then, he was like that before, too. The way he talked with her put her at ease. He didn't talk down to her, or regard her as "just a girl", the way her previous relationship had ended. The way John acted around her enticed her to be around him more. Their glasses now empty, John asked her if she wanted a refill, or if she wanted to find a place less crowded. Janet was feeling the warmth of the wine, as well as the warmth of his company, and made a decision to leave the party with him. Taking his arm, they made their way to the exit, relaxed in their new-found relationship, ignoring the heads that turned to follow them, or Janet, actually, and they reached the front exit.
Once outside, John placed his fingers on her chin and lifted her face to his as he kissed her again, softly at first, but more passionately than in the party. Janet returned his kiss with more vigor than before, feeling his passion flowing into her as their tongues caressed. Janet brought her hand up to steady herself, accidentally brushing the front of his trousers. There was no mistaking the bulge in his pants, and it made Janet feeling both embarrassed and a little more provocative, discovering that she could turn a man on so intensely. Her hand came to rest at his waist as their kiss continued, oblivious to the late-arriving party guests, the loud rustling of trees around them, and the swirl of small candy wrappers and bits of trash swirling on the ground around them. Janet sighed softly as they broke their kiss, the wine having an affect on her, as well as the soft, loving attention she was receiving.



"If he is trying to seduce me," Janet thought, "it is working!"
John smiled as he looked into her eyes, trying to read her thoughts as he felt his heart trying to beat through his ribcage.
"Let's go somewhere." He suggested, taking hold of her hand as he led her around the corner of the building, straight into the full-force of the wind storm now going on. As before, John's costume was not really affected by the wind, other than his cape billowing out behind him. Janet, on the other hand, had a problem. Her cape reacted as John's did, only with more activity, since it was shorter, but her skirt immediately began to dance around, and had to let go of John's hand to gather it. She had to hold it with both hands at her sides, to prevent it from revealing her panties to everyone watching!
They simply walked together until the reached the fairway, out of the light of the building, and away from the noise of the party. John stopped and turned to her again.
"I can't help myself," John blurted. "I have to kiss you some more!"
John aggressively mashed his lips to hers and began kissing her with a fury, a pent-up lust that even he didn't know he possessed. Janet met his kiss with her own, becoming enraptured with the idea of making out with John, and maybe even more. She let go of her skirt, and reached her hands up around his neck, her long red nails gently caressing the back of his neck, and tousling the hair on the back of his neck. The wind attacked their costumes with a vengeance, and Janet's skirt and cape were soon flying about without restraint, exposing her smooth legs, the tops of her thigh high hose, and her thong to the darkness surrounding them. John's hands began to rove over her body, first her arms, then down her sides to her ass, where he was easily able to reach under her flying skirt and grope her thong-covered butt. Groping is softly at first, his grip became more emboldened as she moaned softly, pressing her body to his as they kissed repeatedly.
Ignoring their location, John reached a finger inside the lower elastic of her thong and drew it along to her front, brushing the side of her mound from the side. Janet's continued moaning and soft cries emboldened him to proceed further, and more aggressively, now using both hands along her hips and sides, even caressing her breasts and nipples through the thin satin covering them. The harsh wind and wine had made Janet's nipples hard and erect, the grape-sized points easily manipulated through her dress.
Janet's body began to electrify as she felt herself being aroused by his kisses and touching, and her body began to ache for more. Her hands also began to explore John's body, feeling his chest and shoulders as she reached inside his tuxedo coat. Her hand dropped lower to his waist, and began to run her palm over his bulging center, a wicked smile crossing her lips as they kissed. She then began to undo the clasp holding his pants closed, and then daintily used her finger and thumb to draw down his zipper. As she opened his pants, her other hand reached in and began to grope his hot, throbbing manhood, feeling it pulse with every beat of his racing heart.
"I-I can't take this any longer!" John declared.
"What's to take?" Janet coyly answered.
"You!" John replied as he kissed her again, this time letting his thumbs hook inside her panties and began to draw them down, over her hips and past her thighs. He drew her panties down as far as he could reach, until Janet began to swivel her hips to help the now loose panties fall to her ankles. The blowing wind felt cool and exciting to Janet as it rushed over her nearly bald moistness, and her petals were singing a tune of desire as they were caressed by the rushing wind. Janet no longer cared about her body being exposed, she was too turned on by John, the wine, and the wind to want anything but a hard cock inside her. Carefully stepping out of her thong, Janet broke their kiss. A wicked smile creasing her face.
"I bet you can't catch me! "She baited. "And if you do, you can have me!"
With that, she was off as fast as her heels would allow, down the cart path, her heels clicking loudly and quickly as she moved off into the darkness. John had to take a moment to re-fasten his pants so they did not trip him up before going after her. The pursuit was hampered by the near-total darkness on the golf course, and the wind making it impossible to hear anything but the rush of air and rustling of trees in the background. After a few seconds, John realized she had stopped running, or had gone off on the grass.
He peered into the darkness, wondering if she had somehow doubled back on him, when he heard her giggle nearby. He raced off in that direction, taking several steps before he found her, laying on the ground on her back, her cape carefully splayed out underneath her, her skirt flipping in the breeze and her legs spread apart, knees high as one finger was circling her sweetness.
"Took you long enough!" she giggled.
John took his pants off in record time, kicking his shoes off into the darkness and stepping out of his pants and underwear, launching his hardness into the wind, each heartbeat making it bound up and down as he approached her, his cape still billowing up behind him. He knelt between her thighs as he took in her erotic beauty. Looking her in the eyes, he grinned as he lowered his hand to hers, and gently slid it off to the side, next lowering his face to her crotch. He licked his tongue along her smooth, silken mound, trailing a path of saliva to her petals, where he lowered his face and took a long, slow lick of her labia, ending his oral caress with a flicking encirculation of her hardening clit. He tilted his head down and began to repeat this probing of her sweetness, making sure to slowly tease and caress each fold and ridge of her opening.
Janet could not help but gasp loudly as she felt his tongue giving her a pleasure she had not had in some time. Her last lover had been months ago, and he was a quick, jump on/jump off affair, the sex being over before she had even known it had begun. John, however, was taking his time with her, making sure she felt every twinge of passion possible. Janet arched her back and reached for his head, running her fingers through his hair as the pleasure and passion continued to build in Janet. The gusting wind blew John's cape up and over Janet, completely covering her in a blanket of dark, silky satin, the smooth fabric caressing her legs and arms, and obscuring her vision as it covered her face. She let out another series of moans as she felt her vagina being probed so slowly and deeply by his tongue.
John moved his hand over her mound, drawing a single finger down the side of her labia until he was at her opening, and slowly drew it up and down, spreading her petals until he found her opening, and slowly inserted his middle finger deeply into her, while keeping his tongue flicking and teasing her bud. As his finger buried itself in her, he began to flex it, in and out, mimicking the feel of a man penetrating her, but with a crook at his knuckle, pressing upwards as he withdrew, massaging her inner sweet spot. He kept after her pleasure, each movement giving Janet a new sensation of ecstasy and raw sexual tension as she had not yet reached a point of release. Her juices began to flow, the volume building as his ministrations teased and tickled her.
Janet began to gasp for air, her chest heaving, making her nipples slide back and forth inside her satin dress, causing them to tingle with each breath. Her hips began to buck with each flexing of John's finger and she moaned loudly with each exhalation. She no longer cared about anyone seeing her modesty, or even hearing her now. All she wanted was more of the powerful sensations coursing up and down her spine. She had to have John inside her, to feel his manhood deep within her, mating with her fertile body. The wind gusted again, pulling John's cape to the side, and then down his back, making her shiver slightly as she was exposed, whether it was from the sudden coolness or her passions, she didn't know. She began to beg him with each lick of her crotch. Beg him to enter her with his manhood. Finally, she was reaching the point where she thought she could stand no more. Her heart was bounding, her body trembling, and she arms and legs writhing as John suckled on her clit, using his teeth to gently nibble on it. Just as John's finger withdrew again, she felt her body clench, her stomach muscles lifting her torso from the grass, and she screamed as she climaxed, sending a flood of her fluid down her pussy, drenching John's chin and hand in her moisture.
John rose to his knees as he saw Janet land back on the grass with a heavy thud, her arms aside her, and her legs splayed wide. Her chest was heaving, gasping for air, and her body trembled. A smile creased his face as he realized she was now his to have. She would not resist, nor even be passive. She would be his lover from now on. Without knowing it, he had given her the most intense pleasure she had known, and with that, had claimed her as his own. Her eyes were softly closed as she began to recover from her sexual release, and John crawled up enough to place his knees directly inside hers. His manhood still bobbed from his racing pulse, and the wind teased him just a little, a promise of the pleasure he was about to receive from his conquest.
Janet's eyes fluttered open as she saw him over her, his long cape fluttering in the wind, making John to appear at once more menacing and powerful. She saw him begin to lean forward, and lower his hips to hers, feeling the tip of his manhood press against her pussy. As he lowered himself onto her, she felt his pressure increase until her labia separated, and allowed his entrance to her body, her already flowing juices making his entry soft and easy. John flexed his hips downward, pressing the head of his shaft into her tightness, stopping part way, both to allow her love tunnel to adjust to his girth and to allow him to enjoy her envelopment of his hard, throbbing shaft. John backed his hips and partially withdrew, only to re-insert himself into her, feeding more of his manliness deeper into her femininity.
Janet raised her knees and spread her thighs apart as John pushed himself into her, finally able to stretch Janet's vagina to accommodate him. As her body relaxed, John left his cock deep inside for a moment, leaning his head down to kiss her parted, sexy lips. She lifted her head to meet his kiss, and their tongues caressed passionately. The engagement of their bodies was almost more than John could stand, and his hips began the motion of love that only a man and woman can share. Janet's hands moved to caress his shoulders as they kissed, unable to feel his bare shoulders through his tuxedo coat and shirt, and with his cape still flipping and floating in the wind. Her arms slid down his body to his waist, where she was able to feel his bare skin, and the motion of his hips as he repeatedly pumped his manhood into her, slowly, with long strokes.
John's nostrils flared as his chest heaved from the sexual desire and passion he felt for her, the rush of air mixing with the surrounding high winds. Janet's eyes were closed as she became lost in this kiss, feeling the rekindling of her body, the tingling of her vagina as his cock repeatedly entered and withdrew, each pulse of his shaft sending a new bolt of pleasure through her, his pelvis bumping against her clit as his thrust hit home. John broke their kiss and began to put his full weight on her, craning his neck to allow his lips to trace down her neck, his tongue flicking and teasing, the trail he was leaving cooling in the wind. He reached the back of her neck and opened his mouth, using his teeth to softly bite into her flesh, almost as a vampire would, but without the danger of drawing blood.
Janet's head tilted to the side as she felt John's lips trail down her neck, giving herself to him as his cock cycled in and out of her, her knees high and parted, allowing him full and complete access to her vagina. She held nothing back from him, not knowing why, only being lost in the here and now of lust and raw, unrefined sexual desire. She felt his pace begin to quicken, as well as the strength of his thrusts, now each bump of her clit making her moan loudly, her breath beginning to pant as she felt his cock begin to seize control of her body. Janet's eyes popped open as she felt his bite, and let out a sigh of pleasure, almost as if the unwilling victim of this tryst was submitting to his attack, and enjoying the pleasure forced upon her. Her body flinched as she felt his teeth, her body trembling from the adrenaline surging through her. She had never before done something like this, with a man she barely knew, yet the pleasure was so overpowering she could not dare to try and stop it.
John's hips began to buck faster and harder, feeling Janet's hands and nails as they slid around to his butt and scratched him lightly, spurring him on to pump his pelvis against her clit, and his cock deeper into her moistness. John's voice began to emit loud, deep grunts of pleasure with each thrust, matching the softer cries for Janet's lips as they mated with abandon, not caring where they were, or their circumstances. All that mattered to both of them was that they gave each other pleasure, and that the passion was rising within them. John could feel his manhood begin to dribble small streams of pre-cum, preparing Janet to receive his gift of life.
Janet's hips rocked up to meet John's thrusts, her body desperate for another climax, as John was desperate for his. Their bodies out of control, grinding and bumping against each other as they fed each other's pleasure centers, Janet's vaginal walls bearing down on his cock, massaging him with every stroke, trying to make his body yield his essence into her.
John could feel her body grasping onto his, making each thrust more pleasurable than the last. He lifted himself onto his arms as he continued to push his cock into her faster and faster, his voice now a loud series of grunts that were unmistakable for anything but pleasure. Janet's voice began to cry out as her own climax neared, the pleasure so intense it was unbearable. Suddenly, John's cock began to twitch inside her, and he bellowed as he felt his eruption, the head of his cock spilling streams of his hot, white seed into her wanting pussy. He slammed his body against Janet, and the last pulse being enough to cause her release, and she screamed as she felt his semen rush into her, flooding her vagina and draining past her cervix into her womb.
John's hips still thrusts softly, driving his cock inside, each thrust creating another spurt of his fluid as it was driven further into her body, until he was drained. Janet's chest was gasping for air as she looked deeply into his eyes, both of them having glassy-eyes stares as they searched for some sort of common connection between them. John leaned his head down and kissed her passionately, her kiss returned with equal fervor. He held his now softening cock inside her as long as he could, ensuring every drop of his seed entered her body. Janet looked back into John's eyes, feeling a connection, a bond she knew they shared. She did not know why, or understand the feelings, but she knew he was a special person for her, and that she would willingly surrender herself to him as often as he desired.
John finally rolled over off of her, his long black satin cape providing a blanket to lay on as he lay next to her, lost in her gaze. He knew they shared a special emotion, something he had not felt before. He was sure it was love, or something close to it, and he began to gently massage her tummy through her costume as they lay there and recovered, kissing her softly, with John's fingers gently caressing her cheeks and face. He drew the edge of his cape over both of them, allowing some warmth in the blowing wind, as well as a modicum of privacy, should there be any prying eyes.
After many minutes, they decided they should get up, and perhaps find a place to eat, John's stomach certainly hungry, and Janet looking for away to get to know John better. As they rose, the strong winds kept after them, and Janet's costume provided no modesty for her at all, with her skirt floating up and about, while her cape billowed around her. John's cape also continued its surrender to the elements, and as he searched, it took him but a moment to find his clothing. After he quickly dressed, he began to help Janet look for the one missing item, her thong. After minutes of searching, Janet simply gave up, knowing some golfer would come across it in the morning, and have a lewd thought about what went on here.
John escorted Janet to her car, her cape and skirt still flitting in the wind, but this time she did not care to cover up, letting the whole world see her freshly taken pussy and still rock-solid nipples. She had been claimed by this man, and intended to stay with him!
The night was still young, and watching Janet and her costume become a victim of the wind gave him some lewd and lustful thoughts... But those are for another chapter of the story!
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By now, Jewan and I were together almost constantly, although Summer was soon coming to an end, and I was due to move away to the dorm-life of college. I was going to live in the same state, but far enough away that commuting was impossible. In a way, I was very excited. A new world, new people, and the shedding of the protectiveness of my parents, especially my dad. Daddy always meant well for me, I knew that deep down in my heart, but at the time, it was almost oppressive. I was also moving away from Jewan, and while it would mean leaving his cock behind, it also meant the chance to meet others, perhaps, and to see what other people were like.
At the time, I didn't really understand it, but I had become an addict. I loved men, and more particularly, the feel of a man as he did what men do to women. In my case, I had experienced a few men by now, including that awful Mr. Davis. He was a brute of a man, and had come calling several times. Every time he used that same threat of extortion, to tell my parents about me and Jewan. The man was also depraved in his wants, some of which I gave into, and some I refused. But we can talk about that in another chapter. Right now, I should talk about what happened not long after Jewan had shared me with his cousin, the guy who weighted what felt like 1000 pounds, and damn near suffocated me in his pathetic attempt to have sex.
It was late afternoon, and I was over at Jewan's again. I had taken to going to his house more and more, as my Daddy came home from work early one day, and almost caught Jewan balls deep into me on the living room floor. So I thought it best to go to his house, even though it might be a little unsafer for me in some ways, but at the time I knew it was safer than my Daddy catching us. So I was at his house, wearing a thin nylon wrap dress, baby-pink, and with some low sandaled heels. I went bra-less, as I never could stand the way that the bra straps stuck out like sore thumbs, so my C-size breasts were only supported by how tight I wrapped and tied the fabric around me, which was pretty tight. The cut gave my cleavage a pretty deep exposure, and the curving hemline in the front gave rise to a view almost half-way up my thigh, even though the dress was knee-length. I had also worn panties again, even though Jewan disapproved, but after being scared by Daddy, I chose the safer clothing. Jewan was disappointed, and showed it by withholding his cock from me for about a week, but in the end, I think his lustful need took a greater share of his ego, and he let it go. I think part of it was that I also wear thin, lacey ones, and even have a few that are the French-over the hip cut.
I knocked on his door, and as I waited, it struck me odd that his parents were always coming and going at odd times, and they never seemed to be together for long. They never went to any of the neighbor's parties, and they never went to church, either. I shrugged it off as the door opened, and there was Jewan, looking at me with those deep brown eyes, and corn-rowed hair, looking sloppy in his oversized shirt and baggy shorts, and tennis shoes without socks. He let me in and closed the door, and immediately kissed me, and I felt that marvelous tingle of his lips on mine, as his tongue and mine began to swap spit and caress each other. My hands rose to his shoulders, and he began to slide me sideways, until my back was to the wall in front of the stairway leading upstairs, and I thought for certain he was going to take me to his room. We kissed and I felt his hands sliding up and down my body, and his fingers clutched at my breasts, palming and squeezing them, and my nipples grew hard, sticking out like little grapes into the nylon fabric covering them. We kissed longer and longer, coming up for air and then kissing some more. My hands slid down his dark skin, my French-manicured nails a wonderful contrast to his skin, which was really dark, like he was from Africa.
He continued to explore, or more accurately, re-acquaint, his fingers to my body, and I did nothing to dissuade him. I moaned softly and he grunted from time to time, and we continued to neck, making out right there in the foyer. Finally, after what seemed like hours, his hand began to play down my thigh to my crotch, and the overlapping fold of my dress. His fingers were rough, but gentle in their caress, and he would slide them up the inside of my thigh, and then down the front, only to repeat the oval, each time going higher and higher, until he was brushing my panties with the back of his fingers. Each time I felt his touch against my panties, I moaned, and let my pelvis thrust softly against it. I was getting hotter and hotter, and I knew my vagina was getting well-ready for his cock, just as soon as he would give it to me, which I hoped would be damn soon.
My own hands were not idle, and they also caressed and touched him, laying across the back of his neck, and caressing his head, and down his back, and to his butt, where I grabbed those hard cheeks and pulled him against me. I let a finger slide inside the waistband of his shorts, and slid it back and forth from the back and around to the front, and then back again, each time trying to make them go lower and lower, so they'd get out of the way.
"Yeah, baby..." he would softly tell me, "I knows you want it, and you can't get enough of me."
It was sort of our ritual, his telling me how needy I was for him, and my admitting he was right, usually with a soft moan. This time, I broke our kiss and spoke to him, in my soft tone, my eyes looking up at him. "yessss... I know it..." and then I grew more aggressive in my kiss as I attacked him with my lips. And while I did that, I also did something I had not done before, but it just sort of seemed natural to me. As I leaned back against the wall, his body against mine, I lifted my right leg, bending it at the knee, as high as I could. The hemline of my skirt fell to my waist as my knee rose above it, and my panties were made clear to Jewan, and the treasures I held under them. To his credit, he took my message, and my meaning, and in a matter of seconds, his shorts were being helped to the floor by his own hand, while mine was working on them, too. His cock sprang out as his shorts hit the floor, and he then grabbed over my knee with his hand, lifting my leg higher, and I felt him begin to thrust, a dry hump that made me moan. I have no doubt that there was a soaked spot making the white lace of my panties darker, and the fact that his cock was pressing on them made them darker still. At one point, he even tried to hold his cock at my entry, and push through them, but the elastic only stretched, and the lace held firm, barring his entry. This time.
Our passion and focus was so great, that I didn't hear the footsteps up the front walk, and when the door opened, I almost screamed. Jewan, for a moment, held me in a harder grip, his pelvis thrust against mine, and my knee still held against my chest, exposing my panties to the new arrival, who was an older black man. In fact, as I would soon discover, my vagina was being introduced to Jewan's father. And it was very odd, after a moment, that Jewan relaxed his grip on me, and stood away, letting my leg back down, and my dress to fall back into a more respectable way, but he stood there before his dad, his boner proud and erect, his shirt sort of draping over it.
"Well, boy..." his deep voice began. "What do we have here?" his father asked.
I took a flustered few seconds to try and brush my dress down, and not to look as flushed as I did. And as I did so, Jewan introduced me, and told him my name. I felt the man's eyes on me as I was introduced, and I could only stammer my own greeting.
"P-please to meet you..." and suddenly I was stumped. I knew Jewan had a unique last name, one I had heard a few times, but I couldn't pronounce. It seemed that no one in the neighborhood could, either. So I settled for the non-committal "Sir."
The man was nice enough, and then he turned his attention to Jewan, whose manhood was resuming his relaxed posture, while he bent down to pick up his shorts. His father spoke to him, again in that deep baritone that must be hereditary.
"Boy, your mother's car broke down. She's over at the mall, somewhere, go get her and see if you can make her car run."
I looked at Jewan, and his face fell flat. I immediately understood that Jewan wasn't going to get any today, and for that matter, neither was I. My heart was still racing a bit, and my nipples were doing their best to try and poke through the thin and compliant fabric of my dress, and I could only stand by while there was a brief debate between Jewan and his father. I won't bore you with the details, but if you are a parent, you can pretty much surmise how it went.
So Jewan went to the kitchen and got his car key, and then started to escort me out, when his father held out his hand. "Hold on, Jewan. I want to talk to her for a minute. You go on along and get your mama." This didn't seem to be an out of the ordinary thing to Jewan, as he merely shrugged and said "See ya'." and left, closing the door behind him. That left me alone with his dad, and considerably uncomfortable. Jewan had been gone only seconds, before his father turned and locked the door.
"Come on in." Jewan's dad bade me, and led me into the living room of the house, which by now had looked a lot nicer than my first visit. Decorations hung on the walls, and things were relatively neat and orderly, including that same couch where I had gotten my ass reamed. I had entered the room, and his dad stopped and turned, facing me, no more than two feet from me. He drew a grin, and again looked me up and down, and I gulped nervously. Out of habit, I had clasped my hands behind my back, something I had picked up from my father, ironically, as he said that my body language would show others I wasn't afraid, even if "I felt like shitting my pants." This had the effect of pulling my shoulders back, and thrusting my chest forward, placing a small further strain on my dress. My nipples were pushing so hard against the fabric that I might as well have hung a sign on them that said "come lick me!"
Jewan's dad, whom I'll call Duane, reached out with his fingers, and lightly brushed them down my arm, speaking as he did so.
"Relax, Jewan and his mother will be gone for over an hour."
I stammered on my own reply "B-but.. but I-I'm sure I should go home soon."
Duane merely shook his head, and let his hand continue down my arm, to my waist. "I don't know what you're afraid of, girl. I already seen all you got to offer, and you got plenty." With a flick of his wrist, his fingers grasped the string tying my dress closed, and gave it a sharp yank, and as the bow came undone, so did my dress, falling apart and baring me to him, exposing my breasts and my panties, and everything else.
Out of reaction, I let my hands go, and parted my arms, more than shoulder-width apart, so that my dress would not simply fall off wrap to my wrists. Duane took a few moments to admire my curves, and then he lowered his head to mine, and I felt his own lips kiss me. I kissed him back, a long, passionate wrestling of our tongues. The silence in the room was deafening, as there was no radio or TV on, only the sound of our kiss and the hammering of my own heart. He broke the kiss with a toothy grin, and I felt his fingers caress my nipple, unresisted, as I could only stand there, completely dumbfounded. I winced when he gave it a severe pinch, and I yelped softly. His free hand slid down my belly, and dug into my panties, again, with my hands held back and apart, my dress barely on my shoulders, but fully opened to him.
His thick, black fingers kept at my nipple, while his other hand began to delve into my pubic hair inside my panties, and I could only arch my back slightly, my voice grunting softly as the man molested me. Further and further he pushed and probed, until he had hit pay-dirt, and began to pinch my clit, his hand fully inside my panties as the elastic stretch to accommodate his grope. I was trying to balance on my heels as he was becoming rough with my nipple and my clit, pinching it and sending a burning pleasure through me, and my lips parted, my chest rising as I took in a loud gasp.
Part of my mind screamed. My head was ringing with the echoes of my voice. I was being molested. I was being raped, I was going to be fucked, Jewan would be angry! Would Jewan be angry? What if my father found out? Should I resist? How do I resist? Would he hit me? What was happing to me?
All the while my mind was racing, so was Duane's heart, evidently, because soon I looked down and could see an obvious tent in his pants. I felt my nipple begin released, and Duane used that hand to undo his pants, stepping out of them, and his boxer shorts, letting his black rod loose on an unsuspecting woman. Well, not unsuspecting, I knew what was going to happen now. I just didn't know the consequences. At a glance, I knew where Jewan got his endowment from. Duane was bigger, not so much in girth, but by a couple of inches in length. As my eyes looked down, Duane began to tug at my panties, first trying to rip them from my waist, and failing that, he jerked them down, and in doing so, his hand cupped my vagina and he squeezed, really hard. I couldn't help but cry out and reach with my hands to try and get him to let go, and as I bent over, he used his free hand to push me over, and I fell on my back, smacking my head on the carpeted floor, and just as when Jewan had taken my virginity, I was stunned and dazed.
I perceived, rather than felt, Duane take my legs and lifting them onto his shoulders, and I perceived, rather than felt, his leaning forward, bending my body almost in half, but there was no mistaking the feeling as he pushed his hips forward, and his cock-head pushed to my folds, and then pressed harder, until they parted ways, and let his shaft penetrate me. I arched my back as he pushed and pushed, seeming to take forever to push his inches and inches into me, until he bottomed out, and I winced with a yelp.
Duane didn't even have the decency to pause long enough to let my vagina adjust to him, and he began thrusting immediately, long, hard, and fast thrusts, not the slow and passionate love that Jewan would make to me. In a way, it felt more like Mr. Davis, although, somehow, I knew this wasn't going to be done in two minutes. I felt his relentless thrusting into me, several times his thrusts were particularly hard and deep, and in these I cried out in pain, my cervix still a virgin, as it were, and the battering it was taking hurt a lot. My voice could only gasp and cry while Duane became most intimate with his knowledge of my body, and I became fully aware of what was happing to me shortly after he invaded my body. My eyes were wide open, and searching the room, anything to avoid the deep and penetrating stare Duane had, while his hands gripped my wrists, and he held me firmly to the floor, and he kept thrusting his cock, more and more, harder and harder, it seemed, until he would push through my cervix, and into my womb.
His own voice was nothing but the masculine grunts and moans of pleasure, as my body did what a woman does to a man, and my tunnel began to squeeze on him, until he suddenly spasmodically thrust into me, his back arched like a wolf baying at the moon, and he ejaculated into me. I can only say that the man had enormous balls, and the amount of semen he flooded me with was more than I had ever seen before. When I got home later, my thighs were smeared almost to my knees with his leakage, let alone what he had seeded deep into me.
By now, I was so exhausted, I was laying there limply, as he left his cock to soften in me, and he leaned down to kiss me. I tried to speak at first, my words cut off by his lips, and after the kiss, I looked him straight into his eyes. "I am not protected, you know."
His eyes got vacant for a moment, and then, saying nothing, he lifted himself off of me, and simply left me there, climbing the stairs. I took this as my cue, and made my way presentable as fast as I could, and almost ran home, tears streaking. I don't know why, I don't know how, but I knew it. I was pregnant.
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Santa's Helper
The holidays were here, and that meant time to do community things. Help the less fortunate, and work in fundraisers to get money for charities, things like that. I sometimes wondered why only the end of the year was the only time the focus was truly on such efforts, that they should be year-round, but that was for another time. This year, my community group was helping a charity get toys for children of military families. They needed a helper, to play one of Santa's people, elves, I guess you could say, to move children along, get them to smile, and generally do what things needed to be done. So I volunteered, thinking what I could do worse for a Saturday, and the answer turned out to be plenty.
The uniform I was asked to wear was like one would see at the Santa's picture booth in a shopping mall. Short red and white skirt, black boots, a jacket, and a Santa hat. I was late doing my shopping, and struck out when I went to get the right kind of outfit at a costume store, and so when I called the event organizer, she said not to worry, that she had something I could use, and to come over. I made the cross-town trip and made the pick up, the poor woman obviously harried as it was so close to the event, that I didn't even bother to examine the costume. I just grabbed it with a wave and went home. It was there I found that I had a small problem. It didn't fit.
It was so small, it didn't really fit anywhere. The skirt waistband, I could actually squeeze into, if I held my breath, but the hemline was way too short, despite the fur along the bottom. My husband loved it, as it only came part-way down my butt, and left the lower third of my cheeks exposed, not to mention my vulva, but there was just no way it was going to work. The jacket was even worse, in that no matter how hard I exhaled, the buttons were just not going to allow it to close around my 34C breasts. In short, the costume was just too small! Taking everything off, and standing there in just my panties, I hmm'd and hawed over how to fix it, when my husband piped up. 
"Just wear something close... the kids aren't going to care, they're going for Santa, not you!" As his common sense approaches went, his words of wisdom were quite right, and who would care what I wore? I mean, if I wore blue jeans and down parka, it wasn't like I was going to get complaints. Besides, I was volunteering, and it wasn't like I could get fired, so I folded the costume up, and began to dig through my own wardrobe.
The easiest thing to solve was the black boots. I was going to wear mine anyways, so it was merely a matter of pulling my black patent-leather stiletto boots from the back of the closet and giving them a quick once-over. Or, in this case, dusting the darn things off. Setting them aside, I looked harder to see what I could see. My fingers indexed through dresses and long skirts, and a few made me smile, only because of how ridiculous they would be. A crimson formal satin gown wouldn't be very appropriate, nor functional, and a gingham-pattern cotton summer dress in red wasn't going to work, either. Mrs. Claus might be a homebody, but it was going to be cold out!
Switching sides of my closet, and shifting the big sliding doors, I began to look at other clothing, and my brain began to wrack. Then it hit me like a truck. I didn't need to wear anything with fur-trimming! Suddenly, my options opened up, and I found two options. One was a maroon satin halter dress, with the skirt hemmed at my knees. The bared shoulders and back would be a problem, but I would be indoors, and so I could maybe just wear my white sweater. The other was my bright red satin circle skirt, and matching red and white cowgirl blouse. The hem was just above my knees, and the seams were white piping, and I would normally wear it with my white boots, but it was red, it was white, and it would fit! I checked on my black belt, just to be able to finish the ensemble. Relieved, I nodded to myself and closed the closet, the issue settled.
Two days later was Saturday, and time for the event. I awoke and got cleaned up, deciding to put my blonde hair side-swept and over my head, leaving the longest tresses to fall past my shoulders, and making me look about two inches taller than I really was. But at five-foot four inches, I needed the extra height. With the boots, I could manage a passage five-eight, and that helped me deal with some of the troublesome parents I was told to expect. A little blush, and some red lipstick to match my clothing, and I would be ready to get dressed.
Sliding the blouse on was done out of habit, for I'd worn the combination many times. So often, in fact, that I forgot to wear my bra. I usually go bra-less, so I didn't even realize that problem, until I was at the event, and the first cold wind of the day shot through my top like it was see-through. I had the presence of mind to wear red panties, though, red-shiny silk, as those are what my husband likes most. Bikini-cut and high over the hip, they would almost look like I was wearing a thong, if I bent over. With a black patent-leather belt to match my boots, I rather looked like Mrs. Claus, or perhaps even Miss Claus?
The first thought that I was not wearing enough came when I was walking across the lot, a cold Santa Ana (no pun intended) wind blowing, while I was carrying two stacked boxes of supplies and not only were my nipples hard and erect, but my skirt was flying about. My hands being full, I was helpless to prevent my hemline from showing more than I wanted, a couple of times giving a complete glimpse of my panties as the satin hemline flew up above my waist. I was never so glad to be back indoors, my skin flushed with embarrassment and from the cold. Only a couple of people made comments, one of them an older lady who spoke loud enough that I should know better. And perhaps she was right.
Things were uneventful for a while, parents shuttling kids about, and our jobs rotated to keep things interesting, although my nipples remained clearly hard and erect the entire time. The gentle rubbing of the inside of my silky-soft blouse, and the cool temperature were keeping them at full attention. I was first to help kids on and off Santa's lap, and trying to get them to smile, then it was my turn to hand out the photographs, and lastly, it was to sign-ups. It was there I started to feel some eyes upon me, and I noticed when I bent down to read and initial the customer receipts, that the men seemed to be staring at me a little harder. More than once, I caught a guy either trying to peer down my blouse, or sneak a peek under my skirt. If I met eyes with a guy, I would give a smile, and if a woman was glaring at me, I would try and be disarming. After an hour and a half of this, I was getting tired of the people, the leering eyes, and I needed a break, and a bathroom. 
I didn't have to wait overly long to get a replacement, and I walked to the nearest bathroom, which was down the hallway separating two stores in the strip mall. For those not in the know, Southern California is littered with these mini-malls, and they have accesses and parking in front and in back, and sometimes, communal restrooms, rather than store-dedicated facilities. So to find the bathroom was to walk back outdoors, this time with my hands firmly on my skirt, and head down the line of shops, and down the exterior hallway to the back of the mall, and to the bathroom. This hallway was actually more like a tunnel, and the winds came through it at tremendous force. There was nothing I could do about it, other than grimly hold one hand to my crotch, and the other behind me, and let the rest of my skirt flap in the wind. Exiting the wind tunnel, I had to walk past three younger men, sharing some sort of talk, and making a rude comment or two as I passed them. Of course, the door to the ladies' room was so hard to open, it took both hands, one on the wall, and one on the door handle to open it, and I had to let my skirt loose for those few seconds as I did so, fighting the door closer and the wind. I only heard a partial loud offer from one of those guys, something about offering me ten bucks for ten minutes, as I let the door shut firmly behind me, glad to have the wind out of my hair, or skirt at least. 
I finished my business, and exited the bathroom, ready for my next assignment, whatever it would be. I had to push against the door, using most of my weight, and it gave way grudgingly, as the stiffening winds were fighting me. Once back outside, I let the door slam, and I made my first act to work my hands to my skirt. I turned, to find the three hoodlums standing there, right at me, with one in front of me, and one to either side. From left to right, they were all Hispanic, bald, skin-head sort of toughs, with tattoos, and despite the fact it was freezing, to me at least, they were only wearing those extra-long shorts and a shirt, with sweat jackets. I suddenly gulped, as the one reached for my wrist and grabbed it, and then the other, nearly simultaneously, yanking my hands from my skirt. It immediately began to fly in the winds, and expose my panties, which the cretin in front decided he would reach for. Cupping my mound, he clenched his fingers, snagging some of my trimmed public hair in his fingers, at the same time he began to yank at the front of my panties, stretching them, until he could get a better grip on them, by twisting his wrist. His free hand went to my throat, not really choking me, but keeping my torso at bay so I couldn't even bite him.
Yanking hard, he was trying to tear my panties from me, as I was writhing in their grip, trying to shake them off. I felt my panties being pulled, the back pulled fully between my cheeks, and the thin fabric now forced between my labia, as the pull began to lift my feet off the ground. Flailing my legs, I felt myself begin to fall, and I finally found my voice, and screamed, as loud as I could. As I went down, my attackers did the same, holding my arms in a hard grip of my wrists, while their leader began to change direction, and pull my panties down. The vile man had managed to descend to his knees, inside my boots, and he was beginning to use his free hand to grope my breast through my blouse. Soft, shiny satin was no match for the guy's grip, and he got a full handhold on my body, the rough skin of his palm beginning to tease my nipple, as my heart hammered, and my eyes were wide open in fear. I managed to scream two more times, before one guy shoved his handkerchief into my mouth, stifling me. I was so afraid that my cries would have been lost in the howling wind!
Hands began to paw at me, and the leader finally just lay his body on mine. I grunted as I felt his weight, my thighs forced apart, and one of his hands still trying to work his way past my panties. I felt his shaft bared to me, and he began to dry-hump me right there in full view of the back of the strip mall. All it would take was one lucky thrust, and his cock would force its way past my panties, and into me. And he almost did. He finally just aimed his cock at my vagina, and began the push, using all his might, as I lay there wriggling under him, my arms still in a vise-like grip, and my legs trying to kick. His hammer began to forge his way into my pussy open by pushing against my panties, and the thin fabric began to stretch, down my mound, and he pushed about an inch of my panties into me, as his cock thrust. It was so painful, I could not help but scream into the gag, my muscles fully tensed and taut as I felt my core being violated. He had retreated, and thrust again, my eyes wincing in fear and pain, when suddenly the two hands holding my arms released me, and I suddenly felt him lifted from me. 
I opened my eyes, and saw two men from our group, and one of the women, the men trying to subdue the would-be rapist, and the women watching in some sort of shock, it seemed, amazed at everything. Their struggle did not last long, though, as the gangbanger managed to free himself, and my last sight of him was as he pulled up his shorts and covered his cock, while trying to run. By then, the other woman was at my side, trying to comfort me, and the men joined soon after, helping me to my feet. In short order, I was ushered into an office of one of the stores, and I was talking to the event organizer. Hot coffee was thrust into my shaking hand, and I was given a blanket, taken from, or donated by, one of the other merchants. 
What happened? Why didn't I yell for help? I was asked about calling the police, did I want to file a report? How was I? Did I want to see a doctor? What was my husband's cell number? How could they help? The questions came at me so fast, so furious, that it actually made me angry. Here I was, a near-rape victim, and these well-wishers were nearly assaulting me with their good intentions. I finally just snapped and said I was alright, and for them to leave me alone, and I would be out in a second. Taking heed, the small throng left, except for the event organizer. She offered to wait outside for me, and give me the time I needed.
I sipped the really bad coffee, trying to get it past my lips three times before declaring it hopeless, and I then rose, letting the blanket fall over the chair, and took stock. I looked at my outfit, and was surprised to find that other than a few extra wrinkles, it was actually in good shape. Nothing was torn, although the top button of my blouse was missing, I suppose when one of them tried reach inside my blouse to molest my hardened nipples. My boots had a couple of scuffs on them, as did my belt, but the rest seemed in amazingly good shape. I lifted the front of my skirt, and gently slid my panties down to my knees, and looked at them more carefully. The elastic was rather strained, and they would probably have to be thrown away when I got home, but the only real problem was the wetness in the crotch. I don't know if the guy had a control problem, or if I all the wetness there was my own lubrication, or a combination of both, but it looked like I was ready for a gang-bang. I pulled my panties back up, and reset my skirt, brushing it off, front and back, until I felt presentable. About then< I heard a knock on the door, and it was the organizer, her voice full of sympathy.
She was asking if I was alright, and if I wanted to go home. But something in her expression told me something was up, and she was really asking for something else. So I shrugged, and told her I would be fine, and that there was no serious damage. I told her I could stay on, and go back to the photo booth. What she said next was surprising...
 (More in the next chapter- Merry Christmas!) 
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My jaw hit the floor when I heard the organizer's request. It had not been enough to have just been accosted, and nearly raped, and now this woman had the audacity to take over another person's job, someone who had been mugged on his assignment, and wanted to go home! His assignment, frankly, should not have been difficult. It was just a matter of making holiday food deliveries to families and shut-ins who had little or no means to have a hot, healthy meal on this special weekend. Drive to the assigned locations, carry in a couple of plastic grocery bags of already prepared food, and smile and leave. I was told the poor man had a run-in with a guy while he was leaving his ATM, and all his withdrawn cash was taken. It was more just a coincidental turn of bad luck than anything else. The more I thought about it, I began to consider it. I mean, how hard could it be? Drive up, drop off, leave. Simple! Besides, it got me away from the mall, and the people who knew what happened, and were making me feel more uncomfortable just knowing what had almost happened to me.
I was given a map, two sets of meals to deliver, and advised I should bring my jacket. Not being well-prepared for a change like this, I just shrugged that off, and figured I would be in and out quickly, and I could stand in the chill for a few minutes. After all, I would be taking meals to people who may not even have shelter. Grabbing my purse, keys, and the two meals, I headed to the parking lot, and to my car. It only took about thirty-seconds before I got a wolf-whistle from some guy as I was pretty much strutting across the parking lot. My stiletto'd boots making my hips sway, and my red satin circle skirt floating unhindered nearly to my waist as my hands were full. I imagine I looked pretty fuckable just walking.
Shortly after, I managed to find the first address, in an older neighborhood. I was greeted at the door by a kindly little old lady, and she was so kind as to even to share her tea. She was so sweet, I had to spend just an extra moment with her, and I could see why people did this on a regular basis. But I had more deliveries to make, so I bade her farewell, and made my next delivery. I found it without great difficulty, but the area was rather unnerving. A poorer section of town, the rundown motel was a simple two-story affair, and as I pulled in, I could see that there were people hiding in the inner parking lot, or loitering. Some were looking bored, one was an obvious prostitute, and a several of them were probably homeless. A few were rather tough-looking, and as I made my way down the corridor, I made a special effort to gather my skirt and hold it close.
One man, in particular, gave me a hard stare. He was larger than me by far, possibly nearly six-feet four, and well over 200 pounds. With almost coal-black skin, a shaved head and some dark-looking tattoos, he looked scary enough, without his dark sunglasses and torn jeans worn low, to a point I was sure they would simply just fall off. He didn't even have his pants buckled! I had never felt so self-conscious in my life as I passed him, and even though I couldn't see his eyes, I could feel him leering at me, as my hips swayed and my unconstrained breasts jiggled inside my satin blouse, nipples still hard and full from the cold and the soft caress of the thin, silky material covering them.
I lost track of him as I made a turn down an entryway, to climb a set of stairs. Out of habit, I lifted my free hand to the stair rail, and my skirt was let loose, billowing softly as I climbed to the second floor. The stiletto heels of my boots required a little extra help with my balance on stairs, and this was no exception. I just had to endure the embarrassment and I was a bit chagrined as another couple of rude shouts rang across the quad about me, but I had to pay it no mind. I could not go fast enough for my comfort anymore, and so I made my way as quickly as I could, to the designated room number. I knocked on the door, a rapid staccato of my knuckles on hollow wood. As I stood there, waiting, I looked around, and saw what felt like a hundred eyes on me. I turned to look back at the door, as the seconds seemed to be like hours, before knocking again. Nothing. So I knocked again and simply waited, my head straight forward as I held myself in a poise to offer help to the needy. After that knock, there was still no answer. I had just finished my third knock, when a deep voice coming at me spoke.
"They done goan', whitebread..." the deep voice seemed to resonate down the hallway, and I turned to see who it was who spoke. My jaw dropped again as it was that man, the guy with the sunglasses, and skin so dark, I would likely not see him in a dark alley. Yet here he was, coming towards me, or was it at me? I turned to face him, trying and failing miserably to control the sudden lump in my throat, as well as my sudden reaction to run like hell. But as I looked at him, then past him, and then around me, I suddenly realized I had nowhere to go. The second-story hallway ended two doors down, and the only way down was past the thug. I stood with my boots together tightly, and my one hand filled with two plastic bags of a ready-to-eat holiday meal, and my other suddenly lost between my skirt and my chest, suddenly unsure which to protect. The open quad of the parking lot was allowing the wind-storm to circle and eddy its currents, and the updraft was playing hell not only with my skirt, but the thin red satin of my blouse. The soft fabric was trying to fit like a second skin to my C-cup breasts, and my nipples were full and erect from the chill and the soft caresses of the satin covering them. The matching red satin skirt was floating and flying in the wind, updrafts allowing those below to leer at my matching red bikini panties, as well as this guy coming to me at a rather unhurried pace. The hemline rose and fell as the currents wafted in and out, until reason finally fell into my head, and I dropped my free hand to cover my front, and to hell with the rest. I had to do something to maintain my modesty in this situation.
I cleared my throat, and tried to sound as reasonable as I could. "Well... I am supposed to deliver this meal to them..." I spoke slowly. "Do you know where they may be staying?"
The man simply gave me a predatory look now as he continued to me, his voice low and deep as he replied. "Proll'y skipped out, like most folks here. I doubt they comin' back." He finished. By then, he was right in front of me, and I had maybe a small amount of personal space in front of me, and the rest of the aisle-way behind me, which wasn't much, maybe twenty feet.
"I see..." and I paused, my mind suddenly trying to find a solution here. I was scared, not only because of what had happened to me earlier that day, but also because I was in an ugly part of town, and in a seedy hotel, filled with some of the discards of our community. To make things worse, I was alone, and like an idiot, I had left my purse and cell phone in my car. My only defense was my single car key and the automatic door remote control. "ummm... well, would you like to have it?" and I offered my hand holding the meal out to the man, in hopes that he may be hungrier than hornier.
He looked at it, and then around, as if pondering what to do next. He suddenly seemed to make a decision, and he slowly turned his head to look directly face me, and a slow, wide smile crept across his face. For the first time, I got a real good look at him, and I noticed he had a long scar across his forehead, as well as one down his cheek. His ebony skin shone, like it was freshly oiled, and his smile showed a large gap between his two front teeth. "Yeah, I could eat sumpthin'" and as I heard his words, I felt elation and relief. I would get out of this without any hassle, and could say I helped a man in need!
His hand reached past the bag, however, and he reached to my upper arm and shoulder, caressing the silky material before clutching my shoulder. "You know, we doan' off'n get someone like you down here. I think you'll join me." And with that, I suddenly grew nervous again. His hand reached to the door I had been knocking on, and with a simple twist of his wrist, he opened it, and my eyebrows raised up.
He noticed my look, and laughed in that deep timbre. "Ain't none o' the locks work here, whitebread." I started to protest as his hand began to usher me inside.
"I... I should go..." and my voice became a sudden shout as the ushering became a shove, and only the quick steps in my boots kept me from falling over on my side. "Hey!"
For some reason, I took great effort to make sure nothing happened to the meal in my hand, and it managed to stay in the bag and off the ground. Well, that is, until I got a look at the apartment. The place was disgusting, and even as my eyes were taking it in, the stench was assailing my nostrils, and my scrunched face told the whole story in my head. The scents of filth, staleness, urine, and perhaps something I didn't want to think about were all about the room, and the walls were covered with a mix of stained and faded paint, holes, and graffiti. Some words and symbols I could not identify, some comments were lewd, even to the point of identifying particular people. There was some broken furniture in the place, too. Cheap kitchenette with burns on the table, ripped and cut chair upholstery, and a refrigerator left over from the Eisenhower Administration. The freezer door was missing from it, and the main compartment door was latched shut. Even so, it still smelled awful. All this registered in just a few fractions of a second, it seemed, and as I regained my balance, the whole sensory input made me drop the bags of food on the floor, and lift both hands to my face. Nothing could stop the scent from hitting me full-force, but it was a natural reaction of shock and revulsion.
I turned to look at my tormentor, and he simply stood there, blocking the door frame with his entire body, almost acting as a complete door himself, he was so large. His hands clenched together, one into the other's palm, and he cracked his knuckles. Switching hands as the first was done. His eyes now leered at me blatantly, and I could feel his... whatever. I was filled with fear, and with dread. "You... aren't going to let me go, are you?" I spoke softly and asked with a sense of resignation.
He grunted. "When I'm done with you, maybe. But for now, you an' me gotta date. Into the bedroom, bitch!" and he made to step in and close the door with a swipe behind him. The only thing keeping me from vomiting from the air was the winds blowing in from that open portal, so I asked him to leave it open. He shrugged, and left it loose, and then advanced on me, pushing me in front of him, both his hands on my shoulders as I stepped in my booted heels as fast as I could manage, my body being steered deeper into the apartment.
I managed to push open the bedroom door as we reached it, and inside was more surprise. A single bed, queen-size, it looked like, no bedding or sheets, but it had some stains on it. One of them looked like maybe blood. There was a broken headboard with bedposts, and I could see lengths of some sort of cord or rope at the feet of the ones I could see. My mind was taking in all these things, and the lump in my throat returned. Questions ran through my mind. What could I do? What would happen? Would I survive?
There was no doubt now I was going to be raped. I knew in my heart that this thug was going to take me and bed me, until he had his fill, or rather I had his fill. Perhaps even more than once. My thoughts began to shift now, from defiance and fighting, to that of survival, and I tried to remember the things that the public service announcements and the police said. Be calm... be reasonable... comply if you have to. Well, it was looking like I was going to have to do the last one, certainly.
A window was above the bed, and the panes were broken, allowing the cold wind inside. With the front door open, and the window broken, the outside air came rushing in, and my skirt and blouse immediately reacted to the forces of nature's gusts, but it also swept the stench from the room, and before very long, I could actually smell and not worry of adding my stomach contents to the odors.
Once into the bedroom, he gave me a shove to the bed. I managed to catch myself before falling onto it, and I stood upright, and looked to him, assuming a posture of a woman of dignity. With my boots together, and my hands clasped in front of me, I spoke clearly, and what I hoped, confidently. "Alright... I know what you want. So I will make you a deal. I won't fight you, and you will have what you want, but you don't hurt me, and you let me go after. And please... wear a condom?"
He started to shrug off his coat, and his shirt came off, to reveal nothing but his ebony-black skin, and a hard, well-defined and chiseled physique. Had the circumstances been different, he might be a man some of my friends might fight over for a wild night with. The man paused. I think it had actually put him off-balance that his prey would make an accommodation, and offer a deal. I was surprised when he took his sunglasses off, and revealed almond-shaped wide eyes, almost bug-eyed looking. Together with his scar and his weird smile and the scar on his forehead, he was not a very handsome man, to say the least. His eyes narrowed slightly as he considered, and then he nodded.
"Alright, white bitch. All except the last part. I doan' wear rubbers. Ever." And as he finished his words, he had kicked out of his shoes, and hooked his thumbs into his waistband, using little effort to make his pants fall to his ankles. What I saw made me gasp as he stepped clear out of his clothing, now naked before me.
The man was gifted by nature. Relaxed, his shaft was easily six or seven inches, and swayed lazily as he shifted from one foot to the other. I stood there, frozen for a moment, immobilized with a sense of awe. I had never been with a black man before, and of course, everyone had either heard or read about the typical black male. Well, he wasn't typical, he was beyond that! I collected my sense and merely nodded now, resigned to my predicament. I had little choice now. I wasn't going to make love to the man, but he was going to fuck me, pure and simple. I hesitated for a moment, trying to figure out what I could lay on, as the bed was just... disgusting. He made the decision for me by just reaching out and pushing me over the bed, and then smacking my ass hard as I was bent over it. In a hurry, I clambered on, trying to remember the least-soiled spot to lay on.
As I lay back on my elbows, I made a small effort to smooth my skirt, just something out of habit, and I let my boots spread wider, and bent my knees until the heels dug into the mattress. Splayed loosely like this, the hem of my skirt slid up my thigh, to bunch at my waist, and expose my panties to him. I glared at him as I felt his skin on my hips, his fingers dragging my panties down, until the elastic forced my knees together, and I lifted my feet, and allowed him to remove them completely. He simply tossed them aside as he clambered on the bed, and pushed his way between my knees.
I looked into his eyes, speaking calmy, much more calmly than I felt, and my voice was even, almost monotonous. "You realize that I came to help you, and I am going to hate you when you are finished for this..." and I was shocked at his response.
"Hate me in nine months, ho'...but now you goan' love my cock like no one else!"
I shifted my gaze as I noticed some motion, and he had drawn his hand to his cock, which by now was growing, and I could see it literally grow before my eyes, each heartbeat making it bigger and harder, bouncing with his pulse, until he was able to start to rub it against my body, my crotch, without adjusting his posture, one hand next to my shoulder, and his knees between mine. He towered over me, and my thoughts were forlorn. He was right. I was going to love this. Even if I didn't want to.
One thing I was worried about was my body's reaction to sex. Some people are quiet, some moan, and some grunt. Me? I am a wailer, as my husband calls me. The feel of a man inside me can simply control my vocal chords just with a simply in and out thrust. My body feels it like electricity, and I wind up crying out with each thrust, and my arms and legs flail about, sometimes fully extended and flexed as I feel a shock of sexual pleasure with each thrust. I am so bad that in the two instances my husband and I went to 'go natural' and have sex outdoors, my crying out caused someone to call the police. They took some convincing that our encounter was consensual, and only the fact that the cops were patient enough to follow us to our car and get our ID was enough to prove we were indeed married, and I was not being raped, was what kept my husband from being arrested. That thought flashed through my mind, wondering if my responses were going to draw the police, and maybe my rescue?
I felt his cock start to rub up and down at my labia, my body already moistened from my earlier encounter, and the thick black head was, in a way, very erotic to me, and even as I was dreading what was about to happen to me, I could not help but feel a certain rush of something in my blood. He took a few moments to feed his cock to my lips, parting them until he used that weapon against my clitoris.
I felt it as a bolt of lightning as his cock began to tease my pearl, his grip making it circle against my hooded organ, and I folded, collapsing on the bed as my elbows gave way, my arms out at my sides. I managed a last whimper, begging him. "Please... don't... you don't have to do this..." and I looked into his eyes, pleading. Sadly, his eyes were as dark as his skin, and his only reply was to draw his cock down to my opening, and he grunted with a thrust as he began to drive that man-meat into my vagina. I let out a loud gasp, and my body began to stretch at my opening as he thrust, taking a few tries, pushing against my vaginal tunnel, until he was able to force his way in, and my eyes rolled back in my head. My back arched and I cried out, suddenly oblivious to all about me, except that huge black cock and the fury of pleasure my body was experiencing.
He pushed in further, making only one additional thrust as he forced himself on me, and in me, until he was buried in my depths. I gave a sharp cry as his cock hit my cervix, and he stopped, probably another inch or two to go until he was pelvis-to-pelvis with me. He rested there, a small gesture of kindness to my body as I stretched to accommodate him. But his patience was not long, and the next thing I knew, his hands were on my blouse, ripping it open, the soft red satin separating from the small pearl buttons holding it closed, the little round balls flying everywhere. Now I was laying there, my legs splayed, arms apart, and my bare breasts exposed. I had nothing left to hide from him, as he began to pull his cock out with his hips, a long, slow withdrawal, until it felt like he was nearly out of me, before pushing back in, a long, slow, firm push. And there my wailing began.
From deep in my diaphragm it came, the soft, but guttural wailing of a woman's soft voice. It wasn't piercing, but it was loud, and my head rolled back as my back arched again and my jaw was pointed skyward. With my soft painted lips open, my hands clenched into to fists, and my knees drawing higher, the sexual tension was building in my body faster than I had feared. Whatever hopes I had of not being forced to enjoy this were gone in a flash. I was going to climax, and it was just a matter of when, or even, how many times.



The juices of my lubrication were well-coated on his black cock now, and he could move inside me without restriction, which he began to do. His thrusting was still slower than I expected, but the force of it was dizzying. And each time he rammed his cock back into me, my chest exhaled in a wail, the timing driven solely by his cock. I was losing my identity as a married woman, and becoming simply a woman, being mated by a man of superior strength and power. He had been right. I was becoming his.
His pace began to pick up slowly, and I felt a new sensation as he latched his teeth and lips to my breast, and I felt the sting of his bite, and suckling, latched on just above my nipple. I sucked in air between my teeth, until he thrust back inside me, and my body wailed. It became like a game to him, I think, his body playing mine to make sounds as he wanted to, and after a few minutes, I had marks on both my breasts, several of them. He then lowered himself onto me fully, and I grunted under his weight, my hands now reaching to his shoulders as he laid on me, and his pace began to increase.
My eyes were wide open now, each shot of pleasure making me flinch and wail, my eyes darting about, seeing the walls, the side of his head, and my boots, the stiletto heels pointed straight up as my body opened for him fully, denying him nothing. His pace increased even more as my body began to clench, and bear down on his cock. A couple of grunts from him, and my own wailing, and I felt his hand yank my head by the hair sideways, and he bit my neck, suckling there, too. Hard and demanding, like a vampire, maybe? And my body went out of control, my voice suddenly screaming as I bucked, my muscles contracting as I orgasmed. Sudden, and without warning, his bite had pushed me over the edge, and I threw all my energy into it. The wave of release was almost excruciating in the intensity, and yet he was simply able to keep thrusting in me, despite the clench of my tunnel on his cock. And despite my body's motions, he kept atop me, and continued thrusting, at his pace, ever increasing.
After an eternity of his sucking my neck, he rose off of me, lifting himself on his arms, and while the ability to breathe better was welcome, it somehow allowed him to thrust harder into me, and my wailing resumed quickly. My fingers tried to claw at the mattress now, heedless of how filthy it was, and my feet were high in the air. And as he thrust, he spoke in between.
"See.. bitch... tol' ya." And his voice grunted deeply as he began to suddenly thrust rapidly.
His pace started me all over again, and his cock thrust into my body, not quite jolting me, but sending bolts of raw sexual pleasure through me, until I was panting with a loud wail, lips parted and my body flexed as I felt my climax again coming. Between his grunts and my wailing, I finally saw someone in the room with us, but I couldn't pay them no mind, as he began to ram his cock home into my pussy, and the action caused my own screaming orgasm, the second in just a few minutes.
My voice must have pushed him over the edge, or my tunnel massaging his as he thrust, because he suddenly bellowed and shoved his cock into me as far as he could. I yelped in pain as the head of his cock abused my cervix, but the splash of his semen that flooded my body must've been enormous. I felt a stream of his leak out between my folds and his cock, and it was a lot. Probably the most I had ever felt in my life.
He continued to thrust several more times, deep, long thrusts, each one must have been an additional squirt of his seed into my valley, and I was by now exhausted. My feet collapsed to the bed with a bouncing thud, knees flat on the bed, spread apart, and my hands above my head, with bent elbows, as my eyes stared in a glaze at him, my chest heaving and coated with a thin sheen of sweat, despite the cold weather, and maybe a dozen of his hickeys on my tender breasts.
He finally lifted himself off of me, and I began to softly cry, knowing that he had consumed me, and I was not only helpless to stop it, but that, in fact, I had enjoyed him. It may have been by force, but there was no doubt I had climaxed, twice. He grunted and started to dress, looking down on me as my eyes wept soft streams to the mattress.
"Damn, bitch, you fuck good. I'm gonna' have to get more of you."
My eyes turned to him, and I started to speak. "You are such a bastard..." was all I could think to say. It was then I looked at the far side of the bed, and for the first time fully realized that we were not alone, and that the three homeless men from before were in the room, and two of them were holding their cocks out...
(More to come!)
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I rolled over, my eyes wet, and my vision blurred. I was a sweaty mess on the bed, a despicable, shabby mattress stained with blood, something I couldn't identify, and now a mixture of the black man's semen and my own lubrication. A chill wind swept through the room, and I heard the unmistakable sounds of the man, my rapist, getting dressed. Along with the others who ventured inside from the cold. The broken window panes and the darkening breezes began to make me shiver. Or was that the adrenaline and fear of my situation? After a few sobs, I began to take stock.
I was able to move, I was able to breathe, and I wasn't in pain. Well, I had a certain soreness in my valley, but that was easily explained by the man who had just taken me against my will. My clothing, though, was in disarray, to be polite. Made of red satin, the circle skirt was wadded up and bunch about my waist, and my matching red satin blouse was ripped open down the front, the small pearl buttons scattered everywhere. My bra, of course, was not present, and my c-cup breasts were covered in a mix of deep, bruised marks from the man sucking my skin and biting, and from the smaller, more numerous purplish bruises of his fingers mauling me. I could feel a smearing of the semen and my juices between my closed thighs, and the cold wind was caressing my body, rapidly cooling me off, and replacing the post-coital glow with a shivering. Men's voices were nearby, and I could not forget the three men who had come in, and evidently watched a first-rate pornographic scene right in front of them, as the black thug had made me writhe under him while taking me for all I was worth. The voices were rather indistinct, though, partly because I felt a ringing in my ears, the normal consequence of having such a strong sexual exertion. The math was simple, two orgasms, plus physical exhaustion from the man's fornicating with me, and I was dazed.
But I wasn't out of it. So it was with some small resistance I was able to at first shake away the hand that reached for my arm. The hand was insistent, however, and joined by a second, and I was yanked back over, and onto my back. I looked around the room and saw the thug leaning in a corner, relaxed, looking on casually as my new tormentors took a growing interest in me. Or rather, in my body. They were Hispanic, or so they looked to me, and older. They spoke Spanish, to which I understood next to nothing, and as hands began to paw at me, and fondle my body, I tried to slap them away. My voice cried out in a shrill wail.
"You are just going to let them do this?" I cried to the thug. "We had a deal!"
He snorted a reply. "I left you unhurt... Not my problem if they want my sloppy seconds, whitebread." And he sidestepped and left the room, leaving me to the lustful desires of three homeless men.
Their scent was overpowering. Unwashed, a mix of grime, sweat, and that musky scent of men who haven't bathed in heaven knows how long. I gagged as one of them planted his lips to mine, and my eyes began to water from his odors. I struggled with a renewed vigor, and once even got a hand free, but the placement of one man's knees between mine kept me from getting very far.
Words were uttered, and while I didn't understand them, I understood what they were going to do. With hands and arms, the flipped me over, and a pair of hands grabbed my hips, and lifted me up onto my knees. My face remained planted in the mattress for only a short while, before the smell made me instinctively raise up on my hands as well. It was when I was up on all fours, that I felt it, the penetration of my pussy from one of the men. I have no idea who the man could have been, I never got a really great look at any of them. With the electricity undoubtedly cut off, there was no light to be had, and as night fell, I was lost in the inky blackness of the room, and my fears. And as before, with the first full sliding of that cock into my body, I gasped, and wailed...
The man did not take long, and it was with a huge relief, he pulled out. I could not really see what was going on around me, other than some ghostly shapes, and an odd reflection here and there, but I had a pair of hands on my wrists, and a pair on my hips. It was then my biggest fear was realized. The man behind me had taken his cock from my swollen, lubricated folds, and used my juices against me, and tried to force his way into my ass. I resisted him, yelping as he tried to push the head of his cock up my rectum, until I felt the stinging slap of his hand on my butt. It was more than a slap, it was the harsh spank of a man against a woman, and as he did it, somehow perversely it made me relax, even as I cried out, the burning warmth of my butt-cheek somehow competing for the burning heat of his cock forcing my ass open. He pushed, first popping inside one of my anal rings, and then the other, until I was now open to him,, and he began to push, a long, hard thrust to feed his cock into my body.
I had a fleeting thought that at least the good news was he wasn't hung like the black guy who took me first. But the thought was fleeting, and he began to thrust. Hard.
It took him several tries, but he finally managed to make me fall flat on my face on the bed, his knees between mine, and as I landed, I let out a feminine grunt. Nothing was able to break my fall, as the helpful hands on my wrists had pulled them forward, and making me fall in the first place. I was flat on the bed, my skirt up on my back, and my blouse open and exposing my bare chest to the mattress. I was crying now, with each thrust, the voice of passion mixed with the pain of anal rape, and as much as I was in fear, I soon found to my horror that it would get worse.
With the jabbering they were doing, it was like they were discussing something, and a few moments later, I discovered what it was. With a grunt and some applied physics, the man on top of me rolled over, and was able to roll me with him, the other four hands helping me around, until my full weight was upon the guy. My legs were splayed widely, outside his, and his hands reached up from below and began to molest my breasts. He pinched my nipples, and twisted them, each time making me wince and yelp in pain. The only plus side was that while his cock was still buried inside me, at least he wasn't thrusting. But that, too, would change.
I felt, rather than saw, the next man in line climb aboard the mattress, his body hovering atop mine for a long second, before I felt his cock begin to probe for my opening. It was then I began to really panic, and thrash about. Arms, legs, twisting and turning, I did everything I could. My eyes were wide open, yet I could see little, and as I thrashed about, a pair of hands grabbed my wrists, again, one at a time, and pull them, hard, this time, over my head. I cried out as I was suddenly restrained. As the man pushing to my vagina finally found my opening, that cry turned into a wail, the higher, louder, and more guttural expression of a woman in passion. Then as he shoved his cock easily into my pussy, the man below me began to thrust, in the limited fashion he could, and soon both cocks were moving in me.
I didn't know what to do. Scream? Laugh? Cry? All I knew was that I was experiencing something new, and I was out of control with it. Two men, one woman, and I was in the middle. Pain and pleasure intermixed, and the sensations were unbelievable. It felt good. It hurt. I had a small climax. I was gasping for air as the two men took me, and my arms were held above by a third. I gave up trying to think about the future, there was only the here and now, and were it only the black thug and myself, I might have relaxed and really enjoyed him. Instead, I was a frenzy of feelings, gasping and writhing.
But even my gasping for air became short-lived. I saw the shadow before it loomed over my eyes, and suddenly all was in darkness as my vision was obscured by the third man, having started to lean forward and feed his cock to my mouth. I had nothing to resist him with, no strength, and no ideas. So I let my mouth be used, and use it he did. The grunting of the men, the muffled wailing of a woman continued for what seemed hours. The man on top, his cock firmly thrust into my tunnel, came first, and he squirted himself into me. This seemed to spur the man on under me, who by now had made an Olympic sport of torturing my nipples, and he began to buck. As the man on top dismounted me, his thrusts became so great that I began to feel my hips becoming slightly airborne. But he never got to finish. There was a loud rumble, it sounded like, and shouts and suddenly flashes of light. My face was suddenly awash in the flood of a flashlight, and then the other men were also illuminated. My prayers had finally been answered, and the police had come to save me!
There were yells and shouts, and a couple of odd, male voices with muffled grunts and groans, and suddenly I was draped in a yellow rescue blanket. I lay there, sobbing openly now, holding to the blanket with all my strength. It was my warmth, and my sanctuary. A gentle hand laid on my shoulder, and I screamed "No!" only to be greeted by the soothing voice of a woman. She was a police officer.
I was given some time, and then asked to walk downstairs, if I could, or they would have the ambulance carry me. The room was awash in flashlights now, police officers, and a few firemen, including one very kind man who took all the time I needed, gave me water, and watched over me, telling me in a certain voice it was over, and I was safe. I heard a loud male voice yell nearby, and then a thump and a oomph. Somebody was being silenced. Maybe it was for my benefit, I'll never know. But I made my way downstairs, wrapped in the yellow blanket, and then a thick white one, and as I was being seated in the ambulance, one of the police came to me and asked if I would identify one of the men who raped me. I simply nodded.
I looked out, and saw the man they paraded out, wearing handcuffs. His skin was dark, black as coal, and he had an ugly scar on his forehead and his cheek. Large almond-shaped eyes made him look particularly unattractive, and his skin was an oily sheen in the light. I looked at him, and I stared him in the eyes. Something unsaid was exchanged between us, and I shook my head. I was going to be his.
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A month had now past since my ordeal. My visit to the hospital, and the interrogation by the police were all history. The three homeless men who raped and molested me were still in jail, and the big, black thug who stole my panties and raped me first was still on the street. I was home, and after the polite checking on my welfare, and so on, life began to return to normal. Well, almost normal. There was now something between my husband and me. Even when we were intimate, as I lay on my back in the wailing throes of his thrusts in me, part of me was not there. Part of me was still in that dingy, horrid apartment. Part of me was on my back, my panties torn from me, and my heels in the air. That part of me was craving being used by that black thug.
I couldn't put a name to the feeling, that need. But it came from deep within me. Somewhere inside me that started to make my body to respond to him, when he wasn't there. All I had to do was think about him, and I felt my body begin to tingle. I don't know whether it was his animal presence, the size of his manhood, or what it was, but somehow I knew I was going to go back to him. I had to. All I needed was the opportunity. Well, to know where he was would have helped, too.
My husband was very protective of me for a few weeks, and anyone who even looked leeringly in my direction got a stare, or some harsh words. And I was rarely left alone. It was almost suffocating, but then, my need was also a secret, so perhaps that was part of it. It wasn't about cheating on my husband, heavens no! I loved him deeply. But it was about being taken and used by a man who had such dominance that I could not help but surrender to him. So that month had seemed like an eternity, before I had my first chance. My husband had to go on a business trip, and for reasons that escape him, he was scheduled to leave on a Sunday afternoon. He would be back Friday, but in the meantime, I was on my own. On my own, but I was not going to stay alone.
I had no sooner seen my husband off at the airport, and I was almost speeding home. By the time I got there, I was in such a frenzy that I ran through my house, and into my bedroom, frantically digging into my drawer for my battery-operated-boyfriend. With my legs bound at the ankles by my jeans, and my shoes still on, I couldn't wait any longer to feel some relief. Without the usual teasing and building of tension, I turned that thing full power and almost slammed it in me, not even bothering to spread my labia apart. It was going to be like my being raped, only without the semen. I doubt it took a full minute, but when I was finished, I could hear my own voice ringing from the walls as I screamed in release. I was left lying on the bed, panting, my ears ringing and my eyes fuzzy. My arms flopped aside and the vibrator still buzzing on my thigh. I could feel beads of sweat begin to seep into the thin cotton of my shirt. I closed my eyes for a moment, and the next time I knew, it was getting dark in the room.
I awoke to find the vibrator dead on my bed and I was lying on my side, still partly clothed. I looked at my clock, and I had been out for almost an hour and a half. My heart immediately thumped as I remembered that this was the start of my best chance to find him, and have him. Or him have me. Whatever. I rose and showered, doing my hair into a long, soft fall down my shoulders and back. I didn't bother to curl it, excepting for my front bangs, which were getting long and in need of a trim. I put on my make-up, and added some blush and some dark eyeliner, finishing with a pink lipstick. I looked at myself in the mirror, and smiled. I hoped he would like what he saw. I rose and began to choose my outfit.
"What to wear... what to wear..." I mused to myself as I again searched my wardrobe. I found the same red satin blouse and skirt I had originally worn on our first encounter, and thought about it. Would wearing it again be right? In the end, I shook my head and moved on, justifying the decision as Christmas was done and gone. I thumbed through more outfits, discarding ones that were run-of-the-mill or unsuitable for what I hoped would happen. I came across a snake-skin print dress, the hemline about the same as my skirt, only the material was a thin cotton, and while it was actually a pretty dress, it was rather stiff. The one next to it was a black chiffon, with a very daring neckline. No bra with that one, for certain. I sighed as I discarded it. Too fragile. "What does a woman wear when she wants to have sex?" I mused. And as I finished the words, the answer hit me like thunder. Lingerie! It was already cold out, and I was going to wear a heavy raincoat, just to keep warm, so why bother wearing something underneath it? I crossed the room to my dresser, and began to look through the stuff I had.
Frilly and sheer? A corset? A simple satin slip? I poked about, and after looking a bit, frilly and sheer won. I picked out some white thigh-high hosiery I keep, and then pulled on the sheer babydoll. It only fastened in one point, a simple button just below my cleavage, and it left nothing to be imagined. I had intended to wear it on my wedding night, but that night was so fast and furious, I never got a chance to even put it on. Everything could be seen through the ultra-fine mesh of chiffon, my breasts and areolas were a soft, pink compliment to the snow-white material. The soft folds of chiffon draped open in a cascading tier on both sides, drawing aside to bare my midriff, hemmed to the bottom of my butt, and it float easily as I took a step. It was designed to reveal my form with a certain elegance, and perhaps innocence. But my innocence was lost long ago, and now it just looked revealing. I dug around for panties. The matching ones. Then with a start I looked up into the mirror with a realization. If I wore them, I'd likely never see them again. So I trashed the idea and finished readying myself, including placing a dash of perfume in my trimmed pubic hair. I had to get on all fours to dig into my closet for the white patent-leather heels, but I needed that extra four inches badly. Shiny and near-new, the blood-red soled Laboutin's were a perfect statement. Stepping into them, I primped and fluffed my babydoll, and gave a last check of my reflection before going to the front door and pulling on my black raincoat. Grabbing my keys and my purse, I locked the door behind me, almost trembling as I left for an uncertain night.
The evening was calm, thankfully, though it was cold. I could almost see my breath as I walked to the car. I took a moment to look down as I walked, and was pleased to see that even as I walked, the coat remained mostly closed, just a small flap of coat opening to reveal a glimpse of my legs. I got in the car and let it idle before driving off. As I sat there, I thought to myself. "What the hell am I doing?"
I was shaking my head as I drove to the downtown area. I didn't know what I was going to say, how I was going to say it, what I was going to do. Would I just throw myself at him? Would I play coy? What if he took the initiative? Would I resist? Could I? I was glad it took me a few extra minutes to find the area of those apartments. My mind was so overloaded that locating it was harder than I thought.
I did, however, have the presence of mind to park a couple of blocks away. This time, truly no one knew where I was, or what I was doing. I was completely on my own. I looked in the mirror one last time, and dabbed at a small smear of my lipstick, and opened the door. My heart was pumping intensely, and my whole body started to quiver. With one heeled-foot on the ground, I was getting ready to step into the next part of my life. Then with a loud ring, my cell-phone rang.
I nearly screamed, I was so startled, and I slammed the door closed, yelling an obscenity to the windshield. I hadn't realized how on edge I had become, and the innocent call on the phone had nearly given me a stroke. My hand went to my chest, and I held it there, trying to recover my breath, when it rang again. Taking a deep breath, I answered it. "Hello?"
"Hi, Honey! It's me! I landed just fine, and I am on my way to the hotel. I have to meet my boss for dinner, so I'll probably not be back until you are asleep. Get some rest, and I'll call you tomorrow! I love you!"
That last sentence kind of struck me in the heart, but at the same time, it did nothing to dissolve my resolve. I smiled into the phone, and told him I was glad he was safe, and to have fun. I told him I loved him and clicked off. I took a deep breath and shook my head. Then I tossed the phone in the glove compartment. No more surprises. Well, not unexpected ones. I made sure it was safe to get out, and I left the car, locking my keys and purse inside it. We had a spare hide-away key hidden in the bumper, just because I lost my keys twice, leaving me stranded. I knew I could get home, once I made it back to my car. So after taking a moment to straighten my coat, and looking around me, I started down the street, puffs of cold air blowing from my lungs as the night grew colder. My heels clicked and clacked on the sidewalk, the concrete wet in some areas from errant sprinklers, and I gingerly stepped around some of the deeper puddles. I was surprised to realize that even though the sun had gone down, it was still early. Early enough there should have been cars and trucks on the road. I only saw two the entire three block walk.
I did notice that the neighborhood had indeed changed, even in that short distance. It went from low-rent and run-down, to down-right decrepit. I could see that the only stores around were for lower-income earners. Liquor stores, pawn shops, and a few of those same-style motels or apartments I was looking for. Small, holding maybe two dozen rooms, they all opened onto a center parking area, with a small swimming pool that was fenced off. Lights were either burned out or flickering, and the eerie shadows they would cast inside gave me a lump in my throat. Those few that did work showed little more than where the trash was littered. Even the names of the businesses were often broken. More than one said that the establishment was "OPE".
There were several small apartment complexes along the way, including the one between two seedy motels. The lone, bare light bulb was the only illumination to the entryway, and it only brightened the short walls of the hallway. What lay beyond was very dark, indeed. I was standing in the very parking lot where I had been victimized the month previous, so I knew the layout of the building, just not the contents. I shivered, both from anxiety and the desire I felt. I took a deep breath, my gut-check as it were. Did I really want to do this? The butterflies in my stomach spoke loudest. Yes! So I took my first tentative step into the light of the bulb, and quickly through, my shape silhouetted as the light fell behind me. Just as I feared, I couldn't see a thing, but I felt I was being watched.
My knees were shaking with the stress of what I was doing, and it was all I could do to keep my teeth from chattering. I stood off to the side, to let my eyes adjust to the darkness, and as I waited, I could hear the odd voice or two, conversing, and the muted sounds of a television in one of the apartments. The shades were drawn, so I could only see slivers of light, the lonely beams casting a shaft across the sides of the walkway. Suddenly, my mind was flashing with all sorts of thoughts. Somehow, my plan, my fantasy, had all revolved around finding the one man. One of the toughest, and perhaps ugliest black men I had ever seen, and seeing only him. Now, here I was, wearing a soft, thin babydoll, thigh high hosiery, heels, and a raincoat. My plan came to a screeching halt. I found the area, but foolishly assumed he would be out in the open and easy to find.
I let my eyes adjust to the dim light and then began to simply walk. Along the sidewalk into the complex, listening here and there, casually. My heels made small clicking and scratching noises on the ground, and I accidentally kicked an empty aluminum can. I could feel that I was being watched, but like before, I decided to hold my head up high. My thinking went that if I looked like I belonged there, no one would bother me. I reached those stairs, the ones that lead to my current state, and with a moment's hesitation, I proceeded to climb them. With my coat belted shut, I was able to use my hand on the railing, and climb more easily that last time, of course, I wasn't also carrying two bags of meals and worrying of the hem of my skirt, like I had last time I was in that place. After reaching the top, I stepped down to that door, the apartment when I had been raped before, and stopped at the door. Pausing, my heart was thudding heavy in my chest, and I was almost ready to turn back. It was a sudden yell from below that startled me, and I stayed put until it was over. Nothing much, just two dwellers in what must have been a dingy apartment on the bottom floor yelling for something. My small fingers reached out for the door now, polished fingernails glinting in the moonlight. The knob was cold to my touch, and I closed my eyes softly and took a breath. If he was there, I was not going back. I tried the knob softly, and indeed, it opened, still unlocked, whether by design or breakage. I pushed the door in a fraction of an inch. It was black inside, and fortunately, no one appeared home.
I stepped in, and remembered there was no electricity, and therefore no light. I stepped carefully, almost trying to tiptoe into the room. Ears on high alert, I could hear moaning from the bedroom. I stepped closer now, and through the moonlight darkness, I could see the unmistakable form of a man and a woman, copulating. I stood there, mesmerized, as the two lovers fornicated, her voice a whimper, and his a low moan, each in time with the other, and the sounds of two bodies in collision almost echoing off the walls. Somehow, I found it all so erotic, and belatedly, as I stood there, I felt a drip inside my leg. My body was moistened, and ready, as if it was me on the bed, and that man screwing me. Part of me wished it was. Carefully, I backtracked, lest I got caught, and finally, after what seemed like an excruciating minute or two, I was able to escape to the landing and down the steps. I was met at the bottom with a big hand on my wrist. I gasped and looked first at the hand, and then along the arm and to the face. "You made it back, whitebread..." was all the ugly black thug said.
I looked at him, and suddenly my plan evaporated. I had no clue what to say. Or even what to do. The one thing I knew I didn't want was a public display. So I poised myself, leaving his hand on my wrist, and I looked at him. "We need to talk..." was all I said, and I let my voice trail off.
He grinned, stained teeth and a wide grin. Somehow, the grin did little to improve his appearance. He was ugly, and I doubt plastic surgery could help him. He smirked. "You got no proof that the lil' bastard inside you is mine..." he boasted in that gravelly deep and sinister voice he had.
I shook my head. "Not here. Find a place inside... please." The please was made almost as an afterthought. I was trying to appear confident, almost aloof, when what I really wanted to do was fall to my knees and suck his cock right there. But he acquiesced, and nodded. "Follow me" was all he said. His steps were much longer in stride than mine, and in my heels, I had to almost quick-step to keep up. The quick patter of my heels interrupted by the less-frequent thuds of his heavy boots echoed off the wall as he made his way, until we reached a corner door, almost underneath the other apartment. He pivoted and grasped the doorknob, and in one motion leaned against the door to pop it open. It gave way with a squeak.
"I oughta' bitch about that door..." he said, leading me into his place, "but it would do no damn good. I own the place."
My eyes leapt up in surprise, for I had no idea he was a landlord. I never would have thought he had the money. And as I looked about the place, I saw pictures and posters on it, many of his culture, and of his preference. Lewd images, posters like you might see in a mechanic's shop, and a wall covered in thumb-tacked photographs. The room wasn't brightly lit, just two lights, one in the kitchenette, and one in the room, but I could see well enough. I heard him rummage through his refrigerator as I looked at the pictures, my eyes narrowed to hopefully see just a bit better. It was then where I saw it. A picture of me, being raped and molested by those three homeless men. I don't remember seeing a flash, I don't remember hearing a camera, but the proof was right there. He drew up behind me and made a leering comment.
"I gotta' admit, whitebread, you sure looked like you were enjoying that." And he laughed.
I stood up and turned to face him, my heels properly together and my hands at my side. I wasn't sure if I was angry or afraid, but I was upset. "I gather that you are still holding copies somewhere?" I spoke with a hard edge in my soft voice.
My query was met with a laugh. "Hell no, bitch. I ain't smart like that to save 'em. Don't even have a computer. I just get'em printed to save them." And he went on to explain some of his favorites. One was a picture of him and two women, it turned out they were mother and daughter, both of them naked along with him, but smiling. Another was a woman on what looked like the same bed I had been on. "That one tried to resist me... you can see how that ended." And he laughed more as the picture showed her, a woman of great beauty, actually, her clothing sliced open and her wrists and ankles bound.
All the while, my heart was hammering, and my body trembling. While the room was warmer than outside, it certainly wasn't the temperature of my own home, yet I felt like I was getting a sunburn, I was so hot. I undid the belt of my coat, and began to wave the flaps in and out to cool myself, my actions catching his attention. I quickly closed them up and concealed my body. He furrowed his brows, and removed his sunglasses. I had been wondering how he could see, even in the light of the room, as he lightly discarded them onto the counter. He took a sip from a beer bottle. He then looked at me and gave a backwards nod of his head. Bugged eyes stared at me.
"Whutchyou want, whitebread?"
I looked at him with the most level gaze I could. I stood there, in the lion's den, my heart and body screaming to take action. Yet at the same time I began to feel angry. How could I feel like this for him? How could I bring myself to be here? What was I going to do? Would I go through with my plan? What about my husband? All these questions rushed through in a flash. What I was doing was wrong, and I knew it, but I couldn't bring myself to stop.
"Do you remember what I said to you in the bedroom?"
He grunted. "Not even... there been a lot of ho's since you been here" was his snide reply.
Non-plussed, I spoke evenly as I opened my coat, and let it drop to the floor. I stood before him, naked except for my white heels, white thigh-highs and white chiffon babydoll. "I told you I would hate you for the rest of my life." It felt a little odd standing there like that, with my body basically nude to him while I told him I hated the man, yet it summed up all the feelings I had. I hated the man, yet I had to fuck him until I passed out.



He snorted, and an evil grin crossed his face, making the ugly look even more sinister. "So? You still look like you wanna' feel my black snake inside you, whitebread."
I began to step to him, a smoldering look in my gaze, my folds probably dripping with anticipation and want. Hips swaying seductively as the cascade of my babydoll floated like a cape behind me. I reached him, and gently raised my hands to his shoulders, and then his neck. I murmured softly. "I still hate your guts..." and then my face reached for his, and I climbed onto my tiptoes, my tongue lewdly looking for his as I gently mashed my lips against his coal-dark ones, and kissed him like the true slut he had made me.
He was surprised maybe, but only for an instant, before his hands were on me, grasping my butt firmly in both hands under my babydoll. I felt each finger squeezing me, pulling my cheeks apart as I lifted my knee to try and rub my clit against him, my tongue on the attack on his mouth. He gave as good as he was getting, and perhaps better, for his tongue battled and wrestled with mine, until I was moaning in sheer enjoyment. The picture must've been a sight, a white woman dressed in bridal lingerie against a hard, black, sinister man, like an innocent about to be plundered by a victorious raider, and I wish now that there had been a mirror to see it all. I probably would have climaxed on the spot, not that the man didn't give me more than one anyways. After long moments of animalistic kissing, l came up for air, and I spoke to him, looking him directly in the eyes.
"I hate you for this." Was all I could say. "But you better fuck me senseless... I have been wanting you ever since last time."
The thug grunted, and gave me barely a smile. But he hefted me up with the grip on my butt, and I wrapped both my legs around his waist. I didn't care where he took me, as long as he had me. With some relief, he carried me into his bedroom, and he tossed me unceremoniously onto his bed, which was a queen-sized, low bed. It had sheets and a comforter, and smelled a hell of a lot better than the one upstairs. My nose told me that it was indeed where he slept. He was silent as he took his clothes off, and for a moment I again marveled at his build, oily black skin, and oh, the muscles. I don't know if he worked out, or he was simply gifted, but he was obviously stronger than an ox.
I looked about the room, and it was a typical man's room. Not much on the walls, a dresser and a closet. A TV was on top of the dresser, with a light on the bedside nightstand. With the yellowed light of the lamp, I could see little more, until I noticed them, on the dresser and next to the TV. Red satin and with a white lace edge. They were my panties.
I looked at him and pointed at them with my thumb, without a word. He glanced to follow my motion, and he gave me an evil grin.
"A message. No woman wears underwear in here. " he spoke matter-of-factly. "I see you got the message."
And it was true. I was laying on his bed on my side, one knee bent over the other, and propped on my elbow. The chiffon on my body covered little, or hid nothing, and I wasn't wearing panties. I had his message. It turned out he also had mine. The last of his clothes came off, and he stood there, in his dark glory, his meaty hand reaching to his cock, which he waggled, making that thing sway firmly as it grew. It was erotic to me, to watch him awaken the beast that had tamed me, and would claim me again, and each stroke of his hand along that black shaft reminded me of a snake being charmed. And it was a venomous snake. The throbbing head was large, and bulbous, and his cock had a curve I didn't realize. But it explained why he drove me crazy when he raped me, for the upward bend made his cock rub my sweet spot every time he thrust, and every time he withdrew. I was mesmerized, like a snake charming its prey.
Before I knew it, I was moving, crawling across the bed to it, and him, until I was on my hands and knees, and extending my tongue to gently lick the head. I used the point of my tongue to try and probe the slit on the end of him, and placed a large, pouty kiss on the head. I opened my mouth, and let my lips accept his shaft as I pushed forward, reveling in the way my mouth was filled with the head of him, my lips sliding over the ridge of his circumcision, and further down. I won't say I took him all the way into my throat, for I couldn't. Many women say they can, but I just can't, I haven't learned how, but the little bit I could was so good, and even he groaned as I suckled his head.
The next thing I knew was I was being yanked backwards by my hair, and I yelped as his grip threw me backwards onto the bed. I looked at him, at first angry, as he had hurt me, but then lustful as I figured out what was coming. And it was him. I landed on my back, on my elbows, and my knees were parted, much like the first time we had copulated. I looked down at his cock as he knelt onto the bed, my saliva coating his shaft, and he placed his knees at my butt. With his body between my legs, I was not going to be able to stop him, but this time I had no intention of even trying. I was certain I was moist, if not downright leaking, and this time there was going to be a wet spot on the bed.
I reached down with both hands, and my fingers reached out. I didn't try and open my folds for him, I wanted his cock to do that. But I closed my eyes and let loose a loud moan as I used the head of his cock on me, rubbing him up and down my pussy until I opened for him, and pulled on his cock. He followed my lead, and pushed as I guided him, and wordlessly he began to enter me. After the head was in, I released him, and laid back, and gasped in a loud whine as his head stroked my g-spot on the way in, my arms falling above my head in supplication as he fed more of his cock into me, until he bottomed out near my cervix.
He curled his body so that my butt was cradled on his thighs, and my knees were widely parted. My heels were still on and they worked like spurs on his black ass, with the snow white and red leather so bright a contrast. I moaned as he took control, and he leaned over me, his lips on mine in another long tongue-lashing, while his hands gripped me under my shoulders and he began to pull me onto him, repeatedly.
The jerks were short, but they were fast, and each time I squealed. His cock was so deeply in me, yet I was not able to feel my clit against his body, because he still had an inch or two longer than I had depth. I was whimpering as he pulled me onto him, unable to control what I was feeling, and being subjected to. I wanted more, I needed more. I needed that mind-blowing sensation of long, hard strokes, and his cock making me see all sorts of colors and shapes. He was grunting now, and I was being jerked about. My hands were still helpless above my head, loose and yet as if they were paralyzed. My heels would spur into his ass when he pulled me onto him, and while his shaft was massaging my tunnel, it was only a hint of what I wanted to feel, like the gentlest of whispers of a cooling breeze on a hot summer day.
His pace went faster and faster, and my voice whined loudly as he flexed his muscles and drove himself into me, hard and far as he could, until he growled and spent himself in me. He ejaculated almost without advance notice, and in a way I was severely let down. I needed to feel that mighty cock give me the mind-blowing climax of last time. I was about to speak, when he opened his lips.
"Want a beer? I still got a lot of fucking to do."
I looked at him and nodded, my head falling back onto the bed with relief. I didn't care that he had already sprayed his semen in me once, he could do it a hundred times, for all I cared, but if I didn't have that climax, I was going to lose my mind...
(to be continued...)
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"What the hell am I doing?" It was a question I seemed to be asking myself more and more lately. I had pulled into the parking lot of the hotel, one of my regular stops in my assigned territory. My job made me travel about three weeks a month, sometimes less, but all of it was 'local' travel. I was a road warrior. And I am a woman. I am a woman in a man's industry, and what made matters worse was that I am what men would call a solid 8+, in their subjective rating scale, sometimes even a 9, if I wore the right outfit, and my hair was just so. My appearance made it difficult for men to take me seriously in a business-sense, and more than once I only achieved my business objectives by letting my counterpart get a flash of cleavage, as opposed to sound business decisions. At first I was incensed, but I got used to it, even to the point of derision. In some ways, I hated my job, and all the travel, and I was so unhappy having to be away from home.
My figure had earned me many suitors when I was in college, some of whom had succeeded in making me their conquest, until my one came along, and I married him. He worked, I worked, but perversely, I did all the travelling, and he was the homebody. Which brought me to the evening, and my being seated in my company car, the key in my hand in my lap, and my soft voice whispered. "What the hell am I doing?"
The first time I asked myself that was the first time I met Him. The man who dominated me. I am a mere five foot four inches, and he was well over six feet, and had over a hundred pounds on me, easily. I think that the only two categories I could beat him at was hair length and boob size. I'm a D-cup, and even though he was very fit, and tremendously strong, he suffered from some man-boobs. My brown hair was past my shoulders, and his was missing. He shaved his head regularly, but then many black men did. With dark brown eyes, and skin so dark I missed him at first when we met at a hotel bar (where else?), it was not long before I was giving him my full attention, and that same night, he was making me full of his.
Now when I came to town, it was time for me to make a transformation. From wearing a grey silk women's business suit, to the most revealing slut I could ever imagine, when I opened the door to the hotel lobby, I was His. I asked myself one last time. "What the hell am I doing?" Then I exited my car, locked it with a chirp of the clicker, and made my way in. He was there, greeting me with a leering look as my crème charmeuse blouse shimmered with each step of my bra-lass, bounding breasts, my black heels echoing from the polished marble floor. He did look so very out of place for a four-star establishment, wearing baggy shorts, and a wife-beater t-shirt, with undone high-top sneakers, and a couple of gold chains around his neck. Plus one in his fingers. It was that one which was intended for me. It was thin, but just as real as his own jewelry. I never asked where he got it, out even how, I was actually afraid to know.
One of the nice things about upscale hotels is that they know the value of discretion, especially for regular customers. Since I stayed there for three or four days at a stretch, at least once a month, I was a very good guest of the hotel. So when there were certain variances from what many would consider the norm, staff would politely look the other way, as long as the shenanigans weren't too far out of line. So far, what I was doing was well within bounds. I walked to him, and for the reader's sake, I'll call him Ben, and I looked him squarely in the eyes, and spoke softly. "I am ready..." I let out a sharp breath. "I am yours to enjoy, and will fuck you or whom you want, when you want, and where you want." It was part of our ritual, it was the beginning of that time where I surrendered myself to Him, and became Ben's property. I reached up, and collected my shiny brunette hair in my fingers, lifting it up, making a display of placing my hands behind my head, elbows out, and he reached around my neck, fastening the gold chain and trinket around me. The trinket was a charm that said "Fuck Me", and hung down the plunge of my blouse, to the beginning of my cleavage, a placement sure to catch the eye of men as they oggled me. Preliminaries out of the way, he escorted me to the front desk, and I checked into the hotel, signing in as "Mr. & Mrs.", playing the role of his toy, and for a few days, his wife. My own wedding ring remained in place, more as a symbol of Ben's dominance, his ability to claim my body, and my mind, and my spirit. But not my heart. I gave Ben just about everything, but I didn't love him. That I reserved for my husband, and him alone.
Taking the room key, we made our way to the far side of the hotel, where we asked for a room on the ground floor, so we could have easier access, and as we were on the parking lot side, not many would be loitering there. We weren't ten steps down the hall before Ben's hand was reaching my skirt, lifting the tight hemline until I could barely walk, so he could hook onto my panties, and take them off. I had to short-step as he did so, as that, too, was part of the routine we had. No panties by the time we reached the room. This time he made me leave them on the floor of the hallway, where they finally fell off, and I had to kiss another pair of twenty-dollar lace panties goodbye.
Inside the room, he took no time at all in idle chatter, not even a 'How are you doing?'. The air conditioning had made the room an ice-box, and even as I had bent slightly to adjust the thermostat, he was behind he, the bulge in his shorts pressed against the thin silk skirt. Wordlessly, he reached around, and undid the wide black patent-leather belt and then unzipped my skirt, which clanked and then fell softly to a pool of fabric around my heels. I stood up, and felt his hands on me, one reaching to collect a massive handful of my breast, and the other in my hair, thick black fingers controlling my head, until I was twisted and lips upturned to begin a passionate kiss. My hands reached to his, pink nail polish perfect from the fresh manicure over the weekend, and my petite fingers simply rode on the hand pawing my breast, strong fingers groping and squeezing it, until it would certainly bruise. My voice let out a small moan of pain as his fingers dug in.
My last fleeting thought, "What the hell am I..." faded away, instantly vaporized as he did the one thing that captured me in the first place, that very first time, in the bar, where he kissed me. It wasn't a normal kiss, with tongues lashing everywhere, and drooling, sloppy lips, it was that thing that I didn't even know I had until Ben found it. He injected his tongue into my mouth, nearly prying my teeth apart as his lips coated mine, and he sucked my tongue out, from the recesses of my oral cavity, into his. He sucked on my tongue, holding it between his lips and teeth, and from there I was done for. My weekend with my family, my day at work, even the shitty commute to get where I was, fighting the Los Angeles freeways, all those memories were instantly surrendered as he suckled my tongue. My arms fell limp, hands dangling uselessly at my waist, then even falling back as he pulled me onto him from behind. My voice mewed, the sweet mewling of a kitten in hunger, perhaps, and I had no resistance. Early on he had found that primal instinct that belonged to me, and me alone. He had found that thing I would respond to, regardless of the circumstances. He found my slut-switch, and brutally turned it on.
(Chapter 2 to follow)
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I had literally melted into the grasp of the man, his calloused hands mauling me as he continued to suckle my tongue into his mouth. My voice mewed like a kitten, and I could feel my body suddenly highly aware of my surroundings. The wafting of air across my nearly naked form, his hand holding my bra-less breast through my charmuese blouse, the sound of someone dragging luggage down the hallway. All of it served to heighten the senses as he electrified me. For now I was his slave, his toy, and in pretend, his wife. The cool metal of the necklace and charm had warmed by my body heat, and the dangling charm began to stick to one side of my cleavage, the perspiration leaking from my pores adhering the shiny words to my skin.
I was able to turn my body, fully able to face him and not break the languid surrender of that kiss, the tip of my tongue wiggling against his as his thick, dark lips suckled my tongue into his mouth. My hands hung limply still, yet my hips started to act with a mind of their own, and I began to thrust against his fully-clothed body. The rough fabric of his jeans felt hard against my blonde strip of curly dark pubic hair. If anyone had a doubt, I was a natural brunette. All they need do was look under my skirt, or in this case, simply open their eyes. I was figuring the latter would be more likely. Ben didn't allow me to wear much while I was under his control.
He finally broke the kiss, and I reluctantly and softly groaned. There was something about that initial surrender that just did it for me. A combination of arousal, desire, need, and even debauchery that just made me shiver, in a good way. Today was no different. I smiled to him, flashing the smile made of braces when I was in high school, the taunting and teasing, of 'brace-face', and 'metal mouth', and kids calling loudly, asking what station I was picking up now worth it. My smile could open doors, even get lunch for me. Now, of course, I was using it for something I wanted even more. Ben. My Master. I wanted him so badly, I could feel the first slickness gathering at my folds. He didn't waste time with his own clothing, stripping himself to full nudity even as I stood before him. His black skin, and there was no other word for it, for he was dark as coal, was sheened with his body oil, and even in the light of the room, I could see every contour of his well-toned body. He wasn't the young-buck of his physical prime, but slightly older, probably in his late-30's, that time when our lives grow busier and things such as going to the gym gave way to more urgent tasks. For me, I didn't exercise much, and didn't have the stamina of an athlete, certainly. But in his youth, I bet Ben had more muscles than many, and even as his chest sagged a little, his arms and thighs were taut and strong and the muscles that controlled his manhood were well-developed, and strong. He stood there, his hands on his hips, and his cock was hardening as he stood there, his own arousal matching my own.
My eyes dropped to watch that magnificent organ develop into the woman-tamer it was, and I was sorely tempted to drop to my knees, and give it the adoration it commanded of me, yet this time I would not give him the blowjob I was tempted with. Instead I reached to my top, delicately grasping the hem in my fingertips with crossed arms, and lifting it higher and higher, exposing the rest of my body, until it was inverted over my head, and draped down my arms. I began to twist my wrists, twirling the satiny fabric tighter until the blouse became a binding, my wrists firmly encircled and held tightly by the silky material. I held it over my head, and took a few steps around the black Adonis, and made my way onto the bed, not bothering to pull down the covers. Not that I could anyways, with my arms bound. I made my hips swivel with each step, my spiked heels helping me in my task, until I reached a corner opposite him, and I lay back, my arms over my head. Using my heels and shrugging my way, I shivered across the bed, until I was diagonally across it, and my hands were hung on the corner furthest away, as if I was tied down. I looked to Ben, who was merely watching my lascivious display, and I licked my lips with a moan. "I will fuck you or whom pleases you, as you want, and any way you want." I purred. My repeating our litany assured him of my loyalty to Him, as well as sharing my need.
The moaning and writhing of my hips, straining at the pretended helplessness of my bound wrists had evidently become a greater demand on Ben than anything else currently, and he simply clambered on the bed, his knees between mine. Laying upon me, he flexed his abdomen, and curled his knees, lifting my hips until my body was bent, and my knees were tilted back, my shins now level. Cradled like this, I was indeed now helpless, as if I would want to stop his advances. My knees parted wider for him, as he lay his equipment atop my belly, the thick, black shaft almost leering at me with its slit as my eyes were drawn to it. The feeling it on my skin, warm and pulsing, almost like an alien tentacle, was also something I relished. I had surrendered control, given everything to Ben, my passion, my lust, and soon to be, my body. My heart was hammering and my chest was heaving, my large and deep breathing made my breasts sway gently as my eyes looked up from that delicious woman-pleaser. Eyes looking deeply into his, he didn't really smile much, other than perhaps that small grin of a man knowing he is going to mate, until he broke my gaze and looked down, his body tilting up on his heels, hands reaching for that thick tool.
I let out a gasp as I first felt him, using his cock along my folds, my lubrication already evident as I had been thinking of this moment for what seemed like hours. He used that probe on me for almost a minute, if not more, my hips starting to rock on their own, my body desperate to feel him in me, and I moaned. "Please..." That made him smile, a toothy grin that showed a large gap between his upper front teeth, and a gold cap on an incisor. Applying more pressure, and aiming himself, he found my tunnel, and he began to push, building in force until my vagina yielded to him, and he first began to enter me. "Here it comes, slut." was all he would say.
My eyes rolled back into my head, and my head fell back to the bed, my back arching to help allow him entry, as well as release some of the sudden tension in my body, muscles flexing tightly. My hands suddenly clenched, knuckles white as I felt more of him enter me, and the loud guttural whine from my voice began. It was the start of my vocal litany during sex. A loud whine as I was entered, and a soft gasp as I was vacated, the frequency increasing as the man's thrusting pace quickened, until there was nothing but a loud scream in my climax. It didn't matter who I was with, from my first lover to Ben, all men including my husband made me do this. This night would be no different.
He took his own sweet time to fully enter me, and it gave me time to collect my wits and glance down and see the great contrast between our skins. My Brazilian strip of fur being the only bridge between my bikini-tanned whiteness, and his coal black darkness. My mind luxuriated in the feelings, the sight, and the conflicted emotions. What I was doing was wrong, I knew that. I was disobeying my marital vows, I was dishonoring my husband, and I was having what was, in my family anyways, taboo sex. My thoughts ended in the last thought of my cycle, and the lack of sexual safety. I was unprotected, and he was bareback in me. I figured I was safe for this trip, having recently ended my period, but one was never absolutely certain, and that added to the sexual tension, the thrill. Yes, I could wind up pregnant, the bearer of a black man's child.
I looked up in time to feel him lay down on me, his knees cradling my body between his, and his elbows collecting my shoulders from underneath. His one hand on my hair, he pulled my head back, until my lips were to his, and we licked tongues lewdly, our passions growing as he began to thrust. The kiss lasted exactly three thrusts, until my vocal emissions took over and I could do little else but writhe and cry out in his control, his he rocked his hips, fucking me. Each thrust was my body tensing, fingers clawing at the air, back arching and wriggling, making my jugs shake up and down, and side to side, my nipples already hard and making me feel a burning sensation as they brushed against his chest. My love canal began to tighten on him, and begin to massage his monstrous equipment as it repeatedly thrust in me.
I was in ecstasy, I was in pain, I was in glorious sexual pleasure, I was going out of my mind. I wanted it to end, but I needed it to last. In and out he went, and my consciousness streamed thoughts, images, feelings, and perhaps even colors. The haze of sex was overpowering, and at some point I tried to curl up as I screamed, my body having the first climax of this mating. Ben usually made me have two, if not three, just using his cock, and as soon as the first one began to reside, I had but scant seconds to recover before the next one began to build. My voice again began its serial whining, and my body was now sheathed in perspiration.
The bedding had a small stain of my lubrication leaking from the seal of my vagina and my small gush of my own orgasm, and the mattress was singing its own squeaky song. Ben's tempo began to increase and my body reacted, each of his thrusts full, fast and furious, until his hips began to spasm erratically, his own body losing control, and he began to ejaculate into me. I couldn't necessarily feel his semen spilling into my vagina so much as know he was cumming, and that knowledge was enough to make my own body have my second, longer screaming release. My arms pulled uselessly against my twirled blouse, and my heels pointed up and out at a 45 degree angle. His deep voice made guttural noises and my own softer voice began to whimper softly in tender pleasure, and I began to mew again, the kitten in me feeling full, my pussy well-sated.
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Let me take a moment to describe myself. I am a blue-eyed brunette, 5'4" in height and about 120 pounds 34c-24-34. I would say I am pretty but not gorgeous, though my husband says otherwise. My breasts are firm and stand proud on their own without the aid of a bra. My well-rounded hips form my rear into what my husband likes to call his apple bottom. When I walk in heels, my ass sways in a way that my husband says is hypnotic.
This is the story of where I am now, after finding him, and after having that thug spew his first load of seed into me, lying on his musky bed and disappointed at not achieving a climax. Yet.
I laid there on the thug's bed; I was frustrated that I had not been able to reach that mind-blowing orgasm I had when he first raped me. What was so different? The fucking he just gave me was just as good.
I could hear him rummaging in the other room before going into the bathroom to relieve him self. He had yanked my hair, which hurt, but he was not as rough this time. Could that be the reason? He forcibly took me the first time, molesting my breasts and neck; the hickies having almost faded now, but not entirely. I unbuttoned the lone hold of my baby doll, praying he would get the hint to be a little rougher. After all, showing up at his door in just this and a raincoat, a rough fuck was what I really wanted.
I heard him flush and exit the bathroom and head for the kitchen for the beers. When I heard him returning I turned my head to the left, so he'd hopefully see his fading hickey in the dim light.
I looked to see him walking into the bedroom and let out a small groan; his semi-flaccid cock swung heavily between his impressively muscled thighs. He walked over to the side of the bed where my head was hanging, dangling inches in front of my face. He tapped my arm with my beer. When I leaned up on my elbow and took the beer, my baby doll opened up and bared my creamy left breast.
I tilted my head back to take a sip; my thug fondled my breast with the roughness I craved. After a big swig, I placed my beer on the night stand and leaned over and kissed the object of all my dark desires. I opened my mouth and captured the glossy head between my lips and tasted his cum and mine.
My captor's hand dropped from my tit to rub my flat belly, "So whitebread, what yo needs to tell me?"
I thought I had made that perfectly clear, what with showing up nearly naked and letting him have his way with me, "Wh..what do you mean?" I looked up at him as I took a break from sucking his black shaft, before I suckled on his cock head again.
"Yo' show here after a month, sayin' we need to talk. Ho get herself knocked up?" That smug grin spread over his face as he kept rubbing my belly.
I got a little annoyed, "Why? Why would you ask that?"
"Las' time yo were here, you ask'n me to wear a condom. Today, you ain't needin' one. An' I ain't shootin' blanks, whitebread."
"You lucked out last time. I had my period," I would suck his cock between answers, feeling it growing in my mouth every time I went back.
"When you finish dat?"
I took his cock from my mouth, getting a little more annoyed with his strange questions. I answered as quickly as I could, "About 10 days ago," then sucked his black baby maker back up.
"Ho, yo's tryin' to get a swollen belly?"
I got butterflies in my stomach when he said that, "N-No... I put my diaphragm in before I came looking for you."
"What you want then?"
I was getting a little frightened with his darkening tone, "I...I told you. I want you to fuck me senseless."
With that he pushed me off his cock, throwing me back onto the bed with my knees splayed open. He reached up and mauled my breasts with his large ebony hands. It was a little rougher than the first time tonight, and I felt a twinge in my nether regions. I reached out and stroked his snaking shaft to complete hardness. I saw my wedding band glimmering on his black cock as I pulled him toward my love box, moaning. He saw it too.
"Whitebread's not getting' the lovin' she needs," He said as I stroked his cock head against my little pink pearl.
"Something's missing since you took me that night," Aiming his African spear at my opening, he leaned in until the tip of his wide cock entered me. I wailed and my legs jumped to wrap around his waist. My heels spurred his black ass to keep going deeper.
He stopped entering me, "Whitebread been missin' my black snake, ain't she?"
I spurred his ass harder trying to get him to move. This was torture, his cock poised at the ready, even parting my moist lips, but he would not move.
"Nooo," I moaned beneath him.
"What yo' missing, whitebread?"
I flexed my hips upwards, trying to force him deeper in me but to no avail, "I don't know, please just fuck me. Please..."
Still not moving, "Yo' couldn't stop thinkin' about me, Why dat, ho?"
I shook with denied pleasure, his black cock so close that its heat burned into my sensitive folds, yet so far away from where I wanted it. Then the truth hit me at that moment, "I... I fell in love with your cock, just like you said I would. But I hate you so much!" He surged forward. My belly fluttered and my pussy clamped around his shaft, but he still was not all the way in like that first night he stole and claimed my panties.
"Dat's why yo' didn't turn me in to the popo, whitebread?" He growled at me.
I spurred him fruitlessly with my dainty heels, trying to get the bastard to just fuck me senseless and stop asking all the questions, "Yesss," I moaned in frustration.
He pumped me three or four times as I wailed, wanting so much more, "Yo' couldn't wait to get yo' white ass back here, could ya?"
"Nooo," I gasped just as he stopped talking. Pumping into me now I dug in my heels, not wanting him to ever stop again.
"What kept ya, ho?" He growled.
"My...he wouldn't let me -- oooooh!" I wailed a little louder as he started pummeling me.
"Who's dat, bitch?" He pried my legs from his waist and forced my knees almost to my chest. His giant paw holding my ankles together. The stretching hurt at first, then started to mix with his delicious roughness.
I didn't want to tell him it was my husband with his ebony love tool so deep inside me, "P-people, ahhh!" I could feel an orgasm starting to build. He stopped moving.
"I said WHO?" Not moving.
His giant paw mauled my breast, driving me so wild my urge to cum made me tremble, and I couldn't help but blurt it out, "H-Husband!" I thought he would stop talking when I admitted who and just use me like I wanted. I was so wrong. He moved slower, longer, tenderly - loving almost. It was agonizing.
"Dis' how the ball and chain give it to ya, ho? Fuck yo' pussy like some bitch?" He grinned evilly, staring down at my wide-eyed face.
My tears welled up alongside my building orgasm, which now subsided horribly with his all-too-familiar movements, "Y-Yes..." I said, tears starting to run down my cheek.
He kept up the slow steady movements as my tears flowed freer, "Does dat white boy hubby know his pretty lil' wife's really a black cock slut dat likes it rough?" Emphasizing this, he ran his finger along the fading hickey on the right side of my neck.
"Nooo," I wailed. This was getting to be absolute torture. My whole abdomen burned hot with anticipation and terrible need. I dug my nails into the dirty mattress.
"Dat's why yo' here, whitebread," he said, starting to move faster, "To have dis bare black cock beatin' up yo' white married pussy."
I became dizzy, not knowing where this was going and not getting what I needed. I turned my head sideways before answering, defeated, "Yesss! Fuck me, please!"
He stopped talking finally and started giving me what I wanted. No - Needed. Letting my ankles go, my legs fell to his sides onto the firm musky mattress. His head dropped and he started sucking on my neck like he did before. This set me off. My hips bucked to meet his thrusts, my clit rubbing into his rough pubic hairs. My stomach fluttered and tensed as my orgasm built again.
Then his lips left my neck and went straight to my left breast, to mark me anew as his. His cock hammered to the end of my honey pot, causing my wails to increase in volume. My legs found his waist again and spurred him on. Over his sweat-sheened back I saw the white of my shoes with the red soles contrasting so strongly with his oily black complexion. It was enough to set me off right there.
"Ooooh shit -- Oh shit! I'm cuuuuuming!" My vagina started convulsing uncontrollably, wildly, trying with all its might to milk the venom from his thick black snake.
My thug was not even near done; he drove on even harder as my orgasmic contractions eased up. Having left his dark mark on my breast, he let go and kissed me, shoving his tongue into my mouth. My tongue responded in kind and wrestled fiercely with his like it never had with my husband. My arms decided to join the party, wrapping around and holding his head to deepen the kiss.
I had to break for a breath as my second orgasm of the night washed over my body. Cinching my legs, arching my back, I thrust my spasming hips up to him, "FUCK ME! I'M CUMMMMING!!"
My orgasm set his off. Staying put, he spewed his hot semen deep into me. I started coming down from my orgasm. I could feel every pulse as his cannon spewed his African essence into my receptive tunnel of love.
He lay atop me for several minutes until his cock shrunk to its long, flaccid state. Not moving right away I noticed his soft cock still felt impressive inside me. Having just received the fucking I needed, I wanted to remain under him until his impressive impregnating weapon grew hard inside me again.
But I was disappointed when he rolled off, making a squelching noise as he pulled out. Rolling onto his back, his arm went over his eyes as he groaned aloud, still coming down himself. I lay there breathing heavily, feeling satisfied for the first time in a month, my arms falling back, and my legs lying lewdly open
I don't know how long it was before I fell asleep. All I knew was that I was possessed by this thug - mind, body, and soul. What ever it took after this week, I would definitely be coming back.
I had awoken, or was woken up, four more times during the night for unbridled, all explosive, non-stop fucking. My vagina was so full of his semen, so thick it clung to the insides of my tight channel and hardly any leaked out. I was so glad I remembered my diaphragm; I had been so flustered before I came out looking for him.
I was awoken at nine the next morning, feeling my thug pushing his black-breeding weapon into me again. Before I opened my eyes I could feel him holding himself up with his massive arms. He cut off my yawn and stretch by making me wail as he bottomed out. Opening my eyes, I literally pushed up and wrapped my arms around his head and gave him a deep passionate tongue-dueling kiss. He broke the kiss after a minute, "See yo' up, whitebread."
He started his assault on my honey pot as I wailed, "Yesss! Why do you call me that?" moaning louder.
"Cause that what yo' is," driving harder into me now. My pussy squelched with his seed, old and new.
"What does it m-mean? Ohhhhh!" I thrashed harder under him, feeling the start of another mind-shattering orgasm.
He was grunting louder now as his cock twitched predictably inside me, "Jus' slang for white ho."
It didn't take long till my orgasm hit. My tunnel contracted uncontrollably and he spewed his lava hot sperm into me with several powerful eruptions. When he was done he rolled off me quickly, "Wait here, ho."
Where did he think I was going? I was here for his pleasure as well as my own until Friday, I thought with a guilty smile. With that thought I rubbed the black man's cum oozing from me back into my white pussy.
I heard the front door open, "Whitebread ho's here, needin' her close-up," was all I heard. I covered myself with the comforter in a hurry as he walked in with someone.
I sat there with my mouth agape, "Get up, whitebread," he ordered.
"I....I can't. I'm almost naked," I stammered out.
"Ho's gettin' her picture," He said, pointing to his wall covered with dozens of other women he'd bagged, "One picture and he be gone."
He stepped over to the bed and pulled the comforter from my surprised grasp. Leaning against the wall he pulled my head into his lap shamefully. I turned my head into his stomach, "No bein' shy, ho." He grabbed the top of my head and turned me to face his growing erection. His friend was pointing a cell phone camera at us, "Get to work, whitebread. I know yo' know what ta do."
I did not know what he wanted until his great ebony hand grabbed his erection and slapped my lips with it. I opened my mouth to complain and that was my mistake. His cock thrust into my mouth and I heard a click. His friend closed the phone and tossed it back to my smirking thug.
Even after that embarrassing moment I was ready for round eight with this black bastard. I started taking what I could of his growing erection, bobbing up and down. But he stopped me before I could take any more.
"No time for that, ho, I gots business today."
I started whining, "But you can have me until Friday..."
"Why Friday, whitebread?"
"Tha..that's when my husband comes home." Again, I just blurted it out, this time though from just tasting his cock.
"First things first, yo' come here, yo' gots to play by the rules."
"Wha... what are the rules?" I asked, a part of me dreading the answer.
"Today's rule is: when I'm done wit yo' and say 'get gone', yo' get gone."
"Can I come back later though?" almost begging.
"If yo' want to. Can't say I be home though."
He got off the bed and I followed. He stopped at the dresser as I walked by and out to the living room. I retrieved my rain coat and slipped it on over my now very-messy baby doll outfit.
"Whitebread," the thug called from his room's doorway, "Yo' remember the rule from las' night?" he asked, twirling my red satin panties on his finger.
"Yes: Ho's don't wear underwear here."
"Good ho, now get gone," I started to the door and as I opened it, "Oh ho, one las' thing I almost forgot," He walked over to the door and shuffled me out before telling me the third rule with his evil grin.
"Rule Three: White ho's ain't allowed to use birth control," my jaw dropped as he slammed the door behind me.
I turned to walk away mumbling, "I still hate you."
To be continued...



        The Bar Pick-Up

        My husband wanted to add some excitement.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-bar-pick-up

Title: The Bar Pick-Up

Author: satinlvr_mwf

Category: Loving Wives

Description: My husband wanted to add some excitement.

Tags: stranger, non-consensual, drunk, breeding, satin, exhibitionist, impregnation

Series: The Bar Pick-Up


My husband, Ben, has always had a kinky side. He is into mild fetishes like light bondage and cosplay sex, and he has even wilder fantasies regarding multiple partners and wife-sharing. I have to be honest and admit that I share some of his milder fantasies, and willingly help fulfill others simply because he is my husband and I love him. I had drawn the line at multiple partners, or other guys, though. I was not prepared to cross that line. One night we had made a bet over the outcome of a baseball game, the loser to do what the winner wishes. As luck would have it, I lost. I was expecting something playful and fun, like the way the bet was inspired, but he had other plans...
The bet started being paid off on Saturday, when I was told to select my best "fuck me" dress and pack for an overnight trip. I selected my black satin halter dress, the skirt short and flowing, forming a full circle when held outstretched. I also dressed in tan thigh high hose and my black 4 inch patent leather heels. Knowing my husband, I omitted panties, in fact I didn't even pack a pair for the trip! Ben was dressed in dark slacks and a golf shirt as he loaded his bag and mine into the car.
To be a tease, I twirled around in front of Ben, letting the hem of my skirt rise up and out to a full circle, my bikini-trimmed crotch viewable by anyone who was watching. Ben immediately wanted to take me right there, but I made him wait, and pacified him with a passionate kiss, my tongue hungrily caressing his as his hands roved my body. I had to break off the kiss, or we would indeed have made love right there in the driveway!
"I can't wait to fuck you!" Ben said. "You won't be able to walk for a week!"
I grinned and even blushed a little. For all his kinky fantasies, Ben was not a vulgar man, and for him to use the F-word really meant his cock was burning to be inside me.
We drove north, out of town, for a couple of hours, stopping only for lunch. Even in the restaurant, I continued to be a tease for Ben, and the rest of the men in the restaurant, as I "accidentally" dropped my purse and bent over to retrieve it, the hem of my skirt rising to reveal my moistness. I am sure my petals were glistening by then as all the teasing was working on me, too!
Finally, Ben pulled into the parking lot of a motel as the light was fading When I opened the door, it was nearly yanked out of my hand by the fierce Santa Ana winds.
"Be careful, Hon," Ben told me, "and mind your dress. I don't want to be denied a room before we even get started!"
It took both hands to keep the voluminous folds of the satin skirt under control, although the billowing satin at my bosom teased the heck out of my nipples, making them rise fully and hard. Two pinpoints pointing directly at the young man behind the counter as we checked in.
Ben was able to get us a ground-floor room, which fit his purpose, whatever it was. We decided to go to the bar and have a few drinks, mainly to kill time until it was late enough for what Ben wanted, which I figured to be he wanted an episode of outdoor sex. In the high winds, my skirt would not stay below my waist for long!
The bar was very crowded when we arrived, and Ben got us a small standing table where we could set our drinks down while we waited for a full table to open. Standing there, I could feel the eyes of men roving my body, and I felt my wetness increasing as I knew I was being a tease, even though I was just standing there. If only the men of the bar knew that the only thing between my pussy and their cock was their clothing. I even felt a hand brush over my ass a few times, just a touch, a caress, but definitely not an accident.
We had some drinks, made small talk and even kissed a little, taking our time until the crowd had thinned out a little, leaving the hard-core drinkers and bored businessmen. Finally, Ben decided it was time for me to make the pay off. I eyed the trees and bushes outside through the window, and the fierce winds were blowing as hard as ever. I sure hoped that 11:00 PM was late enough for people to be in their rooms or to be home.
"Give me your rings!" Ben ordered.
I started to pull them off, and hand them over.
"Pick one" Ben said.
"Pick one what?"
Pick a guy and see if you can pick him up and get him to follow you outside... Let him see your pussy, tease him... You know the drill." Ben answered.
"But what if he wants more of me than that? What if he ****s me? Will you be ok? I mean watching another guy screw me?" The drinks were definitely getting the better of me. "What if I like it?"
"We've been standing here for awhile. There is an open seat at the bar. Grab it real quick, and I'll just watch what happens to you!" Ben pushed.
I gave Ben a withering look and strode to the bar, letting my hips sway and my skirt swing, and took a seat, letting the short hem of my skirt flow down the barstool, my bare butt on the soft leather. I crossed my legs and asked the bartender for another glass of white wine, and showed my room key. I glanced back at Ben, only to find he was gone!
It took only a few minutes before the first guy appeared at my side. He had obviously been doing some hard drinking, as his mannerisms and his large belly evidenced. He was very blunt about it, offering me $50 for an hour in his room. I told him he was not going to get lucky tonight, and he unsteadily made his way back to where he came from.
"Hi, Gorgeous!" a new man appeared to my other side. "I'd buy you a drink, but I see you already have one!" he smiled.
He looked very handsome, and was pretty tall, compared to me, with a distinguished brush of gray hair at his temples. I could see he was wearing a wedding ring.
"I've been eyeing you all night. And I see your friend left you. Perhaps I should see you to your room?" he asked.
I took a sip of wine and thought about him. Handsome, charming, but the morals of an alley cat. I didn't want to be a home wrecker. I smiled but made an excuse, letting him know I did not play with married me. He was very nice about it, and gave me his room number, in case I changed my mind. As the man left the bar, another gentleman came in.
Goodness, he was handsome! Tall, well built, and young. He was wearing a golf shirt and a pair of shorts, and a pair of flip-flops. He motioned to the bartender, who quickly got him a drink. This made him a local. We made eye contact almost immediately.
"Hi! I'm Jim!" as he sidled up next to me. He had one hand on his drink, and I felt the other one start to caress my ass. I started to object, then I thought about the reason I was here, and what Ben had wanted. "I'm Wendy." I replied
Jim began to tell me only a very little about himself, that he came here a lot, and then he started asking me questions. He bought me another drink. Was I new here, where did I come from, that sort of thing. I made up some lame story about being new here, that I was supposed to meet someone who stood me up, and was having a drink before heading out. And that brought on another drink. All the while, I felt Jim's hand caress my butt through my skirt. The only problem was I was starting to enjoy it.
I forgot what was so funny, but something Jim said made me laugh, and I almost fell off the barstool. Jim's quick hands caught me, and pulled me back up, with his hand taking a full feel of my breast as he did so. His grip was strong, but not crushing, and as he put me back on the stool, he mentioned casually I was too d***k to drive.
"You're right, Jim... I've had too much. But maybe I can sl**p in the car. Can you help me get there?" I giggled.
"Absolutely!" Jim answered. So he helped me to my feet, and put his arm around my waist, low, like lovers do, and we left for the exit. By now, it was after midnight, and the whole place was deserted. I did have the presence of mind to keep an eye out for Ben, but never saw him.
We reached the exit, and as expected, the sudden gusts of wind played with my skirt. Only I didn't do anything to control it. I let my skirt fly, and hoped Ben was getting an eyeful. As we reached the parking lot, Jim began to e****t me away from the hotel.
"Where are we going? My car is that way!" I lazily pointed in the approximate direction.
"I know..." Jim replied. "But I want to show you something else, first!"
The Santa Ana winds were fierce, and there was no controlling my skirt, or the soft folds of satin covering the rest of my body. My nipples soon stood up like little soldiers, full and at attention, and sometimes the gusts would blow my skirt straight up, exposing me to Jim. I felt Jim rove his hands more brazenly, until his bare hand was cupping my bare ass. By now we had left the hotel grounds and were walking down by a little park, which Jim e****ted me into. It was dark, and windy, with the sounds of trees rustling loudly. Once we were a few steps into the darkness, Jim turned to me and placed his lips over mine, in a passionate kiss.
The wine and drink had really done a number on me, and I offered no resistance whatsoever. I kissed him back, only to feel his emboldened hand now begin to grope my crotch, massaging my pubic area. I could only let out a moan as I felt the first tingles of sexual pleasure tease me. Jim continued to e****t me deeper into the park, and the darkness.
"You are a nasty girl!" Jim said. "You always go out without panties?"
"Un-huh" I nodded. "I kept losing them." I lied.
Jim took no time at all to remove his clothes, until he was stark naked in front of me, his erect cock bouncing in the breeze. I reached down to hold it, my French-manicured nails daintily holding it as I explored its length, and girth. He was longer than my husband, but about the same size around, and I began to stroke him.
"You like this, Jim?" I purred.
A long loan was my reply. I kept stroking him, increasing in my intensity. "So what do you want?"
"You!" he replied as he put both hands on my shoulders and began to f***e me to the ground. I released his cock as I began to fight him off.
"No! Don't!" I ordered. "Stop this! I just wanted to give you a hand job!"
Jim just laughed. "A hand job ended in the parking lot, bitch!"
He then used his full strength to push me down on my back, where I landed with a thud, my legs splayed apart, the wind still flipping my skirt up and away. Jim the knelt between my thighs and smiled as he lay down on me. "You're gonna' be the hottest fuck I've had in years!"
He reached down and guided his cock to my petals and began to run up and down my slit, my petals already moist from earlier in the evening. I reached my hands to his shoulders, trying to fight him off, turning my head as I looked for Ben to rescue me, but he was nowhere to be found. I pushed harder against Jim's shoulders, but it was no use, he was much stronger than I am. I felt his cock f***e my petals apart and he began to slowly enter me.
I let out a gasp I felt the presence of his invasion, and he kept the pressure up, entering me in one, long, full push, until his sac was against my ass. Then he started to withdraw, and I felt the first real bolts of pleasure enter me. It was hopeless, I was still buzzed from the drink, my skirt was on my waist, and this strange man was buried in my pussy. I was going to be fucked, and nothing could stop it, or him, now.
Jim withdrew until he was almost completely out of me, and then re-f***ed his cock back part way, repeating the process several times. Then a full-f***e thrust, then another. I began to writhe under him, his cock forcing raw sexual tension into me. He varied his thrusts, and his pace, until I was on edge. He was very talented. He kept me on the edge of my own climax for what seemed like forever. Half-thrusts, followed by long, slow ones, then a quick full thrust or two. After several minutes, I didn't even resist any more. I became his lover.
The thrusting continued like this for many minutes, while I moaned and gasped, my voice lost in the hard rustling of the trees from the winds. My hands lay over my head in total supplication to this r****t-turned-lover, Suddenly, Jim's pace quickened, and he drove his cock into me like a pile-driver, hard, deep thrusts until he growled with a final thrust and climaxed himself, filling my unprotected womb with his semen.
I lay back as he climbed off of me, a long drip of his cum falling to the ground. I let the wind cool my sweat, as well as play with my skirt, as he got dressed quickly.
"I assume you know your way back to the hotel." He muttered. "Besides, someone is coming..." With that, he dashed off, leaving me there, vulnerable, d***k, and exhausted.
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I was shaking my head, trying to clear my senses as the buzz from the booze, and the sex-addled buzz in my ears was making me still heady and unsteady. The hot winds were rapidly cooling off the sweat and scent of sex from my body, and as I was afraid of not knowing who was approaching, I thought it best to make my way back to the hotel. I could feel his semen still in me, and seeping down my smeared thighs as I rolled over, and onto all fours. I was vaguely aware that I had not used any pregnancy protection, and as I felt it important, I began to clench my inner muscles, to try and expel as much of him as I could. I gave a series of soft, feminine grunt as I bore down, my legs wide as I held my torso up on my fingers, trying to use gravity to help me. I was rewarded with a plop sounding on the dry grass, and I looked between my knees, seeing a white, sticky glob of him trailing a thing strand of our combined fluids from my labia to the ground. The wind was still yanking at my skirt, and I had the fleeting thought that I was glad I wasn't wearing a maxi-or ankle-length skirt, as the hemline might be over my head, instead of blowing up onto my back. My rear was exposed, to whom I wouldn't know, but that didn't bother me nearly as much. I knew my panties were with my husband, and for some reason took comfort in that. It was really becoming difficult to stay steady, and clear my head. Something was definitely wrong with me, but I didn't know what it was. The heavy winds, and the rustling trees made it extremely difficult to hear, and since I had been warned of someone nearby, and being a stranger to the area, it was time to move.
I reached up to the nearby picnic bench, and with some dedication, managed to raise-up to be bent over on my unsteady heels. My skirt was flying about, up, down, out, and around, making me an inviting target. The ground was a tad rough, making walking all the harder, and as I raised up, just barely managing to stand upright, I felt a hand cover my mouth! The wind was howling in a gust, and the sounds of trees, leaves, and the rush of air simply allowed my stalker to grab me without a hint of his presence. I screamed, weakly, into the hand, and then felt a hot breath on my neck. Rough whiskers scratched at my skin, and a strong body-odor assailed my nose.
"Looks like ta'day's my lucky day!" the voice almost cackled.
My hands reached up to the hand and wrist veering my lips, and I tried to pull it off, my nostrils flaring as I was now heaving my chest to breathe, but in my weakened state, I couldn't. I didn't have the strength to overcome his grip. I tried to kick at him, but, again, my efforts were fuzzy, weak, and uncoordinated. Something was wrong with me, and I didn't know what it was! My captor began to pull backwards, and for a moment I feared I was going to be thrown back to the ground. Looking back, I wish he had. Instead, he began to drag me away, across the grass, deeper into the park. His other arm wrapped around my waist, and he hefted and dragged me in stages, until I lost sight of the street, into the darkness.
His voice kept cackling, laughing, almost. "Finally, pussy... I's gonna get laid!" he exclaimed with glee. "no moe' ass.. no moe' bitchin'" was becoming his mantra. I had no idea what he meant, but then, I was dazed, and barely functioning. I struggled, my hands to his arms, alternating to get free, and once, I did get my lips free, and I took a large gulp of air, preparing to scream, only to have his hand slap back over my mouth. As he spoke, as he chanted, my hopes were fading, as the surrounding lights did, until it was utter darkness. Branches were being pushed aside, snapping back and giving me small scratches here and there, while the leaves and twigs snapped under foot. I was being dragged somewhere hidden, and I gave a last gasp effort to get free. I tried to kick at his legs, finally connecting once. I think I hit his shin, and he howled loudly. He dropped me as he fell to the ground, and I landed on my back. Blinking hard, I tried to get up, rolling over to my side to reach my hands and knees. The hem of my skirt was at my waist as I rolled, exposing me, but I didn't care. I was scared now, really scared. I couldn't see anything in the darkness, and heard only howling winds, the constant rush of trees, brush and branches, and the creep who grabbed me.
He was cussing a blue streak, and as I was now on my hands and knees, I felt his vengeance. He lifted my face by my hair, and slapped me, viciously, across my face and head, knocking me back on my side, and making me see stars. I moaned softly as I blinked hard, only to find my hair being grabbed up again, a full hand-hold and he began to yank. The pull on my hair made me lurch and I jumped forward, almost landing flat on my face at his feet, until he rose, and pulled my up by my hair. His cackling voice suddenly grew menacing.
"Bitch, you doan' wanna cross me, cunt...we far enough away now tha' no one hears you... Or will find you." The voice and the threats made me feel a chill down my body, even though I was dazed. Through the haze it was clear to me... 'Don't make this guy angry'. He then slapped his hand back over my mouth and yanked me by the hair, using his new handhold to guide me, until we entered a clearing. I was surprised by what I saw. Instead of a clump of dried branches and trees, there was a home, of sorts. A tattered mattress, actually, now that I had time to look, two of them on opposite sides of the clearing. A small table made from scraps of wood. Small shelves, again made of scraps of lumber held some canned food, and a central pit was lined with heavy stones. A fire pit. Overhead was a tattered canvas tarp, dark, and it was tied to some trees, spreading it open. All in all, it looked like a camp site. Just one that was used for a long time.
I was again thrust to the ground, this time onto a mattress, albeit cross-wise. Landing sideways, my modesty a long-forgotten goal, as my dress was all about me, I watched as he undid his pants. The task was very simple for him, really. He had a rope for a belt, holding up what were obviously way-oversized pants, and with the slip-knot yanked, his pants fell to his ankles. Stepping out of them was similarly easy, and there he was, nearly naked, his very dark skin contrasted by gray hair, even a few strands in his pubic region. He was thin, almost gaunt, perhaps, and again, his odor could not be disguised. He had not bathed in some time. His thin, almost gnarled hand went to his cock, and he began to stroke it as he advanced on me.
"What'dya think o'this, cunt? Goan' get some fine white pussy...' he leered at me, his voice almost a cackle. "This ol' black snake been in th' sack too long." He added. "Well, not countin' ol' Lawrence..."
My eyes bugged widely at the inference. This guy, this bum, he was having homosexual sex, and now he was aiming to stick his dick in me! I started to scramble, to get my feet under me, but as I got back to my knees again, he was on me, his body crashing into mine, the impact slamming me onto the mattress.
"Noooo!" I cried out. "Let me GOOOOO!!!!" I yelled, giving all I had to squirm out of his grasp. I grunted as I struggled, trying to get out from under him, yet all I did was succeed in winding up under him, on my back, and his legs between mine. My body was going to be taken. Sensing his superior position, and his advantage, he began to dry hump me, his dark snake rubbing along my folds, the top of his cock rubbing my fleshy petals, and despite my fear and fight, sending shots of pleasure through to my brain. I tried to pummel him, to use my balled up fists to hit him, but he took one blow to his chest, and used it to grab my wrist, and yank my hand over my head. I was shocked at how strong he was, for being so thin! I grunted and grimaced as I struggled, my feet kicking at mid-air, all the while his cock was rubbing at my petals, and my body was reacting.
My nipples were somehow even more sensitive, and more and more, the jostling of them against the satin material holding them made me feel more pleasure, just as his cock was teasing me. His pubic bone was colliding against my clit now, and despite my protests, my voice was declaring the rise of pleasure. A soft grunt now escaped parted lips, as my folds were now parted, and nothing was stopping him. He just continued to cackle, like he was having the most fun of his life, and how he was having white pussy for the first time in ages.
"Goanna' breed me a white bitch! Fine white slut..." was becoming his mantra. As he would talk, his mouth gaped open,and the guy would drool, spittle splashing on my face, and exposed chest, making me shudder, and yet his spit was mixing with my sweat, cooling my body. Then he switched his motions, and he paused, holding his spear up, one hand dropping to his cock. He used his fingers to slid the cock head against my pussy, until he found my entrance. My hands were still on his shoulders, and even as I let out a long and loud wail of pleasure, it was mixed with despair. My fear was being realized, he was fucking me, and I not only couldn't stop him, I couldn't help but feel the pleasure of his cock. My body was already well-lubricated from my previous encounter, and he slid into me easily, yet while he wasn't overly gifted, I could feel him as his cock plundered my body. My back arched, and my hands still pushed at his shoulders, my legs flailing, all hope now lost. He had me for his own.
He wasted no time in beginning to fuck me, pulling out and then pushing in, long, full strokes that were very, very quick. Each time his pelvis smacked my clit, I let out a loud 'uhn!", and with his frequency, there was a lot of my voice, along with his. His drooling seemed to get worse, and at one point, my mouth gaping open for air, and expression of pleasure, some of his spit rained into my mouth. I coughed, and tried to spit it out, but it made no difference. More of our bodily fluids were being shared. It is said sex can be passionate, and pleasurable, but it isn't often talked about how messy it can be. And this guy was making me a mess. His body's sweat, laced with his own body odor, smeared with mine, and I began to take on his smell, a fact that was making me want to retch, and yet I could not, for his cock was rapid-firing into me, making me shiver and shake. His final gesture was to cum in me, fast, and with absolutely no warning. Some grunts, and then a loud bellow, almost a high-pitched cry, and he pushed his cock fully into me, holding it inside me, and his semen spurted into my cavity. I don't know how much, or how virile he was, but he was doing his utmost to mix his genetics with mine, his sperm competing with that of my previous lover.
I simply gave up now, I was beaten. My hands fell to the mattress at my waist, and my heels to the dirt and leaves, and I lay there, letting him do what he wanted. His hips made small, slow thrusts, as he gave me more of him, pushing every drop he had into my body, man's natural instinct to fertilize a woman. He then surprised me by dropping his face to mine, and as I was gasping for air, his tongue attacked mine, his lips mashed to mine, as he kissed me. I squealed, somehow rationalizing that without kissing him, it was rape, but with the kiss, I was cheating. Kissing meant intimacy, it meant desire, and I wanted neither of them. Yet I couldn't fight him off, as I was exhausted. I was simply too tired to care. My head was still bussy, and my limbs weak, and it didn't matter to me how many times he would fuck me, or who else wanted to. I would not stop them. I couldn't.
The kiss seemed to last an eternity, but was broken by a voice off to one side... "Hey, asshole..." a darker, more sinister-sounding voice chimed in. "Get off her... I wanna' turn."
I turned to see, but couldn't see much in the darkness, but I could tell the man's shape, his naked form, and since he was nearly invisible, I deduced he had to be black, and the only inescapable conclusion.... It was Lawrence...
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The grumpy voice repeated itself.
"Hey, Asshole, get off of her... it's my turn!"
With that growl, my rapist rolled off of me, and left me there, a sweaty mess. Legs wide, pussy gaping, and semen leaking from me, I had some small hope he wouldn't find me attractive, and leave me alone. Even release me. But there was no such luck.
Lawrence was hard to see in the darkness, for his skin was black as coal. My eyes were now dark-adjusted, and even so, he was difficult to spot. That was, until he knelt between my legs, and then I got a good look at him. Dark, obviously, but in a lot better health that the other man, whose name I never did know, he was waving his cock around, like a menacing weapon. It was thick, and about eight-inches long. What my husband would call a 'pussy-tamer'. I would find out my husband was right.
There was no ceremony, no righteous bravado or declarations, or threats. Lawrence simply got down to business. But when he lay on me, I was surprised to find that he was petite, for a man. My sized. When I am with my husband, I can lick his nipples with ease, teasing him. Lawrence and I were pretty much nose-to-nose. When Lawrence entered me, he used his hand to guide his shaft, the head full and thick, past my folds, and into my gate. My back arched, and like before, I let out a loud grunt. My mouth gaped, and my arms lay over my head in supplication. I was giving myself to Lawrence, as I was just too tired to fight him.
His initial thrust was slow. Long. Like forever. But it also made my body tingle. The fullness of his cock in me made me feel differently, a definite pleasure, one I would not be able to resist. For lack of a better term, Lawrence made me feel like a woman, and not some piece of meat to be fucked. My mouth hung open as he pushed further and further, until he was reaching that place my husband just couldn't, and only one other had in my life. It was a feeling of fullness that was somehow special. It was hard to explain, and perhaps still is, but a woman who has been completely filled, in a painless manner, will understand. Despite protestations otherwise, yes, sometimes size matters, and Lawrence, while not oh-my-God huge, was certainly not lacking.
Bottomed against my clit, he rested there, and my body began to revel in him being inside me. My voice mewed now, as every small adjustment he made tickled my clit, and we locked eyes. Seeing him in those depths of primitive lust, my open soul now open, it wasn't a decision, so much as a reaction. Lawrence and I were not going to have sex. We were going to make love.
My hands lowered to begin to caress him, his dark skin soft in my caress, as my hands started behind his head and down the back of his neck. I was able to lift my knees, and widen them, allowing Lawrence the fullest access to my depths, and my lips closed when I lifted my head, to plant a soft kiss to Lawrence's mouth. What was intended to be a soft peck of lips became a long tongue-lashing and passionate kiss, our bodies fully intertwined now, as his lips opened mine, and his tongue rushed forth, to explore my mouth. I could feel his tongue on mine, and inside my lips, rubbing my teeth, and I did nothing to stop him, except try and kiss him back. My hands slid down to his shoulders, gently groping and stroking them, my long nails a gentle tickle of his skin.
The contact between our bodies was gentle, it was kind, and it was very loving. My senses were reveling in him, letting go my feelings of fear, and even hate. I never knew the name of the other black man, the one who raped me, but I hated him for it, yet I loved being with Lawrence. Under different circumstances, I could see my husband wanting to invite Lawrence to our room, and I would willingly take him to bed with me. To be his fucktoy, and to enjoy his ravishment of me. My lover grunted as he flexed his abdomen, and I felt his knees curl under my butt, cradling my lower torso. My shins were parallel to the ground, and my knees were wide. I couldn't escape if I wanted to. Lawrence made sure I didn't want to by beginning to cycle his hips, and make his cock thrust in and out of me.
I couldn't help but mew each time he withdrew, followed by a louder moan of pleasure as he re-entered my body. My fingers were gripping whatever they were touching as he did so, until my hands finally rested on his biceps. He had some muscles, more so than the Asshole, as I came to think of him, but he wasn't bulky. He just had that wirey build of thin muscle, but there was no mistake. He had strength. He also had those thrusts, and in short order, as he thrust in me, I began to rock my hips back. Cradled as I was, there was little room to maneuver, but I writhed in his grasp, and my mouth opened to eagerly kiss him more. Our lips were sloppy, wet, and tongues slathered over each other, heedless of who was watching. I would have done the same in front of my husband, but instead I had to endure the catcalls of the Asshole.
"Yeah, yeah, Lawrence.. fuck that slut! See? She's a whore! She'll fuck anybody, even me!" his voice cackled on and on. I heard him start to grunt and then he growled abruptly, and I turned my head, to see the outline of that thin shaft spewing his jism. He had jerked off watching Lawrence make love to me.
Lawrence was wordless throughout all this, as was I, save for my panting and ever louder mews, until I was moaning steadily. My body was now on autopilot, as we kissed again, lewdly placing an exclamation point on our copulation. My pussy was pulsing, my body shaking in want as Lawrence thrust inside me, his pace growing faster, and harder. I began to see colors, stars, and I felt the familiar tingle in my core. I was going to explode.
My lover helped me along, grinding his pelvis against my clit with every third of fourth stroke, until I couldn't take it anymore, and I screamed. Loud, piercing, and unreserved, my vaginal walls trying to massage that magnificent cock inside me, to milk him for his seed. I already had two men's material in me, and a third would make little difference, other than a question of fatherhood, if that happened. AS I came, it pushed, or pulled, Lawrence over the edge, and he came inside me, frenzied thrusts with each of his spurts, black baby-batter being shoved deeper into me, to the place my cervix would dip into, to suckle up sperm into my womb. My body would make the decision. Who, if, how many. I was out of the loop, now, only able to kiss Lawrence, aggressively, this time, hot and needy after his loving me.
Unlike before, this time I caressed Lawrence's face as he still stayed inside me, small thrusts still pushing the remainder of his essence inside me. Like a plug, nothing came out, nothing leaked, as his cock sealed my vaginal tight. We kissed, long and lovingly, soft lips against each other as my tongue reached out for his. My nails gently caressed his ebony skin, and when the kiss broke, we could only look into each other's eyes. We stayed like that for many minutes, his softening shaft still inside me, as we kissed and caressed.
I still have no idea why my mind shifted, why I went from being raped by one man, to making love to another complete stranger. But where Asshole was rough, mean, and hurtful, Lawrence was kind, gentle, loving and passionate. He had a gift between his legs, too, and I wondered how many women he had been with. Because of his frame, he was likely not that popular with women, that would be, until they got to know his girth. He was now popular with me, however, and if my husband decided he wanted to share me again, Lawrence would be at the top of my list.
Asshole was making rude noises again, and apparently he had regenerated. He wanted another time with me, and I looked to Lawrence, and with soft eyes, I spoke gently. "Please... take me home... My husband..." and my voice trailed off. Lawrence and I looked into each other's eyes again, and he nodded. He rose up, and with some reluctance, his cock left my void. He stood, and his dark hands reached to help me up. Rising to my feet, it took a moment to find balance on my heels, all the while Asshole was griping and complaining loudly. Getting dressed himself, he snapped.
"Shut up, foo'!" Lawrence barked. "Knock that shit off! I'm takin' her wid' me. Bitch about it, an' I ain't gonna' bring you no mo' food an' shit!" Lawrence shook his head. "An' no mo crack o' no other stuff!"
The words between the two were surprising, and I looked questioningly to Lawrence. He simply looked at me. "Where's yer panties?"
"I have no idea..." I replied sheepishly. And it was true. They were gone.
He shrugged and held out my hand. "Let's go. You obviously got someone waitin' fer you, and I doan' wan' no cops tearin' this place apart lookin' fer ye'. Been hard 'nough finding a place to hide my brother..."
As Asshole complained again, Lawrence simply led me away. My lips flapped in surprise. Brothers? They didn't seem anything alike! I wanted to ask about this, but Lawrence was leading me away, quickly. He had to know the ins and outs of the area, but I kept tripping and almost feel a few times, from branches and snags, but eventually we emerged into a clearing, the side of the park. It wasn't the same area as before, but still, I could see the street.
Stopping, I turned to Lawrence, and in my heels, standing, I was taller than he by about four inches. I smiled to him, for my lover had also become my rescuer. "Lawrence... thank you..." And I laid my lips to his, to kiss him again, a passionate French-kiss. By this time I didn't care who saw what. My inhibitions were trashed, and my body, having been used by so many, was a mess. My dress was a mess, and semen was trailed down my thigh, and smeared. My landing strip was matted and my body was covered in a mix of sweat, spit, and body-odor. Some small debris was stuck in my hair, along with dirt and leaves. The kiss was lingering, and loving, and I broke the kiss with almost sad eyes. "How can I find you again?"
"Show up in th' park. You'll git found.", he replied. "But this side, not that side." And he punctuated his words with a jerk of his head. "Now git... I done gotta' deal with my brother..." and he simply turned and left. To me, he was a lover, but to him, I was just a piece of ass.
I made my way back to the hotel, letting the winds just do what they wanted to my skirt. I just walked, and thought about what happened. Three men, all of them unprotected, my own body unprotected. Inseminated fully. I knew I could get pregnant, the time wasn't smack in the middle of my cycle, but it wasn't in my safe-period, either. My head was much cleared now. I had to think on that. Had I been drugged? That seemed the most likely scenario. By whom? The bartender? My husband? The first guy I couldn't remember his name, or what he looked like?
I saw my husband pacing just outside the lobby, and I waved to get his attention. He literally ran to me. Was I ok? What happened? Who was he? The questions came a mile-a-minute, and I simply couldn't answer them like he wanted. I looked at him and simply said, "not here... let's get inside."
In the hotel room, I got undressed, and took a shower. My husband joined me, not to have an erotic shower, but to take care of me. I began to answer his questions, to the best of my recollection. I told him about the first guy, what I could remember, and then the Asshole, and then Lawrence, and about making love to him. That I could remember in great detail. My husband got an erection as I told him the details, and he tried to turn me, to stick his cock in me. I had to push him away, and tell him no. He was hurt by this, until I reminded him that there was a potential risk I was pregnant, and I didn't want to have to deal with the possibility of the child being his.
He was deeply worried. He explained that he had stepped around the corner, expecting me to come by with whomever I was going to be teasing, and he was going to intervene. But I went the wrong way, and he never saw me. He had been frantic for the last few hours, and was ready to call the police when I returned. I was surprised to find out how much time had elapsed, as I had no clue.
What wasn't a surprise was two weeks later and I missed my period. Two boxes of home pregnancy tests later, it was confirmed. I was pregnant. The surprise would be trying to find out who the father was, and once I delivered, I knew I was going to go back, to that park, to that clearing, and show Lawrence, as I hoped he was the father.
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As usual, when I exited the bath room the next morning, I found my clothes laid out. As my Master, Ben liked to choose what I would wear, and because I liked to provide him some variety, I tended to pack heavy. My husband would ask me why I would take a dozen outfits for a five-day trip, and I would just explain to him that some of the trip involved client dinners and so on, which required me to change into something nicer. What I said was true, I would wear dressier outfits at night, and yes, even a few times per trip, I might have a client dinner. I just never told him the whole story.
I gave a small snort, one of remorse, I suppose. It was about my feelings. I was conflicted sometimes, and this was one of those moments. I absently fingered my necklace, my collar, and the charm written on it, the words 'Fuck Me' dangling from the thin chain. My husband was, and is, a good man. He has given me a safe relationship, he is kind, and he is protective. He works hard, and he is enjoyable to be around. I just wish I could get him to be more adventurous. Even the idea of having sex on the floor in front of the fireplace was not something he would do easily, and often the nagging needed to get him to explore such a simple thing would spoil the mood. In a word, he was plain, and even boring. I could get all the clever conversation and humorous times I wanted with him, and plenty of loving and warm sexual intimacy.
But sometimes, well, more than sometimes, I wanted, or even needed, something wilder. More adventurous. I needed times when I could just let my hair down and just let... things... go. Drop to the ground and have sex in a corner of the park? Sure! Give him a BJ in the middle of a camping trail? Have me grab my ankles and let him lift my skirt and have at me? I was all for it. Wear costumes and role-play? Certainly. I would enjoy all of that, and often wanted to. I just couldn't get my husband to crack open that shell of vanilla around him. I felt guilty, at times, of my submitting to Ben, and letting Ben do those things I wanted my husband to do. I really wanted to get my husband to come out of his shell, and enjoy sex with me more. I would end my relationship with Ben in a heartbeat if he would. But until he did, I needed a release, a time when I could let go and have someone else be in control and know what to do with it. If I didn't, I am afraid of what the long-term effect on our marriage would be.
Ben actually had a rather surprising sense of style, and I rarely disagreed on what he would select. Once or twice, he had picked something a little too risqué for me to wear in a professional setting, but most of the time he was on the mark. Today was no different, and he had selected my special purple satin pants, and a crème silk blouse. On the floor lay a pair of strappy heels. No bra, no panties, nothing else. The blouse was somewhat sheer, but the multiple layers of fabric that made for breast pockets on the top gave me the coverage necessary to keep me from being arrested, and only pushed the edge of business propriety. In fact, I had even worn the same top to the office, and while I had turned heads, I hadn't been chastised, or even called to HR about it.
The pants, though, were indeed a special case. I had bought them from an adult catalogue, and what made them special was that they were essentially crotch-less. Wide-legged, like bell-bottoms of the sixties that had a wider taper in them, with a built-in belt, and pocket-less, the seam that joined the two halves together was split, reinforced, and the edges finished, so that if I was to spread my legs, the seam would open and expose my labia. In fact, if I pulled them up tightly, I could even manage to get my fleshy-folds to protrude from the seam. The material was very soft, and supple, and shiny. Between the blouse and the pants, I would likely catch the eye of just about everyone at some point or another. Usually guys who wanted to flirt or even more, and women who mostly hated me.
I finished dressing just as Ben came back, and he had brought breakfast with him. In my case, it was just some fruit and a croissant, while he had something a little heartier, and we chatted for a while, and he set his expectations with me for the day. I learned that he might have me help him entertain someone, but things were up in the air. I also reminded him of a small problem at work, a corporate employee of a rival company was also visiting my client at the same time, and while I could usually deal with that, this particular guy was a creep. He was heavy-set, to be polite, his hygiene was leaving something to be desired, and he was arrogant. He was constantly butting-in or trying to demean my own presence with the client, and just generally being a pain in the rear. I didn't relish having to spend the day dealing with my own business and trying to keep that guy at bay, also.
Ben nodded, and he reminded me of my necklace, and the words, and what it meant. In this case, it meant that if I was called out on it, I was to do as I was bid, and not to embarrass him, even if it meant having sex with a complete stranger. Ben knew exactly what to say, and it actually relieved me. Ben was in charge, and I didn't have to be. So I kissed him goodbye, a long, lingering, lashing of tongues at the doorway, and made my way to work, the placement of my hotel making a short commute. The one thing I did do before going in was to cheat a little by swinging my necklace about, hiding the charm under my hair, and at the base of my neck. The chain was still under my blouse, and the loop curved into my bared cleavage, as my blouse was unbuttoned one more than needed, just because I wanted to hold onto my client's attention, not to mention please Ben.
The day was pretty much routine, and I was able to mostly evade my rival, whom I'll call Juan, for the sake of argument. I was not able to avoid lunch, however, and the client invited us both to go. This seemed to delight Juan to no end, and as I had to share the back seat of the car with him, he found it irresistible to keep his hands off of me, my pants in particular. The loose-fitting legs made for a certain style, flash, and indeed, comfort, but the soft material also was enticing to feel. I had my own enjoyment of satin, and loved to gently feel it on me. Juan seemed to love it on me, too. His hand started on my knee, which I took the time to move his fingers from me as he set them upon me a few times, giving him a sharp glare. All he did was smirk, and then try again. It was almost like we were children, except it was getting harder and harder to keep him from touching me. Fortunately, the client was in a chatty mood, so as he and his partner drove, they were oblivious to the combat in the back seat. I was getting ready to slap Juan when we got to the restaurant. Unfortunately, Juan made it a point to sit next to me.
Seated in a booth, the place was very nice, the service was terrific, and the meal was delightful. Juan, however, was making it impossible for me to enjoy it. With the longer tablecloth, and his sitting next to me, I was trapped between him on the end, and my client's business partner. I had to eat with my utensils, and so that left my pants, and my lower body, unprotected from Juan's malignant caress. He started at the knee, and was content just caressing me there, but as I didn't make him stop, he got bolder.
His hand would slide up further and further, in ever longer strokes of my leg, until he was up to my waist. I shot him a hard glare a few times, when I could sneak one, but I was helpless, in a business sense, anyways, to stop him. My mind was thinking of ways to have him vivisected, emasculated, and other sorts of joyful punishments for his audacity, and my reverie was interrupted as I felt his hand slide up my inner thigh. My head snapped towards him, and he just smiled at me, and he wouldn't budge. My eyes were like daggers now, and I was actually plotting on ways to have him killed. Ben having me do things was part of my life was expected. Juan, however, was taking liberties that weren't.
The client noticed my reaction, and asked what the matter was. Before I could speak, Juan told him he was sorry for startling me, that he had been attracted to my necklace, for which he then reached between my breasts for, and pretended to inspect it. The partner seemed to take it all in stride, and as Juan was fingering the necklace, my charm fell forward, and along the filigree, until Juan could lay his eyes on it. He looked at me with a questioning gaze. I told him, with some sharpness, I would discuss it with him later, and the partner came to my rescue and suggested that we be heading back. As Juan withdrew his hand, I felt the bolt of his flesh as it brushed in contact with the separation of my pants. In short, the side of his hand had come in contact with my labia. The ride back was more of the same, though Juan was behaving himself more. A single hand on my knee was brushed off, and he left me alone. It was a good thing, as it gave me a new sense of dread to ponder. What would Juan do? Did I have the heart to follow Ben's commandment to me, and honor a sexual request, or even insistence?
The day ended with a joint meeting, with Juan laying out his goals for the next day, and my concluding my trip to this client. I had another local one I would visit the next day, and as I was thanking the client for his time, attention, and so on, Juan's eyes were making my skin crawl. I had hoped Juan would have more to say, but he made his excuses to leave as I did, and he escorted me to the parking lot. I was tossing things into the trunk, bending over to make things were arranged, when I felt Juan's hand caressing my butt-cheek. I quickly tried to stand back up, and smacked my head on the trunk lid. Holding the back of my head as I winced, and uttered an oath, It was there he made his stand, and asked about my necklace. I hesitated, using the pain in my head as an excuse to decide what to say. I was torn. Here I was, now pretty much outside business-hours, and now more fully under Ben's jurisdiction. For the rest of the day, and night, I would follow Ben's orders. I had to. It was how I showed him respect. On the other hand, I wanted Juan touching me like I wanted an IRS audit.
Juan had now moved to face me, and I finally made the decision to honor Ben, and speak more openly. I explained about being Ben's submissive, and about what the necklace represented. Not the whole story, just about it being my collar, and how Ben used it to control me. Juan listened, or maybe half-listened, I wasn't sure, but when I was finished, he told me that Ben was a very lucky man, and that were Juan my Master, I would be spending all my time pleasing him, not wasting time going to work or anything else. That thought made me shudder. The thought of Juan touching me more intimately was pretty repulsive, and the thought of my doing some of the things Ben enjoyed, like my deep-throating him, was enough to make me want to toss my cookies. Happily denying him, with my voice dripping disdainfully, I uttered some last semi-pleasantries, and turned to get in my car. Juan took a last liberty, of groping my butt one last time, and he leered at me as I drove away. My hotel room, Ben, and a stiff drink could not get to me fast enough!
I reached the room, and tossed my briefcase, laptop and purse on the bed before looking about, realizing Ben wasn't there. My thoughts of Juan were so consuming I hadn't seen the note on the table. I picked it up and read it.
"Babe, I have to settle some business. I'll be back late tonight, but if someone calls, you haven't seen me. You know what to do..." and he signed it with his name.
I twisted my lips in thought. Here I was, pissed off about being molested, in a way, and I desperately wanted to talk about it. On the other hand, Ben's note was pretty clear, he wanted, or needed to lay low. So I wouldn't call him. But that didn't mean I had to stew in the room all night. In fact, I freshened up, and considered changing into evening dress, but what Ben wanted me to wear was usually more revealing than what I had on, and if I was with him, I'd wear it gladly. Without him, I was a bit more timid. So I cheated and just didn't change.
I made it to the hotel bar, and sat on a barstool, smiling as a nice merlot arrived. One down and half-way on another, I was feeling better. Certainly more relaxed, and as I scanned about, I saw the usual mix of people. Business travelers, some locals in for a club or group meeting, and Juan. I winced as we made eye-contact. How long he had been there I didn't know, but he took the glace as an invitation and he joined me.
"Juan, what do you want?" I bemoaned.
"I think I'm going to explore your necklace..." he replied, straight-faced. To illustrate his point, he didn't even bother laying a hand on my knee, he just dove right at my crotch, and he started to grope me.
My eyes blew wide open, and as his hand began to molest me right there in the bar, my fingers reached for my necklace. There is was, in full view, the charm, and now Juan knew what it meant. I gasped as Juan found it, the opening, and for a moment, his fingers were in direct, electrifying contact with my sex. I was able to recover and my hand reached for his thick wrist. "Juan! Not here!" I uttered in a harsh whisper. What I had meant to say was 'not there', as in 'get your hand away from there'. My heart sank. I slugged down the rest of the wine, stalling for time as Juan did remove his hand, and he then grasped me by the arm. Leading me out, he led me towards the parking lot.
"I'm not getting in your car, Juan..." I told him simply. I had no intention of going anywhere he wanted. If I could stall him long enough, maybe he would simply wear out and leave me alone. Unfortunately, all he did was open the back of his car, and grab his own small travel bag.
"This way" was all he said, and he led me off to one side of the main building, the residential-style hotel rooms meaning there was a myriad of smaller buildings, and paths leading here and there and everywhere. What I didn't know was Juan was staying in the same hotel I was. Even worse, it meant I was going to see him beyond this night. Yes, I was going to another client, but the next client was only a few miles away. I was staying in the same place for the rest of the week!
We meandered, past the way to my own suite, and towards the volleyball lot. I had explored and walked there before, and always wondered why they had such a thing. No one ever used it, though it got raked and manicured every day. We got to the far edge, between two buildings, and stopped. He turned to me, and I spoke first. "Juan... not here. This isn't the place for this." I fairly pleaded.
His only reply was to use his meaty hand on my shoulder and give me a hearty shove to the side, and I tripped and flopped sideways, stopping half-way along the volleyball court, on the grass. I took a moment to recover, rolling onto my hands and knees, when I heard the metallic clinking of a man's belt being undone. I looked over my shoulder at him, and spoke almost nastily. "I am not going to give you a blowjob here, Juan... get dressed!" In the shadows of the building, I could see his body, and I realized, that like me, he wasn't wearing underwear. His manhood stood there, poking out under his paunch, menacing at me while he laughed softly.
"You got part of that right..." and he advanced on me.
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I was stunned for only a second or two, as Juan had dropped his trousers, and displaying himself to me. Not that I wasn't making my own display, on hands and knees, my special pants having the slit opened as my knees were, showing him my petals. I gasped, not in amazement or arousal, but in shock. He man was heavy, I knew that, but all his weight seemed to be around his stomach and chest. Rolls of flab cascaded down him, and I couldn't really see his pecker. It was dark out, anyways, but in the light of one walkway in the distance, I could still see a little, mostly outlines. One thing was for sure. Ben or not, I wasn't letting that guy touch me. Not if I could help it. He was only a few steps behind me, and as he tried to walk, with his pants looped around his ankles, I tried to get up and make my escape.
Women who have tried to walk in stilettos on grass will know what happened next. With almost every step, my heel would puncture the grass, almost to full depth, and I would have to struggle to get my heel free. I couldn't just slip out of them, the ankle strap being tight around my leg would require me to stop, bend down, and release the buckle. That would have given Juan too much of an opportunity to get me in his clutches. An outsider would have laughed, seeing a thick, dumpy, fat man chasing a slender, well-dressed woman across the grass, in very slow, almost exaggerated steps, but that was what we were. My wearing a sheet blouse and purple satin bell-bottoms, and him wearing a shirt, and his pants around his ankles, we made quite a sight.
The slow-motion chase continued, and I was gaining some headway, as I went around the backside of the building. I figured I could get around it, reach the sidewalk first, and then beat feet to my room. I had made one step, past the corner and into further darkness, when I stopped, and groaned. We were at the edge of the property and a cinder-block wall ended the property line. I had managed to cage myself. My heel sunk at the same time, and I looked down to pull it out, and was taking my first step to turn, and try and make a break, when Juan caught me.
He damn near tackled me, and I grunted loudly as he landed on top of me, his weight nearly squashing me. He made his own grunt as his flab rolled onto me, and I felt completely covered by him. I was actually nose to neck with him. I landed on my back, and felt the moisture on the grass start to cool my skin, which had been sweating, as well as soaking into the soft satin material of my pants. It was cold.
"Juan.. no... This is rape!" I spoke.
We had landed directly underneath the back window of one of the hotel rooms, and I didn't want to get caught. I didn't want to risk anyone seeing me, realizing what was going on, or anything. I didn't want anyone to find out about Ben, most certainly not my husband. So I didn't scream. I didn't claw, I didn't do any of the things I should have, to positively protect myself. Instead I tried to wrestle my way out from under a man who had 100 pounds on me.
"Nah, you've been teasing me all day, bitch. You want this!" he grunted in his reply. He, too, obviously didn't want to get caught, mainly because of how bad it would look. I was dressed, pretty much, and he wasn't. I looked pretty sexy, and well, he looked like a fat, greasy, slob. A naked slob, who was about to stick his dick in me.
I could barely breathe under him, and so that became my main focus. Breathing. "Please... your suffocating me!" I begged him.
I felt him reaching between us, and managing his flab, until his fingers grabbed his manhood "This will help you breathe better!" Then he grunted, and I felt him thrust against me, and his shaft began to poke at me. I let out a chirp, and a second one as he thrust again. He was trying to find the opening in my slacks, and on the fourth try, he found it. I squealed, high-pitched, and desperate, my legs jolting downwards, to try and make him stop, but when I felt him, the head of his penis begin to enter me, I gave a muted cry. He had me, and now I was done for!
With his cock now in me, he began to thrust, rapid, short and, to me, ineffective, but he was gaining depth, and before too long, he was able to make sure I felt him. He was nowhere near as well-gifted as Ben, or even my husband, but he was able to fill me partially. That was when he rolled to one side, a little, and used his hands to rip open my blouse, the thin material popping buttons everywhere, as my breasts were bared to him. His skin was oily everywhere, it seemed, and his face was nuzzling in to my neck, as he thrust, small hands on my nipples, pinching them hard. Each pinch made me wince, and grunt softly, my lip between my teeth as I tried to be as silent as possible.
His own voice, however, was growing louder, and as he pushed into me and then withdrew, his voice would murmur. "So tight.. so tight..." and then he would stick it back into me, and moan, almost like a puppy. The scene would recycle, and it was like a pathetic man, or a teenage boy, was getting his sexual fantasy fulfilled. All the while, I was struggling under him, trying to stave off the inevitable.
He bit my neck, and it made me yelp, loudly, and he suckled my skin. I muttered. "Dammit, Juan, no! Don't mark me!"
Then to my shock and horror, we were suddenly bathed in a soft light. as my eyes were widely open, and then I heard one of the most terrifying noises. The back window above us opened, and a lone figure stood at the frame, silhouetted. He was watching us, as I looked up at him. He did nothing, said nothing, for a long few moments, all the while Juan's pathetic cock kept pistoning in me. I let loose a small squeal, as it seemed hopeless now, and I actually felt a jolt of pleasure from Juan, as he finished with my neck, a mark I was sure was going to bruise, and bruise darkly.
The stranger then reached to his center, and I could see him exposing himself, his thin build and long hair visible as a shadow. I only had a slightly off-center view of him, so I couldn't see what his manhood looked like, but he was evidently ready to get hard, and it only took a few moments for him to begin to moan. All during this, Juan kept at me, like a jackrabbit, his slobbering lips now coating my nipples, as I was being attacked, and my attack was being perved.
I had a jolting thought as I felt another small tease of pleasure, and that made me start to squirm again, with renewed energy.
"You have to pull out..." I harshly whispered. "You can't cum in me. I'm unprotected!"
"Fuck that..." Juan growled, and his pace only seemed to increase.
I snarled now, ignoring the man watching us. "Asshole, I can get pregnant!"
"Like I give a shit..." he replied. His tone was menacing and low, but undoubtedly our voyeur was watching and listening. Juan never broke stride, but his sweat was dripping off of him, now, and large, fat droplets were smearing on my skin, my face, and a couple even across my lips. I had to sputter as his sweat dropped into my mouth, but I couldn't do much else. The man was so disgusting!
His last words, though, pissed me off. Ben wanted me to be compliant, but to willingly have another man's child? That was something I was reserving for two men. Ben and my husband. I took my last defense, and used it as best I could.
I've taken pride in my role as a woman. In life, in family, and in public. Especially in bed. I have no qualms about who I am, and what role men play in my life. I am a girl, I'm not a feminist, and I am proud to be the "fairer sex" as men would say in older times. This also meant I not only dressed in a more feminine fashion, I also kept myself that way. I wore mostly dresses and skirts, even my pants had a more feminine flair. I think I only owned two pairs of blue jeans. Long, soft, auburn hair, and gentle make-up, unless I was asked to look like a bit more exotic, and my nails. Long and sharp. With a gentle touch, they would caress, tease, and tickle. However, with some effort, they could also open envelopes, dig into crevices, give a nasty pinch, and, like now, remove skin.
I didn't have full reach around his back, my arms and shoulders were under his, but I could reach lower, to his low back, and there I grabbed on, hard, and raked his skin with my claws. His back hair was somewhat matted, and I could feel his hair as I dragged my nails hard as I could manage. He gave a loud growl, and then He shifted on me, and gritted his teeth. There was no doubt his back would be sore for a few days, and maybe he would bleed a little. It wasn't a solid victory, but at least I could now report him for sexual assault. If he climaxed in me, I fully intended to do so, now.
The voyeur then grunted, and he must have cum, because I heard him mew, loudly, and then grunt, ahh, shit... shit..." and then the window smacked shut.
The window wasn't the only thing that smacked, and I next saw stars as Juan smacked me across the face, very, very hard. What he lacked in charisma, he made up for in brutality. I was dazed, and lost, my limbs falling limply to the ground, while Juan resumed fucking me. I was beyond vulnerable, now, and at his whim and desire. His desire was to inseminate me, and after what seemed like a few moments, I started to come around, just as he was squealing. My body was being jolted, as his hips rocked his body on top of mine, his cock moving in a frenzy as he was ejaculating. He wasn't anywhere near the bottom of my tunnel, yet his semen was spilling into my garden, each of his thrusts ushering his semen further into me.
I whined as he was doing it.. "no.. no.. no..." my voice no longer quite, but filled with despair. The real fear of pregnancy was with me now. I know I should be safe, but I was somewhat irregular in my cycles. I would be sweating it for the next few weeks. It was with some great relief, when, after what seemed like ten minutes, he finally stopped his thrusts. He had evidently fallen out of me, his shaft grown soft. I couldn't tell much, only that I could breathe again, and my first, real, deep breath, was a luxury. My luxury was short-lived, however, as I again snarled. "You had better pray I'm not pregnant by you, you cocksucker!" I know it wasn't very lady-like, but my anger was at a new height.
"You will be, by the time I'm done..." he snorted, and then he slapped me again, another, equally vicious blow. The stars came out again, and I felt like I was floating. I was, in a way. Juan had started to lift my body, legs first, so he could remove my pants. The wide legs, and slipper satin made it easy, and my blouse, already ripped open, was a sodden mess. Before I could really come around, I was naked, save my heels. I started to turn, to get to my hands and knees, looking up as Juan was on his feet, fastening his pants, while holding my wadded-up clothes.
"I'm in room 2260. I dare you to come get your clothes..." He then waddled off, sated, while I was now kneeling, naked, wet, my pussy matted, a slimy trail of his semen smeared between my thighs, and my skin coated with his sweat and scent. I started to get to my feet, unsteadily, and I made it to the corner of the building, holding on to it as my knees steadied. Then my head lifted, and I muttered softly. "Oh, shit... he has my room key!"



        What the Hell Am I Doing? Ch. 05

        The saga continues.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/what-the-hell-am-i-doing-ch-05

Title: What the Hell Am I Doing? Ch. 05

Author: satinlvr_mwf

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: The saga continues.

Tags: voyuer, wife, non-consensual, public, nudity, masturbation, naked

Series: What the Hell Am I Doing


I encourage readers to review the first chapters of the story, as it will give context to this latest installment. As usual, any haters can forget posting comments, and so on, and copyright is mine, blah, blah, blah...
*****
"Oh, shit... he has my room key!" I muttered.
Holding on to the corner of the building, naked, save my heels, my body sheened in a mix of my own perspiration and that of the slimy slime-ball who had raped me, I was a mess. Hair mussed, my bikini-trimmed pussy and thighs smeared and matted with his semen, I must have looked frightful. Thankfully, the only good thing was it was night, and I was in a dark area of the hotel complex. So, what to do next?
I stood there, using the building as a shield, as I got my thoughts and my body under control, though it took about 15 minutes or so to get my body to stop trembling. I spun and leaned back against the building, taking comfort that no one knew where I was, or would be able to see me right then. My nipples were hard as a rock, almost painfully erect, as the night air caressed them. Traffic noises abound, and I could not hear much else, though some critter seemed to scrabble along in the landscaping nearby, definitely more afraid of me, than I was of it. My body cooled, and I began to think normally again. I peered around the building, starting to formulate a plan. Just wait. Wait until it grew late enough for the hotel patrons to go to sleep, then go to the desk... get a key. Yes, it would be embarrassing, but I didn't have a lot of options. I was a frequent flyer of sorts, so the hotel would ask questions about my safety, but they would also heed my request to do nothing about my predicament, and also give me the damn room key. Yeah, that would work, and I resigned myself to a potential two-hour wait. Turning back, my chest heaving as I let loose a deep breath, I nearly screamed when I heard a slight tapping on the glass of the window next to me! My gasp, however, was loud enough to give away my presence, had anyone been near.
I turned and looked. It was the same shadowy figure who had been watching as Juan raped me, and jerked off to it. He was waving me closer. The window slid quietly open, and he whispered. "Look, I'm sorry... come in, and use my phone, ok?"
Decision time. Fish or cut bait. I hesitated a moment, deciding, and then nodded. It was time to fish. "Alright.. but if you try anything..." I replied softly, with an icy tone.
The figure started to lift the screen from the window, so I could climb inside. "No, no. I won't... I said I was sorry..." his voice was low as he worked the screen clear, and gently laid it aside outside the window, and offered a hand for me to climb up and into his hotel room. "I just saw you, and it was so hot to watch, like my very own porno."
The room was well lit, silhouetting me as I climbed in, highlighting the glop of Juan's semen that fell from my vagina as I spread my legs to climb over the window sill. I looked down as I heard it, and so did he. His response was a low whistle. "Man, that's a lot." Was all he said. I got a look at my rescuer. Tall, thin, and average-looking, he was an older man, perhaps middle-50's, the typical travelling salesman, I assumed. Suitcase on the stand, rummaged through, and he was only wearing his boxers. Cotton ones, with a cross-hatch pattern.
The window closed, and the sheer drapes helped hide me from the outside world, but not from him. I decided to try and hold some dignity, and not cower. I wasn't bad-looking at all, and he had already seen everything I had to offer, so what was the point? I stood there, as he could not help himself, his eyes looking me over again, only this time, he could see everything plainly. He looked at my necklace. His only words were "Fuck me." Just as it said on my necklace. Then he started to display what was a growing hard-on. I just sighed, and looked aside. I knew what I had to do next, if he said the words. My Master would insist on it.
"Who are you?" he asked in astonishment. "I mean, what kind of woman are you? Do you do this often?" He seemed genuinely confused. Possibly, though, he was interested, I couldn't tell. But his cock told its own story. His boxers were tented by now, and he was not greatly gifted, just an average guy, but he was definitely excited, the throbbing of his cock making his boxers jiggle just a little, and since I was checking him out, too, it made me smile, just a little. I replied to him, demurely.
"I'm just a woman... one with some different... beliefs, I guess. A woman who believes that men are supposed to be in charge in the home, and not some raging bitch who demands to be served. And I am a submissive... My Master has dominated me, to the point I wear what he wants, and do what he wants. Including wearing this necklace. To you it is a necklace, but to me it is my collar. Between us, it is what makes me what I am. It makes me do what things he wishes me to do."
"Like what things?" He asked innocently. The man wasn't being a jerk, he was actually curious.
"Well, pretty much anything. Get him a drink, wear what pleases him, have sex with him, display myself for others, and pretty much anything he desires. He even approves of my daily outfits to wear." I left out the part about fucking any guy who asks me to, but I wasn't going to cross that bridge. If the guy wanted me to screw him, he'd have to demand it, I wasn't going to just give it away.
He patiently nodded as he listened, then asked more questions. "Are you married? And your master is your husband? Was that man him?"
I wasn't looking forward to answering these. It was going to confuse him, but I did my best, though I noticed his cock was still had full-mast, and a tiny wet-spot was on the end. I had a quick thought, of maybe getting him to blast off just by words, so he would be sated, without touching me. So I decided to be honest. Maybe some of my experience would be enough to trigger his ejaculation.
"I am married... " I held up my hand, but forgot my wedding ring as in my room, having taken it off when I met up Ben this trip. All I displayed was the tan-line of my finger. "but my husband is not my Master. I love my husband very much, but he is not a dominating spirit. My Master, he... fulfills an important role in my life. And no, my Master and my husband do not know each other." I threw that in, wanting to avoid his delving deeper into my life. "As for this other guy... " My thumb jerked over my shoulder and out the window. "I do know him, and can't stand him. He's a business competitor, and really is a jerk. What you saw was his raping me." I stood there, matter of factly, as a thin trail of Juan's semen was smearing in my thighs as I shifted.
"Let me call the police..." the guy's voice hardened suddenly, and he reached for the phone, moving until he was next to me. I reached out to stop him.
"No." I spoke softly, as I laid my fingers delicately on his hand. "Please don't... they will ask questions I can't let be answered. It will destroy my home."
He paused, and looked me in the eyes. I let him stare into me, as if he was allowed to read my thoughts, my will. At that moment, I was completely honest with him, and bless him, he picked up on it.
"Alright... So where are your clothes?" Again, he was looking me over, and his cock started twitching again. He was also struggling, trying to keep himself from touching his manhood. It was becoming very obvious he wanted to masturbate, to get some relief. I was getting the impression that he wasn't getting any at home.
"He took them..." was all I said.. "So now I'm all alone, naked, and vulnerable. I'm helpless..." I spoke now more seductively, and almost child-like. I hadn't planned on this, but it seemed things were working my way. I was hoping to get him to relax, make him release his sexual tension, and then get what I needed. A towel and my room key.
"I... can see that..." was all he said, and he lost his battle. His hand reached for his crotch, and mine went with him. I gently ushered his fingers aside, and began to delve into the front of his boxers, to dig out his cock, and tenderly caress it.
"I think you need some help with this... I mean, it is the least I can do for the man who saved me from who knows what else?" My voice gave a small, soft and coquettish laugh. My fingers daintily began to play along his cock, softly caressing the top, and along it to his base, before wrapping around it to slide ever so lightly along the underside, to the tip, ending with just my fingertip as I swirled it around his head and leaking slit. I then began another trip down his cock, while he stood there, and moaned in a deeper voice.
"I bet you would love your woman to do this to you... or perhaps you would love to take her like Juan took me? Rape her, plainly, where everyone could see her? See her being forced to take you? For you to spurt your hot, sticky seed into her? Make her helpless to you?" I had turned on my phone-sex voice now, purring softly, breathily speaking to him. His hand went to the wall next to us, while his other clenched into a fist.
"See her in a skirt, maybe? Not wearing any panties, so she can fuck you in the bar? " I kept up the stroking, long, slow teases of his shaft, barely touching the nerve endings. "Maybe she'll have an accident, and her skirt will rise up, showing everybody what a slut she was?" He started to gyrate his hips now, and his pre-cum was dribbling. I leaned into him, and breathily whispered into his ear, ending with a soft lick of his lobe, before giving it a soft nibble, my breasts rubbing his arm.
"OOOOOOooohhhhhhhhhhh!" and that was it. He exploded. I was surprised at how much semen he had, as it spurted into my hand, and across my wrist. His hips thrust hard into my palm,a nd I let him use my fingers to get his pleasure. I felt sorry for him, in a way. Here I was, a rape victim, and here this poor guy was, alone, away form home, and his only pleasure was watching. I was sure now that his watching Juan and me was the best sexual experience he'd had in a while. Now with my hand job, that would be twice in what, an hour or so? He'd probably just had the highlight of his year.
He looked at me, and was growing very red, and embarrassed. Like he was ashamed. "I.. I'm so sorry... I... I just couldn't help myself..."
Now I felt really bad for him. I smiled, and lifted a finger to his lips... "Shhh... shhh... It's ok... I wanted you to have this... I know you couldn't help me before, and now you are saving me, so you deserve this." I was trying to feed his ego and heroic fantasies now. Whatever it took to get a towel and my room key. I smiled to him. "Please.. you should relax and lay down. Let me get you a towel to clean up with. May I use your sink? I should wash my hands now."
"Oh, absolutely. Please do what you need to." His voice had that dreamy-like tone. If I could have wagered money, I'd have bet twenty-dollars he'd be asleep in ten minutes.
I would have lost. He was asleep before I came back out from washing my hands.
I smiled. Perfect. I went back to the bathroom, and started to softly splash water on me. Then I got one of the large towels, and wrapped it around myself, so I could make it look like I'd been swimming. The towel covered enough, but just barely. As I stepped out of his room, and softly closed the door behind me, I made eye contact with an older couple who were just arriving in the next room. His eyes were as big as saucers, as with my stance, the towel was wide-open, and exposed my pussy to him. His wife, however, was very obviously not approving. "Get inside, Arnie, so your eyes don't fall out!"
I turned, and made my way to the hotel desk, much more casually now. Yes, a careful observer could tell I was naked, but I was making the effort to be discreet, and the hotel would not be very upset. It was actually felt a lot longer walk than it was, but I eventually got to the front desk, after carefully checking to make sure my important parts were covered. The desk clerk was just hanging up the phone, after shaking her head.
"Ummmm... hi! I need a copy of my room key, please? I was sorta' skinny dipping with some guys, and when they took my towel, they got my bathing suit and key."
The clerk looked me over, dryly and snorted. "Yes, I just heard all about it. Ma'am, while you are an important guest, and I know you use our hotel regularly, please don't involve others in your... parties?" She was being somewhat stern, and I guess she was not happy with the earful she must've just gotten. She made the new key and slid it across the desk. "If you need some special... attention," she was being delicate, but still direct, "I'm sure the concierge can assist you. Have a nice evening."
I was starting to be embarrassed now. Playing games was one thing, but getting caught was something else. My body was growing a nice reddish tone as she turned and left the counter, going into some back office. Duly chagrined, I made my way back to my room... well, the room Ben and I shared, and found he was still not there.
Alone, I started to fix myself up. I took a shower, and even tried to clean my core passage, anything to ensure Juan didn't impregnate me. I wrapped up in my robe, and then sat on the couch. Thoughts came back to me. Ben telling me to behave, being on my own, Juan's advances, my failures at avoiding him, Juan's cock in me, and then being humiliated by being watched, and then having to help my watcher. The final straw was being called out by the desk clerk, like I was some sort of child. Tears started to stream down my cheeks, and I started to cry.
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I was awoken by Ben's gently shaking my shoulder, my body so wracked with exhaustion, I had cried myself to sleep right there on the couch. Still wearing just the terry-cloth robe, I was a bit sore, and achy, and through puffy, blinking eyes, I looked up. "Hmm? Oh.. ahhh, I am so glad you are back! I've missed you! It has been a rough night! You wouldn't..." My words were cut off by Ben's.
"You think YOU'VE had a rough night? Slut, you ain't been nearly what I've been through..." His voice was agitated, and angry, and worse, his language had deteriorated. He was using his ghetto-accent, one more of when he was younger. He'd tried to better himself, to rise up, so to speak, and had some successes. But when he backslid, it was a very telling moment. He was under considerable stress.
I started to rise and looked at the clock. It was nearly four AM. I shook my head to clear the cobwebs, and went to him, to hug him, and reassure him, but as I did so, I felt his hands snap up and grab my wrists. Holding me in place, he looked me directly in the eyes. "You have a new job today... call in sick. You are going to spend the day with someone else." His tone was flat, and his eyes cold. "Go get dressed in something hot, and wear your collar. You'll need it."
I nodded, and spoke quietly. "Yes, Master..." then reached for my cell phone, and sent two quick texts, one to my husband, and the other to my boss. I was 'sick' today. In these times, I knew better than to argue with him. I'd been smacked around for arguing with him before, and it sucked. So I went to the closet and drew on my champagne satin caftan. Only this wasn't caftan like you would see in a catalogue. It was more like a cape, or cloak, with no openings, save for the neck. A full circle, over 140 inches in hemline, it stopped a few inches below my butt, and draped easily from my shoulders, the material light and thin, silky and shiny, and in some lighting, was almost see-through. It had three snaps on one shoulder, to open enough to put my head through, and a man's collar. I would normally flip the collar up, and then slid my slave collar around my neck, locking it closed, and then flip the collar back down, concealing most of it, with only the ring showing. It was an article of clothing I actually really enjoyed wearing. It afforded a minimum of modesty, and yet posed a lot of risk. If the wind caught it, or my arms reached for the wrong thing, it would expose me, possibly completely, up to the neck. It was sexy as hell, and it tended to draw a lot of attention. Dressed in heels and this, it screamed sexy. I reached into my bag and muttered softly. "Shit..."
"What?"
"My collar is in my car... I'll go get it." I replied.
"Don't be long, woman. You leave soon. I'm gonna' grab a shower." And as I exited the room, wearing the first shoes I could reach, strappy stiletto heeled sandals, my caftan, and a smile, I heard the shower start. I shut the door, and just the split second it latched, I had that other 'oh shit' moment. I didn't have my room key! I decided first things first and so I went and got my collar. I used the hide-a-key under the bumper, and popped the trunk open, having to bend over a bit as I searched for it. I heard one car drive by behind me, slowly, and no other sounds, but I am positive that my butt and modesty were showing, as the hemline wasn't long enough to cover me when I bent over as I was. Score one for some stranger who got an eye-full! It did sort of turn me on, though, showing myself like that. I liked being a tease, and teasing I certainly was. I took the time, as I was bent over, to lift collar to my neck, and slide it around under the caftan, and I clicked it shut, locking it. There were three keys in existence. Ben had one, I had one on my car key ring, and I had one stashed in my jewelry box at home.
OK...back to the room, and finish getting ready. I knocked on the door, but Ben was still in the shower. I waited for maybe five minutes or more. I had to take stock. The clock was ticking. Going to the front counter again? I knew I had already pushed my luck with the hotel. I didn't want to get asked to vacate. So that left me with only one option. Juan. God I hated that man... but now he was my only option. And I knew I needed to see him, since I needed my clothes back. I rolled my eyes, and uttered a soft grunt. Fate seemed against me. So I resigned myself to whatever I was about to be subjected to, knowing it couldn't be any worse than what I'd experienced the night before.
I softly knocked on Juan's door. It took a minute or two, and then he awoke, answering the door in a wife-beater tank-top, and silk boxers. His hair was a fright, his face needed a shave, and he needed a shower. My nose detected the scent of the sex from his body from last night. "What?" he fairly growled.
"I need my clothes..." I replied matter-of-factly. "May I have them? Please?"
He looked me up and down, and the contrast between us was complete. I was prettied up, clean, and smelled of vanilla and citrus perfume. He was everything but. However, he did flick on the light, and let me in. I saw my clothes wadded up on the small desk, and immediately went to reach for them. In reaching for them, the hem of my caftan lifted, and from the side, anyone looking might have been able to tell I was naked underneath. He snapped his hand out, and grabbed my wrist, stopping me.
"What?" I asked him, looking somewhat surprised.
"You have to earn these... and we're gonna' play a game for them."
I rolled my eyes and groaned. "Look... enough of this bullshit, Juan... I need to get back." I replied, testily.
"This is a five-minute game... and if you win, you get your clothes back. If you lose, you still get your clothes back, but I get something more... This will only take five minutes."
I shook my head, knowing I was going to agree to this, but getting angry with myself, and angrier with Juan. "If you screw me over on this, I will find a way to cut your balls off, Juan. So you can't populate the rest of the Earth with scum like you." I was beyond angry, but he smiled a sickly-sweet grin.
"Dressed like that? Yeah, you'll be licking my balls, first."
I rolled my eyes again. "Whatever, Juan. What's the game?"
"Simple, you stand in place... and I try and make you cum. If you can resist me for five minutes, then you get your clothes, and everything, and I won't bother you. If you fail, you are going to suck my cock until I fill your stomach to the brim..."
I was so angry, it seemed more than doable, so I agreed. Then he reached for my clothes, actually behind them, and pulled out a set of handcuffs. They looked real enough and I started to back away. "Oh, no, Juan... I'm not doing this with you and me hooked together."
He grunted. "You underestimate my fairness... I will only handcuff your wrists behind you. So you can't cheat. And I will not use my hands, either."
My sense of dread was building. The clock was ticking, and I was afraid Ben would be wondering where in the hell I was. So I agreed. I turned, placing my hands together behind me, the hem of my caftan floating widely as the soft material swayed with the motion. I heard the ratchet of the cuffs fasten my wrists together, and it pulled my shoulders back, accentuating my C-cup breasts, my shoulders pulled back to thrust them forward. The silky satin draped from my shoulders, and my breasts, with two points hanging from my nipples, showing my body. I stood before him, and he knelt in front of me.
"Now remember... if you climax, or if your knees buckle, then I win." He seemed pretty damn sure of himself. My eyes took in the clock on his nightstand. 4:25 AM. The clock was ticking.
I stood there, and looked at the clock. Anything to give me something to concentrate on, other than Juan's attentions. He lifted the hem of my caftan, and stuck his head under it, placing his face so very close to my womanhood. It seemed he would take forever to get started, and then I felt it. He blew softly along my crotch, my landing strip feeling his breath as he focused on my petals and my clit. I was able to hold off any real feelings of pleasure, partly because of my anger, and partly because of my not being able to see him. But the not knowing also held a disadvantage, as it made me nervous. On top of it all, I was already moist, from getting my collar from my car. His breath was hot against my folds, and then I nearly jumped. His tongue probed my labia for my clit. I had a sharp intake of breath, as I looked at the clock. 4:26 am. Four more minutes to go.
I stretched my shoulders back against the cuffs, straining them, until I got some ache in my joints. Another distraction, as his tongue worked harder on my vagina. I managed to look down, and true to his word, his hands were behind him. But his face was very obviously planted at my sex, and he was lapping me for all I was worth. His tongue darted inside my petals, having opened my gates, and he was teasing me, licking along the fleshy folds of one side, before going down the other side, forming a loop. He repeated a number of times, until I mewed just as the clock turned 4:27. My heart was beating pretty hard now, and my nipples, already excited just from wearing the caftan, rose fully, the grapes on my melons providing a fruit salad for anyone who would sample them. I found out next that Juan liked fruit.
I felt his tongue lick upwards at my clit, and I mewed again, suckling in air through my teeth. My breath was coming harder, deep, slow breaths, in and out, trying to stay under control. He rose to his feet, and as he stood, his head was under my caftan still, and it rose with him, hanging from the back of his neck, exposing me. Then he licked my left nipple, and my head fell back on my neck, my long hair cascading down my back. I gasped as he nibbled it, the sensitive bud sending a stinger of teasing pleasure straight through me. My legs were starting to tremble. The clock turned 4:28.
I don't know what is wrong with me. Maybe it was the way I was made, maybe it was the naughtiness of being defiled like this, maybe it was the humiliation of it all. But my lubrication was flowing now. Every breath was accompanied by a moan, a soft, deep utterance of pleasure. My whole body was trembling now, and my hips were undulating. Slow, sensuous gyrations that, had a man been against me, his cock would have been giving me a camel toe slide. Or possibly even managed to slide inside me. The very thought of the way Juan was manipulating me was further making me feel waves of pleasure. I was losing the battle, as the clock turned 4:29.
I lost track of what Juan was doing to me, other than it felt sooo good. As much as I despised the man, I had to give him credit. He could play me like a fiddle. And then he did something despicable. I felt his lips on my nipple, and then something touched my pussy. My eyes flew open. "No cheating, Juan!" I cried out.
"I'm not!" he replied sharply, breaking loose of my other nipple, and displaying both of his hands. Then I felt it again. His cock was pushing against my clit, and down my vagina, searching for my opening. He was going to try and fuck me. I was getting lost in this, now, the tension of his touch, the tension of being bound helplessly, and the tension of fighting the clock. He scuttled just a hair closer to me, and was humping my crotch, my lubrication coating his cock, as he lips attacked my neck. Teeth nibbled at my earlobe, and I squeaked, my knees nearly folding as he was teasing me from above and below. My heart was hammering, and my breath was coming in gasps. I was so close, I knew I was doomed. I could not help it, and I stopped fighting. I gave in to my body, and let it happen, and shortly after, I exploded, trying to pull my hands forward, straining the handcuffs, my hips trying to rotate to get his cock inside me, and my knees trying to widen to let his fat belly closer to me, so I could be impaled. I was defeated.
Then I looked at the clock. It was 4:32. Somehow, barely, I had resisted him, just long enough. "Juan! Stop!" I cried out, and took a step back, gasping for air. My caftan fell back into place, and he looked at the clock, his face falling in disappointment. Now I would know the true mettle of this creep. I was vulnerable, and I was trapped. There was absolutely nothing stopping him from raping me. He looked back at me and smirked. He looked me over again, and then spoke.
"You aren't dressed like this for me. You've got some catting around planned. That means someone will be looking for you..." He was reasoning this out as he talked. "Alright, cunt, take your clothes and get out. We both know who won here, in the end. You owe me."
He then reached for my clothes, and started to drape them over my handcuffed wrists. They fit easily enough under the caftan, but would hang lower, displaying the silky purple satin pants, and the creamy top. "Juan, take these damn things off!"
"Can't..." he laughed. "I found these. I don't have the key!"
"What?" I exclaimed. "You fucker! You tricked me!"
He smirked, grinning like the Cheshire Cat. "Who gives a shit? I got what I wanted. I've beaten you twice in less than a day. And I'll see you next month, where I'll get to play more games with you again. Get out, slut, I need to sleep."
He opened the door, and I left, walking a little wobbly on unsteady legs. My head was still a little buzzy, and my body recovering, having been forced to climax, and not fall. My heels echoed off of the walls as I walked, my hips swiveling in wide gyrations, and yet the only evidence of that was my soiled pants, dangling from my wrists. On the plus side, I had my room key back, it was in the pocket of my pants. On the downside, however, I couldn't reach it, so I was still locked out. When I reached the room, I gently kicked the door, and was surprised when it flew open.
"Where the fuck you been, slut?" Ben fairly barked at me. "You're late. Git in here!"
"I'm sorry, Ben... I was trying..." and I cut my words off. We weren't alone. Leaning against the desk was a pair of black men, and they did not look happy.
The tallest one was really tall, like basketball-player tall. And dark. I didn't think men got any darker than Ben, but they did, evidently. He was wearing jeans and a denim vest, with some patches on it. His friend, shorter, and flabby, was about as dark as Ben, with sloppy pants and wearing a similar vest, and dreadlocks. He was eyeing me lecherously, as Ben spoke to the tall guy.
"Here, take her." Ben offered, handing out a leash. "24 hours is the deal. She puts out, and we're good, right?" There was a lot of tension in the room.
"If she performs, yeah, I'll square it." The tall one now looked me over. "She looks like she's got the body, I'll give you that." I was trying to dump my clothes from my handcuffs, so I could get some help, and wanted to speak up.
"Please... I need help, first..." was all I got out, before the tall one had simply reached out and clipped the leash to my collar.
""Help, Bitch?" the tall one smirked. "Oh you are goan' need help when we'd done. Help walkin'!" His friend laughed at the crude joke, and just kept looking at me. I had shed the clothes, and was now just possessing my caftan, collar, heels and handcuffs. I didn't have a shred of anything else on me. I looked to Ben, my eyes pleading, and confused.
"Go with them, slut. And take care of them. Do a good job and everything will be righteous. But don't fuckin' say no!" His eyes were serious, and I was still confused. The look on my face was obvious, as the sloppy guy spoke for the first time.
"I hear you like makin' babies, bitch. We gonna' find out how much!"
The big man simply tugged on the leash and said "Let's go. Time's wastin'" and he opened the door, leading my out.
I didn't want to go, and I hesitated, only to be given a sharp tug on my leash, making me stumble forward. My first instinct was to reach out, to protect myself from falling, but the handcuffs stopped me, and only a lucky step of my heel kept me upright. But the caftan revealed me, floating and flying as I was jerked, and the other black guy saw the whole picture from behind.
"Hey, she's cuffed! She's already wantin' this!" he laughed again, and I cringed at how much noise they were making and what they were saying about me. It wasn't quite 5:00 am, but the sky was beginning to lighten, and some travelers would be waking soon, if not already.
They led me out to the side parking lot, and the big guy had a motorcycle. There was a beat-up Honda next to it. The big man kicked the Harley to life, and was leaving, as I was put into the passenger seat of the Honda, the leash looped over the passenger grip above the door sill. Tied off, it prevented me from escaping. I was effectively loaned out... or traded, or maybe pimped? I didn't know, but I was afraid of one thing. It was about to get rough, for the next 24 hours....
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I awoke the next morning, and rubbed my face. My husband lay sleeping next to me, the day gloomy and stormy. The storm that created the situation I had with Tony's boss was in full bloom, with periods of heavy, pelting rain, and periods of strong, gusting winds. The large droplets splattered against the sliding glass door, a patter that most would find relaxing.
Me? I was anxious. The night before, Ron, Tony's boss, had me on his bed, and plundered my body, as I willingly surrendered myself to him. It was a capitulation of the senses, and surprisingly easy. Between the delicious feel of Ron's bed, the silky slipperiness of my own dress, and the erotic taboo of not only betraying my marital vows, but doing it with the aid of a black man, I had no will to resist it. Or him.
Tony had returned about fifteen minutes after Ron had finished filling my body with his semen, his lovemaking potent, and bareback. I had a strong, memorable climax, and it left me sated. So much so I had to deny Tony his marital prize, because I was a tad sore, as well as still leaking some of Ron from my core. On top of that, I was just not interested. To please him, I gave him a long, slow, savory tongue-lashing of his penis, suckling him until he exploded in my mouth. I teased him more by holding his ejaculate in my mouth, and then displaying it before I swallowed, then made a lewd display of my tongue, to show he was down my gullet. I had never done that before, but Tony commented on my being a lewd woman. He loved it!
So now it was the morning after. Physically, I felt better. But emotionally, I was a wreck. Ron held a large share of my thoughts. Bad, naughty thoughts. Being with him, being his conquest, being his victim. The images of his charcoal black cock penetrating my pink, pale body was still just hot. The risk of bareback sex was even hotter. My fingers slithered lower, and for a moment, I contemplated touching myself, only to stop when Tony stirred. He'd be awake, soon, and to find me in such a state would turn him on instantly, and I just wanted Ron more.
I knew I wanted to be with Ron again. Now. The problem was how? What excuse could I use to get separated from Tony to have a rendezvous? How long could I manage it? Would Ron want me again? Would I be intruding on another woman with him? I had to get out of bed and get my day started, or Tony would suspect something was distracting me. Something I would have a hard time explaining.
I did my Saturday normal routine. Cooked us breakfast, smiled and snuggled with Tony as we watched some TV, and then cleaned the house. Normal stuff, vacuuming, dusting, and so on, but it was interesting how things all had erotic connotations. Pushing and pulling the vacuum cleaner across the carpet was like Ron's black cock gliding in and out of me. Dusting the furniture was like my small hand daintily sliding along his thick, smooth, veiny shaft, stroking it sexily. Hell, even watering the plants was his semen spilling into my vagina. All day long I was wet and wanting. And I was confused.
I love Tony. With all my heart. He's my husband. So what's wrong with me? What is it that makes me want to have made, passionate, fully-reproductive sex with another man? A black man? Was it me? Was it Tony? Was it Ron? Was it Ron's bedroom? What about the kinkiness of fulfilling my satin fetish? What about the supposed stigma of interracial sex? Why was I having these urges? What was wrong with me???
The day lingered, and we got cleaned up ourselves. We showered together, which was steamy and hot, ending with me kneeling in the shower and suckling his cock until he couldn't stand it any longer. I lewdly licked the tip of his cock as he came, and let his semen twirl around my tongue, as I looked up at him mischievously under my eyebrows. Swallowing him after the wanton display made me feel better. It reassured me that my husband still mattered to me, and that I still mattered to him. I didn't have my own release, however. I got Tony off, well and good, and my own would have to wait. I figured I might indulge in a little fantasy 'me' time while Tony napped.
After the shower, we snuggled in bed, and napped. My husband slept naked in bed, as usual, while I wore my white satin nightie. Tony needed to nap from his release, me from just wanting my time, but I couldn't do it, not without waking my husband. I drifted off to sleep. He woke first, and jostling me as he darted out of bed. At first I didn't know why, and then I heard his cell phone ringing. I glanced outside as the daylight faded, and was wondering how I was going to survive this night without Ron's cock in me. The solution soon became obvious.
Tony came back in, smiling, and asked if I minded if he went to go play cards with a couple of our neighbors. Seems the guys had gotten their wives to let them have a boy's poker night, and was it ok if I let him go, too? It took me less than a second to do the math. No Tony+ Alone time= Orgasm! I smiled and nodded, saying I wanted him to have fun, while in the back of my head, I knew I was going to. He dressed in jeans and a favorite t-shirt, closing the door behind him in less than five minutes. I rolled over onto my bedside, and opened my nightstand, pulling out BOB... my Battery Operated Boyfriend.
Pulling down the covers, I slid to the center of the bed, my body sliding easily on our own silver satin sheets, the material a visual liquid to slip along. Then I pulled up just the top sheet, and encased myself in the cool, soothing, slippery material. I closed my eyes and twisted the end, and let BOB get to work.
I started with my legs closed, and my hand wandering my breasts, my nipples already hard from just the satin. I had a satin fetish and I had it bad. Maybe 90% of my wardrobe was satin. My blouses, skirts, dresses, even pants and jeans all were of the same silky dream material, and several were the same style, just in different colors. Then we had satin costumes for Halloween, or a couple of times when Tony and I would do some in-home role-play fun. The costume play could be a lot of fun, and Tony was pretty good at playing the villain, even being able to defile Batgirl, when I wore that costume one Halloween.
BOB invaded my thoughts, as he circled my vulva, and my lips parted to start taking deeper breaths. Ron now entered my mind. Tall, dark, mysterious, and handsome. He was naked, save for that same red satin men's robe he wore. He approached me as my legs parted, and BOB began to caress my folds, as Ron took hold of my ankles and separated them, my voice moaning in a feline purr. The silky feel of satin sheets on my thighs giving me the same shivers as Ron's fingertips caressing my inner-thighs. I wasn't giving myself to Ron, Ron was taking me. BOB parted my petals, and Ron's hot, black, throbbing cock was leaking pre-cum at my gate, and beginning to push inside me. Full, firm, and undeniable, he entered me, reaching farther than Tony ever would be able to. My hips undulated, and my toes curled as BOB rocked my body, Ron's presence rocking my mind, until Ron and I came together, and I cried out in a climactic orgasm. I bore down so hard BOB slipped from my fingertips, and shot down between my legs, while my vagina spilled some of my own juices. I knew I'd have to change the sheets, but in that moment, I didn't care. Ron had sated me. For the time being.
The time being lasted exactly 24 minutes. I got up, switched the sheets, and spread on our mint-green satin ones, remaking the bed. Tony never asked about such things, just took them for granted, and for once, I didn't mind. But Ron was there, in my head, and it was as if he was beckoning me to him. I found myself brushing my hair, and putting on makeup, and getting ready to go out. Just a dab of perfume in three places, my neck, my cleavage, and my vulva. Just, you know... in case something happened. In case Ron happened. I had a thought, and texted Tony..."Bored and wanna go out.. ok?"
He must've had a great hand, as his reply was simple... 'k". I smiled. Half my battle was won!
"So what to wear... what to wear..." I softly mused, as I began to thumb through the wardrobe. I settled on a sheer chiffon blouse, crème in color, and my brown satin skirt. The skirt was long, and a full-circle in cut. I usually wore a slip with it, but not tonight. Tonight there would be no doubts to Ron about my intentions. I also skipped my usual heeled boots, and went with a pair of four-inch strappy sandals.
I decided I was going to throw myself at Ron. So no bra, just the two chest pockets of the blouse covering my nipples, and the thin, silky, airy satin covering my modesty. Nothing but the absolute minimum to look presentable and yet give the man full-access to me. I grabbed my purse and took a couple of steps outside, the weather cool, but refreshing, although it was windy. I turned, and felt the wind catch my skirt, filling it up, as the long hemline ballooned up, the soft satin rising until the air fell out, but not until the skirt had lifted to above my knees. It was dark out, so it wasn't like anyone could see anything, but to be safe, and dry, I went back in and got a black long coat. Suitably covered, I got into my car and headed out, my Honda getting to on my way safely.
The weather, had, however, done a number on the roadways, and after a detour of an extra fifteen minutes, I finally made my way to Ron's house. The skies were clear, and the moon was out, but if anything, the winds had picked up. A high-wind warning had been passed on the radio, and was expected to remain for the next 12 hours. I opened the door and got out, and felt the wind on my face, and decided 'what the hell', and ditched the coat back in the car, locking it. Tossing my keys in my purse, I made my way to Ron's house, two doors down the street. My heels click-clacked crisply on the damp sidewalk, and the winds were alternating at trying to pull my skirt aside, and then up over my head. Twice in the space of maybe one hundred feet, my skirt blew up so high I couldn't see, and I actually squealed. When I got my skirt back under control, I looked over and my heart sank as I began to realize that his house was dark. I stood there for a moment, almost stunned. No thought given to my skirt, my modesty, or anything. Damn! He wasn't home!
I grimaced, the thought never actually crossing my mind that he might have had plans. I mean, it wasn't like he was expecting me, or anything. I just expected him to be there. I sighed and turned, feeling the wind now at my other side, my skirt obediently following the wind's pull, the sheer blouse conforming to the other side of my body, my nipples rock solid, and my body almost vibrating with adrenaline. I paused again, and felt a pebble between my sandal and my foot, so I leaned against the streetlight and as I fixed it, I had the sudden realization. I was standing under a streetlight and it was dark! The power was out!
With a renewed hope, I turned on my heel again and made my way to Ron's house, stepping up his driveway to the walkway to his front door. As I did so, the wind was hitting the side of his house, and giving off a major updraft. Again the silky satin of my skirt was in my face, and my arms were flailing a bit to keep it deflated. Not from the thought of being seen, but simply because I needed to see. It took me several moments, standing at Ron's door, to get my skirt more presentable, and then I knocked on his door. Having released one side of my skirt, I was back in battle to regain a sense of dignity when the door opened. A small laugh greeted my ears, as my skirt began to fall, now that the wind had a new path. As I could see again, I blushed, for there was Ron, standing there with a glass of wine, and wearing that same long, red satin robe. My heart skipped a beat, and I couldn't talk.
"Why hello, Wendy!" Ron greeted me, after a long silence of awkwardness. "Please come in... I am glad to see you." His voice warmly welcomed me, and he stepped aside, my feet flowing him in, and my skirt finally falling, and staying, in place. The door shut behind me, and I turned to see him, my skirt swirling about my calves as I did so. I could see candles lit here and there, enough to see by.
"My apologies for not being a great host, but the power is out, and has been for a couple of hours. I don't know when it will come back."
"I'm glad to see you, too!" I chirped.
He made no effort to hold his robe closed any further than what the sash did, and as he walked, I could see his bare, dark legs, and up to his thighs. My chest was heaving, long, slow, deep breaths, and my nipples were plainly showing.
"So what brings you here, on this dark and stormy night?" Ron quipped. He ended his question by seating himself on the couch, at one end, crossing his leg, and letting his robe just hang down naturally. In the darkness, I thought I could see some of his manhood, though I tried not to stare.
I was unable to talk, which surprised me. This was not going how my mind imagined it. I flapped my lips a couple of times, with no words coming out. How does a married woman beg a man, a black man, and her husband's boss, to fuck her stupid?
"I suppose we should talk about last night." He offered. And his hand offered a seat on the couch next to him. My skirt swished softly as my heels clicked on the hardwood floor, and I seated myself, making sure to splay my skirt widely, the way a full skirt was supposed to be. I crossed my legs, at the ankles, and then looked to him.
"Ummm.. yes..." I finally managed to stammer out.
He smiled a wide smile full of teeth, teeth that positively shone. "Well, let me start by saying you were a magnificent woman in bed, and I enjoyed you a great deal." His eyes started to look me over. I don't know if it was from boredom, or from a bunch of lewd thoughts of last night that hit him, but I felt him suddenly become more predatory, like I was his prey.
"I have to admit that you did things to me that my husband has never done before" Inwardly I cringed, why the hell was I bringing Tony up in all this? But I I could not help but smile back. "And I hope I am not intruding?" There, finally! The niceties had been observed, and my brain was functioning again!
Ron shook his head softly, again smiling. "No. In fact, you are the first distraction I've had since the juice went out." He leaned forward, and spoke in his baritone. "I'm glad you came."
The double-entendre wasn't lost on me and I blushed, and nodded with my own smile.
"Twice..." I replied. "And maybe that is the reason I'm here?" I offered. "We should, well, face some things."
"Of course." Ron replied, still leaning forward, and now his hand on my knee.
The feeling was electric. My eyes darted down to his crotch, and now that my eyes were dark-adjusted and ready for the dim light, flickering shadows, and the fact that in the dark, his skin made him nearly invisible, but I could make out the head of his shaft poking out, along his muscular thigh, the oils of his skin shining softly. "What's bothering you? The fact two consenting adults made passionate love? That they had maddening orgasms? Or is it that you are married?"
I had to let a breath out. There, he had said it! "I love my husband..." I began. "And the fact we made love was both amazingly hot, and at the same time, squashing me with guilt. What does it mean that I want you more than I want him?" Another wave of relief. More of what was bothering me was out. I was so confused, and so conflicted. How could I want another man so badly?
Ron had looked on with concern, listening carefully, and yet his hand never left my knee. If anything, as I spoke, his hand started to slide back and forth, caressing my thigh. When I was done, he frowned thoughtfully and then spoke. "If you are worried about discretion, please don't. I will never say a word to him, or to anyone else at the company. He is a good man and a good manager, and he deserves to be treated with dignity and respect. I hold him in high regard." Again he smiled. "But the fact that you were on my bed, and you were there willingly, tells me that you wanted it, too. I didn't force you. You could have said no at any time, and I would have at least tried to stop." Again, his hand was sliding back and forth on my thigh, the slippery satin allowing his gentle touch to slide along my skin easily. "But since you are here, it must be for one thing. And it is either to ensure that it never happens again, or that it happens more. Maybe a lot more." His hand left my thigh, and went to his crotch, and he hefted his black snake and displayed it for me, the menacing flesh semi-flaccid. "Maybe this is what you really want?"
My eyes lowered and focused on his meat. And I wanted it between my thighs so badly! I pursed my lips. The soft lipstick smacking loudly as I started to speak. "I think you know what I want. And that's the problem. If I do. If WE do. Where does it end? Lots of things can go wrong. And any one of them will destroy my marriage."
He laid his snake back down to his thigh, only this time it was dangling over it, not along it. My eyes wandered down to it. They broke the mold when he was built! My gaze was interrupted by his words.
"Well..." he began. "I never wanted to start wrecking homes and families. But at the same time, you are a woman I am very attracted to. And I assume since you are here, that you are attracted to me. So we go where you want to. You can stay the night with me, if you can manage, or not. But know that once you go upstairs with me, I consider you mine for the evening. Saying 'No' will only mean yes, harder."
I swallowed, hard. At that moment I knew what was going to happen. So did he. The only person who didn't, was my conscience. "I haven't been able to get you out of my mind all day. My motor has been running since I got home last night." I didn't say yes, but then, I didn't say no, as he leaned forward, farther, and this time put his arm around me, and pulled me to him, the silky skirt making my body slide easily on the supple leather of the couch, and in an instant, I was leaning back into him. Very little was heard, except for the sounds of growing arousal between us.
My hand reached for his cock, as it hung between us, and I felt it with my fingertips, lightly stroking its length, while his hands reached for my breasts, and he grabbed a handful of each side. His grip was strong, and almost painful, but it was a good painful. His face had lowered to my neck, and his nose nuzzled in, until his thick lips kissed me just below my earlobe, and I shivered softly.
I mewed as his lips continued to kiss me, and then he lightly bit my neck, at which point I surrendered. If I wasn't going to sleep with him already, I certainly was then. My free hand reached for my skirt, to try and pull up some of the folds, so I could caress my vulva, and to bare myself to him. My glistening petals almost ready to soak a spot into the back of my skirt. His hand then left my breast, and reached lower, gently sliding down my body, until his hand found my just-exposed thigh, and he helped me pull up my skirt, and then his fingertips danced at my landing strip, teasing me more.
My head fell back to his shoulder, and I had to turn, to kiss him as he was kissing me, my tongue darting lewdly for his. Our lips met and I mewed again, becoming his limp playtoy, as my fingers had managed to start making him throb, and his growth drawing his cock up along my ribcage. I tried to tease him further, to tickle his manhood, but I couldn't reach it, and in the end, he simply caressed my petals, and then encircle my clit. My arms went limp, and I simply lay there, helpless, moaning and panting.



I was starting to buck my hips at him, as his fingers danced at my genitals, and I was trying to get his fingers to fuck me like I wanted his cock to do. Somehow to finish off my agony, before it became too late. Perhaps Ron felt it, or perhaps Ron had an evil plan. I don't know, but Ron then stopped, and I whimpered, a feline growl escaping my throat as he pulled me to his lap, and then slid his arms under me, his legs drawing him forward as he then stood, carrying me in his arms, the long hem of my skirt falling in a sexy display of femininity conquered. I growled to him, sexily, my eyes half-lidded. "Tie me down, tie me up, I don't care, but make me yours!"
I put my arms around his neck to keep from falling, as we ascended the stairs, to the heaven his cock was about to place me in. Entering his room, there was but a single candle, large and round, and red, with three wicks to give off light. I had one of the same candles on my hearth, and it lasted for something like 36 hours. Ron was prepared.
The room shimmered in an eerie glow from the candle, and the light shone softly as a sheen on the same black satin comforter from last night. He lay me down on it, gently, and I could see that his robe had, indeed, come undone, and his manhood was jutting out proudly, throbbing in a dark, deadly menace to my fertility.
I didn't try and disrobe, but merely lifted my knees, and parted them, my fingers daintily drawing my skirt back until it fell to my stomach and waist, splaying in a near semi-circle under me. My soon-to-be lover smiled as he saw my nudity again, his grinning teeth about all I could see, except for a shadowy outline of his muscular form.
Like before, he kept his robe on, and it enveloped me like the cape of the Devil as he hovered over me, his black cock so much closer to my wetness.
He began to lower himself and I instinctively reached down to help guide him in. Unlike last time, he shook his head and grunted. "No." And I lifted my hands back to my chest, and then his shoulders. He held himself with one hand in a push-up, and the other went to escort the head of his cock into me, which, in my slickness took about five seconds. Once he was lined up, and I felt my labia separate, his head engaged with my opening, and he began to lower himself, both hands on either side of my shoulders, while my own hands fell limp above my head in supplication.
I matched gaze with him. Each of his thrusts a firm jolt to open me, my body still tight, having recovered from the night before. Each push of his pelvis made me grunt, a soft cry of pleasure. My lips parted and I gasped for air, three more thrusts making my body give up, and he started to slide in easier. What had been only a few inches became suddenly eight or nine, and my eyes rolled up in my head, my fingernails clawing at nothing over my head. He bottomed in me, as my voice mewed, his pelvis smacking my clit, and then he lay upon me, making me take all of his weight fully, my body firmly pressed into the bed, my knees high and wide. He kissed me, and I returned it, hungrily, wrestling with his tongue in a battle for dominance, which I soon lost. Every second that passed, every bolt of pleasure I felt was making me more and more his, and not just for the night.
The kiss ended with the slow withdrawal of his cock from my tunnel as he began the cycle of love, of two consenting adults mating, of man and woman becoming one. My gaze was baring my soul to him, and as I stared into his depths, I felt myself give into him more. Then he thrust back into me, and my back arched, my voice mewing loudly. Taming me had begun.
We soon developed a rhythm, his thrusts making me wail louder and louder, and my feet rose to point straight up, my toes trying to curl in my sandaled heels. My fingers lowered to gently and lovingly caress the back of his neck, and his head, kissing him lewdly, my tongue waving in the air until he chose to kiss me back. There was no decorum or denial, now. I wanted him and he wanted me. We were both going to make the most of it. His cock hammered into me, making my pearl shoot a blast of raw sexual tension into my body, my breasts bouncing up and down on my chest in perfect unison, while my tunnel began to quiver on him. My body began to get anxious, the rising sexual tension making me writhe under him, squirming to get more and more, while his cock forced more and more into me.
My moans became words, and I began to talk dirty. I said nasty things I would never say to my husband. Things like "Fuck me like the black cock slut I am!" Or "Make me your bitch!" I even said "Breed me! Make me pregnant!" I think my words goaded him on, and he thrust into me harder and harder, until he was slamming into me full-force, his hand grabbing me by the hair and pulling my head back, making me cry out as I exploded.
My pussy began to bear down, massaging his ebony rod as it impaled me again and again, my milky juices coating his shaft, my body eager to gain from him every drop of black seed to fertilize my white-man's garden. His own release was a split second later, and I could almost feel his throbbing pulses of semen as it splashed against my cervix. My hips rocked to mate with him, as his hips slammed back into me, and I climaxed again, a smaller admission of his sexual prowess, and still his body ejaculated, his heavy jewels unloading in me. Even at this stage I could tell Tony didn't cum this much. Finally, Ron was spent and so was I, and he lowered himself to me, our faces a inch apart, and our eyes locked in a silent communication. I didn't know what to think, but I knew one thing. I was starting to have feelings for the man a married woman shouldn't.
Our lips met and he tenderly caressed my cheeks as my own fingers tenderly caressed the back of his neck, and then his face. The kiss broke and I looked at him again, staring deeply. "I don't want to go home." my soft voice admitted.
"Then stay." was all he said, and I wrapped my arms about him, and held him, as he lay on me, his softening cock still inside me.
After a long, lewd tongue-lapping, Ron broke the kiss and smiled to me, his dark fingers again caressing my cheek. "Tony is getting a promotion in a week. He'll be travelling one or two nights every week." After a pause, he continued. "That's when you will become my bitch."
I smiled, that dreamy joy of plateau across my lips, thoughts and images of raw, hot, steamy sex dancing across my consciousness. After a few minutes like this, he rolled off of me, and a small gush of our combined fluids leaked from me. "Damn" I said. "I should have brought panties."
"Take your clothes off, and wash them here, then you can go home."
I bit my lower lip. "I don't want to."
I then had an idea and got off the bed, and carefully made my way to my purse down stairs, my knees still wobbly. My phone had nothing new on it, so I began to text my husband. "Freeways a mess, due to power outage here. Spending the night at Motel 6. Safer. I love you!"
A few moments later I got a reply as I lay back in bed, snuggled into Ron's arms. "Good idea, better safe. Game going well but long. See you in the morning!" He ended with a blowing kisses emoji, our code for 'I love you'.
I smiled to Ron and set the phone aside.
"Laundry night it is..." then I turned my face up and kissed him.
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A Work Party- Ch. 3
Ron was true to his word, and Tony got a promotion. From an area sales representative to a District Sales Manager. I think he would have eventually gotten the promotion, anyway, as he was good at his job, but now he was a manager. With it came some nice benefits. A raise, and he got a company car, better health insurance, and his retirement benefits increased. He had access to stock options, and better bonuses, too. With it came perks and responsibilities. Sometimes he could come home early, and sometimes, like near end of month, he was extremely busy. He had people to supervise, and problems to solve, not only his, but sometimes theirs. But he flourished in his new capacity. I also became a sort of trophy wife. I still had my own job, as financial analyst, in a different field of work. But it was steady, constant, and 9 to 5. There were few parties and celebrations for the worker-bees at my level in my company, while suddenly, Tony was going to many. Most of them were local-enough for me to be on his arm. Ron would be there, and we would have to behave as friends, and not the torrid lovers we had become. At a party, with me on Tony's arm, we spoke with Ron for a while, friendly and casually. Ron even let it slip that he was pleased by Tony's progress, and that his efforts were getting him and Ron noticed. It was even possible that they would both benefit from higher corporate ladder positions.
Tony was truly dedicated to his company, and loyal, and when it was required, he would travel, even leaving on a Sunday night. Every night my husband was away, Ron wasn't lonely. Usually we'd make a night of it at his house, but once in a great while, at mine. But Ron's place was where some of the wilder times we'd have occurred. See, I am a girly-girl. I love to be nicely dressed, and I believe dresses and skirts are what I should be wearing, and jeans were for Tomboys. I wore heels probably 90% of the time, and I had exactly three pairs of flat shoes, one of them being sneakers. Ron was a man's man, of sorts. I think that is why I was so attracted to him. Where I was soft, he was rough, and where I was gentle, Ron wasn't. Most of all, Ron took what he wanted, and appreciated my beliefs that a woman was a woman, and a woman's place was not to be the boss, and not to be in charge.
Tony, without realizing it, was also reveling in Ron's dominance to me. Not in the BDSM sort of dominance, like leather, whips, and chains, but Ron was making me more demure, more feminine, and Tony was being just his normal, gentle self. The difference was I was showing more of my female-ness to Tony, which was making him think he was more of a stallion than he really was. Not that I didn't love Tony. I truly did, to my very core. But I also loved Ron, or more precisely, what Ron did to me with his cock. Tony was gentle, kind, and caring in bed, and would ensure I wasn't hurt. He treated me like I was made of crystal. Ron treated me like a woman. He would use me, hard, and wring me tightly, until I was worn out. Then we'd start all over again.
Tony had decided to take some of his new-found raise, and ensure that I had a clothing allowance, and he told me to start buying more outfits meant for a wealthier life. Short was good, revealing was great, sexy was in but slutty was out. An elegant nudity he coined the term. So I did as a dutiful wife would. I went shopping! But I took Ron with me.
Ron had a flair for fashion, he knew what he liked to see on a woman, or in this case, me. Both men allowed me to indulge my own fashion fetish, wearing satin garments, which had a nice side-benefit of being a little flashy, which Tony was looking for, and Ron appreciated especially when he took me to his own parties on his arm. We'll talk more about that later.
So it was sheer panties and bras, or even some racy, lacey stuff. Thongs became the order of the day, too, and I had several pairs, along with a switch to French bikini-cut over the hip panties, satin or otherwise. Nylons became thigh-highs, and even a few garter and hose sets. I bought a few pairs of Louboutains as well. Long gowns grew shorter, and bodycon dresses became looser, either skater-type dresses, or pleated, fuller skirts, with shorter hemlines. Circle skirts were a particular favorite of Ron's, as he liked to watch me exposed to him. I even wound up with a few more daring pieces, like a dress that was mostly like a Halston off-the-shoulder flowing number seen on some Hollywood-types and wealthy wives, only mine wasn't off the shoulder. It was no arms at all, just a neck –opening and three buttons to allow my head to fit, ringed by a high collar. Basically, it was a giant circle skirt, but with a neck opening, instead of a waist opening. The material was sheer and light satin, but double-sided. I could wear it either baby pink or red side out, but the hem ended pretty high. Like about 3 inches below my butt. Both men loved me in that one, because it restricted my reach, and limited my modesty.
One Thursday night, I got an early call from Tony, who was at his office. "Hey, baby. How's your day going?" he asked, his voice coming from the speakerphone I had clicked on.
I shrugged into the phone. I was still at work, and up to my knockers in a series of spreadsheets that weren't totaling right. "I'm good, just slogging through..." I replied, half-paying attention.
"Ummm... listen, I sorta' have to extend my trip until Sunday." He led off with. That got my attention, and now I picked up the phone, taking it off speaker.
"Excuse me? Ummm, we had plans this weekend to host a party with some of your co-workers. Ron's supposed to be there, along with a few of the upper muckety-mucks, in case you forgot..." I had just had a sudden rush of shit to the heart. I wasn't about to try and entertain a bunch of couples alone. Fat chance.
"I know, I know..." he groaned. He had been smart to call me at work. I worked in a cubical, so I couldn't close a door and voice my displeasure. "But Ron wants me to close two deals and is having me meet with two clients, doing the wine and dine thing. He's giving me the whole of next week off to compensate me for it, so we can take a mini-vacation, but I gotta' do this, babe."
My eyes narrowed. Then I simply shared my only option I would buy. "I suppose it has to be this way. Just tell Ron to cancel the party and we can reschedule it for when you get back." Of course, I wasn't a complete fool. I knew this would mean more time with Ron between my legs, screaming his name, and other, dirtier things.
"Nononono..." Tony said. "Ron said he would help you by playing host. All you need to do it let him do all the talking, and stay close, so you can be the lady of the house. He'll do all of the heavy-lifting, so to speak. You just look pretty and do what needs to be done. In fact, if we can pull this off, I'll take you on a Four-day booze cruise!"
I rolled my eyes, as the booze cruise was Tony's favorite thing. Lots of alcohol, lots of sex, and lots of relaxation. I didn't mind them, but he really liked them. A lot. I sighed in a huff. "Alright. Anything you want me to wear?"
"Nah. Just wear what you would with me. Or maybe Ron has an idea. I don't know. I just know you'll be a knockout!" He was right there. I'd decided in an instant that Tony was going to be a bit jealous when he got back. I'd make sure he saw a picture of me dressed to kill for the party.
We exchanged "I love yous" and agreed to talk later that night. It took me all of six seconds to call Ron on my cell.
"Hey, Studly" which I'd taken to call him. "What are you trying to do to me? Get me killed?" My tone was frank. I was still pretty unhappy about the whole party-deal.
Ron just laughed before replying. "Hello to you, too!" he tone was jovial. "I see you got the call. That's what I like about Tony. He gets things off his plate so he can take more."
His words weren't placating to me, and I told him so. We were lovers, yes, but I was still a wife, and my home was mine, not his to toy with.
"Relax, girl... It's not that big of a deal. Let's meet for dinner tonight and I'll tell you what the plan is. You'll be fine. Everything will work out. Besides maybe you can meet some of my bosses, and if you can impress them, you can help Tony up the ladder even better than I can." In the end, I agreed to meet for dinner. It made sense. We both knew that I wanted to be in bed with Ron before I laid my head to rest.
At dinner, I wore the simple white satin blouse, and a modest pleated skirt from work, which was hemmed just above my knees. My company was much more reserved, and so I had to tone things down sometimes, to keep myself out of the HR department. Seated next to Ron, we started with a soft kiss, our traditional greeting, even before saying hello. Ron was marking his territory, namely me. We discussed his plan, what he wanted to happen at the party, and just who was coming. As usual, I had no idea who most of the people would be, but Ron told me that all I had to be was a gracious hostess, and everything would be fine. It was a semi-social business meeting, the kind of thing where real business deals got worked out. Two other clients would be coming with their spouses, and I was to be openly honest, that Tony was called away, and so Ron was helping play host.
After dinner, we went to my place, the weather light and breezy, the pleats of my skirt filling very flirtatiously, and the very instant the door was closed, he was all over me. His hands grabbed my breasts, and squeezed, hard. Enough for me to whimper a bit. It did hurt, and he was marking my breasts with a constellation of bruises placed in his fingerprints. The silky satin easily yielded to him, and as he held my by the boobs, he pushed me backwards, my steps awkward on my heels. The pleats of my skirt flitted and stirred as I was pushed further into the house, from where I had turned on the entryway lights into the darkness of the house. Ron had slept in our place before, and knew his way around. My hands flailed about as we hit doors and I opened them as he continued to drive me backwards.
There were no words between us as I looked into his eyes, or where I thought his eyes were when we left the lights. His skin was of Nigerian heritage, and because he was born in Alabama, he bore no accent. But he kept pushing me backwards, until we were through the kitchen, and into the laundry room. My hand scrambled to unlock the deadbolt securing it, and I pulled the door open as he guided me, until I set foot into the backyard, my skirt instantly filled with air, billowing out about me. It rose and fell without any control, as my hands reached for his wrists. Ironically, there was more light from the moon than there was in the dark house and I could see better. The look on Ron's face was unmistakable. He had lust in his eyes. To fuel his fire, the breeze was filling my skirt, and billowing it up and about, exposing my modesty.
"Ron!" I charged in a stage-whisper. "Not here! The neighbors can see us!"
"Let'em fucking watch, while I fuck their neighbor's slut!" He hoarsely whispered back.
I started to struggle, as best I could. I most certainly didn't want our neighbors to see. One of them was really good friends with Tony. They'd make sure he knew what was going on before Ron could make me orgasm, if they saw what Ron was going to do to me. I grunted and struggled, not with a full-force of resistance, but enough to make sure Ron knew I wasn't willing in this, and I think the fact I struggled turned him on more. I was pushed further into my backyard, until we were on the grass, and there was nothing to shield us from any prying eyes. The trees and larger shrubs were on the perimeter of the yard, and we were nearly in the middle. That is where Ron tripped me and I fell backwards. I landed heavily, my legs splayed, and my skirt folded up to expose my thong, the extra folds laying to both sides. I was wearing thigh-highs under my skirt, sheer, nude ones, and my black heels. As I rose to my elbows behind me, I shook my head, and hissed again. "Ron! Stop this!" even as he undid his trousers.
His pants dropped with his boxers, and his mast was hanging high, and throbbing. My fight with him had definitely aroused him. "You can be loud if you want, I don't care, but know that if Tony finds out, I'm gonna' tell him all about what a slut you are..."
This was new, a different part of him that I had not known, and yet, somehow, it was hot. I stayed there as he knelt between my spread knees, and he then mashed his face to mine, his tongue starting to rape my mouth, with lewd, hard thrusts past my lips, and onto my tongue. He added more of his weight to me, and I fell backwards, under him, my legs spread, and if anyone had looked, his black ass starting to dry hump me.
The top of his cock was rubbing along my slit, and my thong was protecting very little of me. He continued to kiss me, and I started to kiss him back. My arms flopped lazily aside, and I surrendered to Ron, just like every other time he got between my legs. There was just something about him I made me unable to say no, even at the risk of Tony finding out. My voice mewed, softly, purring as we kissed, and I felt his pelvic bone bumping my clit with a slow grind, almost deliciously. Ron was turning me on with his body, and the setting was making it hotter. Being clothed during sex could be a lot of fun, I already knew, having played games with Tony before, like sex in costume, or even typical housewife/robber fantasies. But this was different. I was being conquered, again.
I reached down, and with some struggle, managed to pull my thong aside, to expose my petals to Ron, and I looked to him, softly panting. "Stick it in me. Tame me!" It had become our way of having sex. I wasn't allowed to help guide him to my opening. His cock was his tool, and I only got to play with it during foreplay, which in this case, consisted of his 'play-raping' me. His chest was laying on mine, and I could barely see over his shoulder, laying my head aside, so his face had clear and undeniable access to my neck, since my hair was laying fanned on the grass. I mewed as he used his hand to brush his cock along my folds, applying pressure until they separated, and then I gasped, loudly, as I felt his head engage with my opening.
His cock began to enter me, and it was difficult at first, as I was not yet quite ready for him, my tunnel wasn't quite wet enough. But he was patient, and his first few thrusts, when I whimpered, were slow, and softer, until my body relaxed, and his black shaft was able to invade me. Then he gave stronger, more decisive thrusts, each one pushing more and more of him into me, until after enough of my grunting, he was fully inside me. He lay atop me, and made me take his weight, which felt a lot heavier, since we weren't on a mattress or cushion. He nuzzled my neck, and bit my skin softly, then licked my earlobe, which made me softly purr. Then he started to withdraw his hips, ever so slowly, before pushing forward again, and making me feel the first real pangs of pleasure.
I had to bite my lip to keep my voice down, and I was almost whining in joy as he was escalating his motions, building the raw sexual tension in me. In my mind's eye, I was being raped, in a way, and it was unbelievably hot, and before long, the tide of pleasure overflowed the dam of resistance, and I shuddered, an eye-clenching, gritted teeth orgasm that made me flex every muscle in my limbs, and core. If the neighbors saw, they saw, and I could not deny having an incredible orgasm. Ron's pace was picking up even harder, until he was like a runaway freight train, and he lifted himself to his arms, my eyes locked to his, where we had some silent, but deep communication. Every button he hit, and he hit them all the time, was making my heart melt, more and more.
My body felt the pummeling of my pussy by his magnificent black cock, and he exploded in me, making my own body rock again, smaller, perhaps, but no less enjoyable, my garden being fertilized by his seed. His thrusts slowed, and I could feel his butt clenching, and I knew he was filling my quivering cervix with a pool of his semen for my body to sip from.
He kissed me and then lowered himself to his elbows, and we stared at each other for quite some time, my hands reaching up to caress his face, my nails trailing along the back of his head and neck. Our eyes never broke lock as he caressed my cheeks with the back of his fingers, and my nose with his finger pads. He gently wiped the sweat from my brow, and I lifted my head to lightly kiss him, several smacking kisses to his thick, dark lips.
We were in the plateau of post-sexual joy, and at that moment, it was just us two. There were no neighbors, no Tony, no families, just us. It was then I realized I was falling in love.
That night, Ron essentially moved in to my house for a long weekend.



        A Work Party Ch. 04

        People Start to Notice.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/a-work-party-ch-04

Title: A Work Party Ch. 04

Author: satinlvr_mwf

Category: Interracial Love

Description: People Start to Notice.

Tags: interracial, black man, cheating wife, cuckold, white wife, big cock, satin, cheating, impregnation, black cock

Series: A Work Party


Ron spent the day with me, at my house, well, mine and Tony's, as I cleaned up and made the house presentable for the party. Rom didn't even balk when I gave him some chores to do, like dusting and vacuuming, and taking the trash out.
I spent the day wearing my short baby-pink satin robe, and nothing else, just padding around, doing what was necessary, including scouring the kitchen and bathrooms. Ron would leer at me and admire my jiggling boobs, and the fact that I kept having to re-tighten my robe's sash, to keep it from opening fully to him. As much as I loved being bedded by Ron, I was in mortal fear of my home looking like a disaster area, so Ron just had to wait. Finally, with about 90 minutes to spare, the place was up to my satisfaction. I was still nervous as heck, I hated the idea of playing hostess without my husband, but I had been given the assurances by both Ron and Tony that it would be fine.
The catering arrived about twenty minutes after I sat down to rest, watching TV, while Ron was in the shower. Not having bothered to put any more clothes on, I simply answered the door half-naked, and let the guy and two ladies gawk at me. Well, the guy at any rate, as they brought in the trays and chafing dishes. I sat at the kitchen table, and had a small sample plate, smiling to them as they set up, and made arrangements for everything to be picked up on the following weekday. As I spoke, my robe wasn't tightly secured, and my breasts, or most of them, were on display. I had the young man's full attention the entire time they were there. So much so he offered to stay and help serve, which got him some remarks from one of the ladies, who I think was in charge. After declining his offer, I showed them out, and went to get myself ready, as I had heard the water stop running, meaning Ron was out of the shower.
"Food's ready." I commented, as he stood before me, naked, and like a Black Adonis. My eyes could not help but admire him, and I took my own sweet time to look him over, knowing at some point tonight, I was going to be impaled by him.
"What do you want me to wear?"
I was shedding my robe as I spoke, and now it was Ron's turn to drool, my firm 34C's bare to him, and my landing strip acting like directions to my glory. "I'll find something..." he spoke in a low appreciation.
We were standing there, eyeing each other's bodies, a sort of foreplay between us. Obviously we had seen each other naked, many times, but this was the first time we had taken the time to actually look each other over in a more clinical, appraising way, and it was building heat, in me, for certain, at being able to enjoy the masculinity standing before me, and at the same time, know I was being devoured optically by a man I appreciated. For those who say women don't get turned on visually, let me tell you they are full of shit. My vagina was already getting wet, and I was just standing there.
Ron approached me and collected me in his arms, and we kissed, softly, his kips first gently plaid to mine, and then they opened, inviting mine along, where his tongue licked inside my mouth, caressing my responding tongue. I purred, moaning as his hands grasped my butt cheek in each hand, squeezing firmly. I was on my tiptoes to kiss him, and as the kiss broke, my nipples were rising. Time was stopped, even as the clock ticked, and my phone then chirped, reminding me what time it was.
"Lover, we had better stop, or everyone is going to see us." I murmured.
"Yeah. I know..." Reluctantly, Ron let me go, and I smiled to him. "But would that be so bad?" he asked.
The question threw me for as loop. It was the first time he came anywhere near admitting any feelings for me. I had to think about it in the shower. How did I really feel? How did he really feel? Tony was going to get hurt. I had a sense of dread growing ominously over me. It wouldn't be long now, before he had to be made aware. I was not looking forward to that. I knew I would cry, and probably that he would, too. Do I leave him? End it with Ron? When to do it? How to do it? My mind was in turmoil as I got out of the shower, toweling my hair and then blow-drying it, letting it hang naturally.
Once dry, I put on my makeup, adding a little more than usual, as it was a more formal party, and then went to see what Ron had laid out for me. Two outfits lay across my bed. One of them was one of my favorites, but totally inappropriate to wear. Sheer Champagne satin, it was basically a cape with no front opening, just a solid full circle, and a neck-opening and a high collar. The hem was about three inches below my butt, but worse was there were no openings or places to put my arms. If I reached wrong, the whole dress was lifted, and exposing me. I loved wearing it, but at the same time, I couldn't do it in front of Tony's co-workers, and superiors.
Next to it laid another inappropriate dress, again of satin, but one that exposed a lot of side-boob, and a very deep drape. The hem was also another too-short for business affairs length. It was hot, and great for social events and clubbing, but not this. I thought Ron was just trying to show me off as his woman. He had a point, though, in that the more we slept together, the more and more I was becoming his. I stood there, for a moment, and started to weep. Again the turmoil. Could I truly love two men? I knew that two men loved me, just in different ways. And maybe that was changing.
So to the closet I went, and pulled out a few, rejecting them, until I found one that wasn't awful. Blood red satin and off-the shoulder, the circle skirt was hemmed more modestly above my knees. It had a modest plunge in the neckline to show that I had a nice cleavage, but wasn't nearly as daring. I decided to pair it with seamed black thigh highs and my black Louboutins. The red of the sole was a close match for the fabric, and it would coordinate well. I'd have to paint my nails, but that was a small price to pay. I pulled on the hosiery, and then the dress, omitting panties as Ron had that rule about not wearing them. Adjusting myself, things fit well, and it was comfortable. I looked in the full-length mirror of the closet door and smiled. I liked what I saw. The doorbell rang as I was using a blow dryer to finish my nails, and I let Ron answer it, as the first guests arrived.
The party itself was a nice affair, though Ron had me at his side nearly the entire night. True to his word, he was a gracious host, and actually quite good at polite conversation, a skill I had never quite mastered. I could talk about things I was interested in, or about current events just fine, but the social niceties somehow just escaped me. The evening was very nice, and the party spilled out into the backyard as well, with a warm, gentle wafting breeze. The lights were soft, and the pool was lit to display nicely. All in all, the setting was amazing.
What wasn't amazing was Ron. He was all over me. Cupping my ass, holding my hand, even quickly kissing me a few times when he thought no one was watching. His hands were brushing my breasts 'on accident' as well. I saw eyebrows raised, and heard a few side-comments. At one point, Ron was behind me, his arms around my waist, and holding my hands, when the wafts of breeze filled my skirt. I tried to let go, so I could be more modest, but he wouldn't, and so I had a stressful moment or two, when the hem of my skirt got fuller and fuller. The hemline rose a bit, maybe to mid-thigh, before the gust died away, but for a moment, I was afraid some people powerful to my husband's career were going to get an eyeful. I had to get away for a moment.
"Ron, will you excuse me? I'd like to visit the powder room." I spoke, looking back up to him. He immediately released me and I stepped off, my heels marking my progress on the smooth concrete patio, his voice and the few we were conversing with raising in laughter. Inside, I ducked into my bedroom, and took a few moments to gather myself. I looked in the mirror. With some dread, I realized what was going on. Ron was staking his claim on me. The bedroom door softly opened and closed behind me. Turning, I saw it was Ron standing there, his hand gently caressing his crotch.
"Oh, no. Not now... Not here." I tried to chide him, shaking my head. But he would not be denied.
Wordlessly, he advanced on me, and his pelvis was against mine at the bathroom counter. His hands started to reach for my skirt, to lift the front, while his hips started to rock forward, bumping against mine. Had I been barefoot, his cock would have been punching me in the stomach. In my heels, we were pretty much pelvis to pelvis. I had to admit, I was needing it. His cock in me. But I had hoped to wait until after the party, when we could fuck with abandon. Now was not that time.
"Ron, seriously. This isn't the time." I began to whine, as my hands tried to hold my skirt down, with a weak effort. Just enough to show I wasn't in favor of this, but not enough to create a showdown, or to damage the dress. The satin was thin enough as it was, so I had to be careful. Even turning on my heel could have some embarrassing, or teasing consequences.
He ignored me, just looking into my eyes. By now my skirt was at my waist, and he was reaching to open his pants, and let them fall, so his cock was exposed to me, the hot, throbbing black snake already nearly at full-mast. I took a ragged, deep breath as he began to slap at my vagina with it, and my clit took a direct smack, making me moan. I hiked my butt onto the counter and parted my knees in submission.
My slickness made it easy for him to enter me. I had been nearly dripping when the party started, but the focus on guests, and playing hostess had been a good diversion, so I had stopped secreting my lubrication. But now, love juices were flowing with a vengeance, and his velvety ebony shaft entered me with ease. My hands held onto his neck, as I tried to look into his eyes, only to lose focus as he plunged into me firmly, my head falling back on my neck, long hair cascading down to almost my waist. Then the torture began.
His hips pushed his cock into me deeply, making my lips part as I breathed deeply, my fingers curling about his dark skin, until he bottomed out in me, and I felt his body filling me as Tony never could. There is something about being filled fully, something women know but will not admit to less-endowed lovers. Size really does matter, but not in a way that is humiliating. Smaller men are great lovers, but the well-hung? They can make a woman feel things deep inside them. Fantastic things that take good sex and make it catastrophically great sex. And Ron did that to me, every time. It was part of the reason I was falling in love with him. I gasped softly as I realized it. I was falling in love with the man.
I lasted only a little while before he made me climax, my jaws clenched tightly, lips pursed as I cried out into my mouth. My toes curled, and fists balled up, the release was much needed, even if the timing was horrendous. Ron lasted not long after, and he filled me with his black baby-juice, again making my womb risk his child. We were playing Russian Roulette with my fertility, a game I was certain to lose at some point.
My marriage was going to become a casualty. To what extent, I didn't know, but perhaps wit would be totally destroyed. I loved Tony, but I was becoming deeply in love with Ron. There was something about the man, a virility, a masculinity, and an aura about him that was impossible to resist. Tony was going to have to find out. And as I thought it, my lips blurted it out.
"Tony is going to have to find out."
"I know. Soon." He replied.
We then looked into each other's eyes. My eyes were caught in his gaze, and we shared some silent communication, the kind only couples have. We both knew it was true, and I think I showed Ron how much I felt for him. Whether he could read that message or not was an open question. He was still a man, after all, and they could be thick, sometimes.
Our silent conversation was interrupted by a tap on the door.
"Wendy? You in there?" a female voice asked. "You alright?"
I called out quickly. "Yeah, I'm fine, just touching up. I'll be right out!" I called back, praying that no one would open the door. I was still on the counter, my legs parted and my skirt at my waist, with Ron's naked lower half at my crotch, his cock finally falling out of me. A dollop of his semen fell to the floor with a plop.
My voice became a whisper. "Wait until I leave. Give me a few minutes and then come out, ok?"
He silently nodded, and quietly moved aside, holding my hips to gently let me down. I had to hand it to the man. He knew discretion when it really mattered. Reaching to my drawer, I had to pull on some panties, to keep Ron's essence from leaking down my legs. Ron's virility made him ejaculate heavily, and I had to keep from leaving a trail of our sexual encounter behind me.
Ron was pushing the agenda, and the timetable. I was getting in deep shit. I shook my head ruefully as I exited my bedroom, closing the door behind me; I was confronted by two women, wives of the office. They weren't happy.
"Let's talk outside", a brunette named Allison invited me. Her friend, Janine, accompanied us, and we wound up in the front yard, where we could talk alone.
"What the hell are you doing?" Janine was the first to go on the attack. "I work with your husband, and you expect me to keep my mouth shut?" Her tone was dark, and hard. Allison was just observing, for now.
"Look...." I started. "This wasn't my idea. Frankly, I didn't want to have this thing tonight, with Tony gone. But this was their idea." I was referring to Tony and Ron. "Tony knows that Ron is here, and that Ron is essentially the host in my house, and I'm just trying to be a good hostess. I'm not an idiot. I know Ron's been all over me, but what the hell am I supposed to do? He's my husband's boss! I don't want to make a scene in front of everybody." My own tone was a hiss, almost. My blue eyes were blazing angry.
Allison laid a hand to Janine's arm, and then spoke softly. "Are you going to sleep with him?" she asked.
I so badly didn't want to answer that. My vagina was already full of Ron's latest conquest of me. I had to take the safe way out.
"I...I don't know what Ron intends tonight." It wasn't true. I knew in my heart, that Ron was going to hammer me hard, his large, black nail impaling me to the bed, floor, grass, or wherever he chose to have me again.
Janine kicked back in. "Ron is a man-whore." She started. "He almost wrecked my marriage, and hers." She nodded her head to Allison. "He'll fuck you a few times, and then move on. He's done it to both of us." She added with some authority. "The way he's been all over you, I'm surprised he hasn't bent you over a chair already." Her voice ended with disdain. "Trust me. Two weeks, and he'll be on to another piece of ass."
That information made me think, and for a moment, my thoughts drifted as Allison next added on. Was Ron just using me for an easy lay? Would Ron leave me when he got tired of me? Tony was going to find out, certainly, and in a bad way, possibly tonight. Hell, he might even know, now! Allison's comments brought me back.
"...If you're wise you'll turn him down when he tries to seduce you. He's into some kinky stuff."
"Like what?" I had to ask. Curiosity always killed the cat, but I was nosey, now.
"He likes to make you take risks, and put you in danger. Oh, he'll try and rescue you, but he may not be in time. That's what happened to me, and I wound up getting mugged. Just watch yourself..." Allison finished.
"Don't be surprised if he tries to get you into bed tonight. The way his hands are all over you, I'm surprised he hasn't already." Janine concluded.
I shrugged, trying to be non-committal. There was no way to explain Ron and I had been lovers for three months at this point. "I'll have to wait and see what he tries. But like I said, Tony knows he's here, so Ron would be a fool to do something."
We all wound up shrugging, and the gossip-session ended. But again, the questions lingered, now even more so. My heart was splitting into two, my body was solidly in one camp, and my mind was just confused.
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That night ended less than spectacularly. Some of the wives were glaring at me, and a few of the men were appraising me in a new and unpleasant way. I tried to ignore it, but obviously the word was out. Ron must've let something slip, and everyone knew I was his slut. Janine and Allison both gave me warning looks, before shaking their heads. Every nod or glance was small, and the unknowing would miss them, but the cues were there. Everyone knew Ron and I were an item.
When I shut the door after the last guest left, I spun on my heel and hissed at Ron, completely ignoring the hem of my skirt. "What the fuck did you tell them? Everybody knows!"
For a moment, he actually looked like he felt guilty. "I was asked about you by one of the clients. I made the mistake of confiding in him. I sealed the deal with him, but yeah, the word is out." He shook his head slowly.
Before it was I knew what I was doing, my blood boiled over, and I swung my palm upwards to slap him. "You used me to make some deal? What'd you do? Fucking pimp me out?" I shouted at him, the slap of my hand having connected with his ebony skin.
His reaction was completely unpredictable, and he simply grabbed me by the hair and used his far-greater strength to lead me to the floor, and I fell forward, right in the entryway. Using my hair like a leash, he dragged me into the living room, and then descended to his knees, pushing me flat to the floor, face-first. Holding me down with one hand, I could hear his pants being drawn open and the belt clinking as he was pulling his pants down.
He then lay upon me, from behind, and forced his knees between mine. I was struggling under him, screaming, "No! No!" I tried to pull down the hem of my dress, but the silky satin just wasn't long enough to provide much protection. There was little I could do, and almost before I knew it, his black member was sliding up along my folds, under my skirt. My wetness was obvious, and he was able to pull my panties aside and slide into me very easily, the long, full penetration making his sensitive underside of his cock massage the sensitive nerve endings of my sweet spot. I let out a long, loud moan.
I should have been furious, I should have been fighting him, but once he penetrated me, I was submissive to him, and my manicured fingernails began to claw at the carpet. I spread my knees, and whimpered as he began to pull out, before re-inserting himself into my white cavity, his black snake a stark contrast to my pink petals, not that I could see it. The view of my red-satin clad body, skirt on my back, and black Adonis atop me made a searing-hot vision in my minds' eye, and between my own visions, my pussy's signals, and the whole situation I was in, I gave in to him. Yet again, I became his, and I would deny him nothing. Not even my heart. Ron was raping me, and I loved it.
His thrusting in me made my body writhe under him, my toes curling in blissful joy, and all conscious thought blasted from my brain. Each thrust made my voice turn from anger, to moaning, to squeals of pleasure, until I started to beg him. "Fuck me!" I begged him. "Put your baby inside me!" I cried out more than once. "Make me your slut!" I was so close to the edge, and his pace was relentless, but even. My body was craving more of him, and I begged him to fuck me harder, and yet he was maddeningly slow. I was at that edge, that point where just a little tip would push me over, and yet he would not do it to me. Just long, strong, and steady thrusts, ones that made me feel all of him, and yet would not give me all of him. Yet I was dying for more.
It seemed to take an hour, but was more like ten minutes, before his hips started to buck spasmodically, and he gave me the few delicious thrusts I craved. And then he came in me, hot, heavy spurts of his bareback seed, splashing against my cervix and tunnel walls, and yet I could not orgasm from it. I had reached a plateau, and his flurried ending was not enough to kick me off the edge of the climax cliff.
He finished, and lay atop me, squashing me to the floor, and I tried to rock my hips, to drive my vagina onto his shaft, and it wasn't enough. I shed a few tears, wanting to feel that post-orgasmic bliss, and yet he wouldn't allow it. Now I was confused, and conflicted. I wanted Ron so very, very badly, both physically and emotionally. I loved my husband to death. And right that second, I wanted Ron more, a lot more. So much that I would have done anything for him, and his cock. I felt out of control when with Ron, and yet so very safe when he was screwing me. It was like nothing else mattered. As he climbed off of me, and left me laying there, I had a few tears leaking from my eyes. I looked up at him over my shoulder, as I rose to my own hands and knees, my skirt still flipped up, and his cum starting to leak from me.
"I'm going to pick up Tony from the airport and tell him." His voice trailed off. "But you have to make a decision. Him, or me." That last comment hit me like a blow to the heart. I pursed my lips, and even let loose a soft sob. After a few long, torturous moments, I sniffled up a potential runaway trail of snot from my nose, and spoke with trembling lips. "I don't know."
"Then let me show you how I feel..." Ron replied, and he reached for my hand, lifting me to my heels as my skirt fell back in place, and drawing me out the front door, without even my purse. I struggled to get my panties back in place, as I sat in his car. "Wh... where are we going?" I asked, my analytical side starting to gain control.
"To show you how you feel, and how I feel." was all he said.
It took us about 20 minutes, during which I said nothing, and Ron didn't try and pry anything from me. I thought about my wedding day, my honeymoon, Tony's family, heck, my own family. Tony and I had just started to talk about having our own family, now that his career had taken off. I was still certain I loved him, and would, perhaps, for the rest of my life. But between the two men, Ron was by far the most fantastic lover I'd ever known. Tony's body was just not Ron's. And somehow Ron's personality, his demeanor, his... aura, it all put him at a level above Tony.
Emotionally, Tony was my ideal. He was always there, always ready to listen, to support, to just be there. I was always there for him, as well, to let him vent off steam, to hear of his triumphs, and to hear of his complaints. To listen to his heart.
Ron, however, was making me his submissive, his slave, and what I needed wasn't as important as his needs. But his needs were mainly physical, and to that end, his needs to be relieved of pent-up frustrations with my body were my gain as well. I could tell when he had a bad day, or things had filled him with anger. Ron would take a different approach, and the sex was harder, rougher, and bordering on rape, but it was also hotter. In his anger, I was willing to be his release, because it just felt so damn good!
Tony asked me to wear things. Ron told me to. Tony gave suggestions, and Ron gave orders. Tony was my friend. Ron was my master. I had no way of knowing how Tony would react, but I doubted it was going to be good. Me with a white husband with a black master and lover? His black children in a white family? We pulled to a stop, and he shit the engine off, and simply said "Let's go." I stole a moment to try and fix my makeup as best I could, thank Heavens for the invention of waterproof mascara, and I slid out of the car, onto the street, realizing I had absolutely no idea where I was.
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A Work Party- Chapter 6
My Voyage of Self-Discovery Ends
The alleyway we parked in was actually far more spacious than I ever imagined. The single-lane drive was opened into a fairly large parking lot, with brick or concrete- walled buildings on three sides. There were some dank smells about, and the loud of dripping water somewhere, a steady stream of who knows what. Heavy debris and broken or discarded furniture was littered everywhere, and there were some stacks and piles that appeared to be organized lumps of trash.
The soft breeze that had been wafting along the outside became a lot stronger, and I had to hold my skirt to keep it controlled. We had wound up parked near the end farthest away, and at the end of the man-made canyon, forcing the air to flow upwards. It was powerful enough that any skirt of dress would fly high, if proper attention was not paid. I was glad that I was wearing panties, even if it was just a thong and a very tiny sheer patch covering my petals.
My heels crackled on the broken pavement as Ron escorted me out of the car, and around to the entrance of a non-descript door. There was a muffled heavy beat coming from it, and it looked all the world like some club only those "In-the-know" would find, let alone enter. Ron knocked and then the door opened outward, where the loud and heavy beat suddenly escaped, almost blasting my ears. The air smelled like pot and perhaps worse. He flashed a $20 bill and was admitted, leading me inside. The door was slammed shut by a very large, very obese bouncer, whose skin was even darker than Ron's, as if that were possible, and he had gold bling hanging from his neck, and large and gaudy gold rings on most of his fingers. His smile even had a gold tooth in it. His attire was simple athletic pants and a grey tank-top, covered by a matching over-size nylon athletic jacket.
The walls inside were painted black, with red and gold lights illuminating the end of the hallway, and the first room. Well, the main room. The hallway had doors on one side, and it seemed that there were sounds coming from a few of them. These were noises I could readily recognize, as I had made them myself. Loud, passionate moans from feminine voices, and the harsh grunting of a male rutting leaked through the thin wood, and I was sure, the equally thin walls. Breaking out into the main room, there was a dark wood paneling on the walls, with some red fake leather booths, and some high-top tables. A dark wooden bar was laid along the left side, one stocked fairly well, but with a bartender who was harried. He was thin, slightly built, and he could be heard replying to questions. His accent marked him as a foreigner, maybe from Jamaica, or even Haiti. I wasn't sure.
As Ron paused to take in the surroundings and who was who, I leaned forward into him, and asked for the powder room, as I needed to freshen up, and clean myself up. Ron's last sexual use of me had left me in need of some hygiene. Not that I would want to necessarily leave his spunk wasted, but I was a mess of sorts down below. He showed me where to look, and I left his arm, my heels making my hips sway in a sensual, strutting tease, the short red satin dress flirting left and right with the multiple pairs of eyes on my ass. I took in the patrons, and noted I was nearly the only white woman there. One I saw was serving drinks, in a very barely-there uniform, another was obviously arm-candy for this black man who was dressed in a very dashing white suit, and yet a third was bobbing her head up and down on this really tall guy's lap. I snorted as I saw her at work, wondering if she could deep throat as I could. Women could be catty about the strangest things, at times, and for me, my ability to purse my lips around the base of Ron's cock and smear my lipstick on him was a great source of pride for me. I was the reigning blowjob queen, just ask me!
Making my way into the mostly clean restroom, I took care of my business, and cleaned myself up. I had to use several passes at cleaning my crotch, as Ron's cum had smeared well onto my inner thighs. My thong was a lacey mess, so I took it off and rinsed it out with hot water. I know warm is what was called for when washing it, but I needed it clean, and hopefully dry. In the middle of all this, Miss BJ came in, and wedged her way into the sink area, spitting out the remnants of her lover's jism. I couldn't resist myself.
"That bad, huh?"
She cupped her hand to slurp some water, swishing it around and spitting it out before replying. "I can't stand the taste, it is like bitter sea water to me." And she slurped in more water for her oral ablutions.
I smiled in a self-satisfied grin. "Not if you swallow, I would think." I was setting the hook.
She just looked at me. "I dunno. There was a lot of it." She was nearly admitting defeat.
"Not if you deep throat him." I cheerily concluded, and the look on her face said volumes. Obviously, she couldn't, or didn't know how to do it. Having my catty moment of victory, I left her to her own cleaning, and made my way out, refreshed, and even a bit bolder, having stroked my own ego.
Coming out, Ron was nowhere to be seen. I frowned thoughtfully, and more carefully looked around. Then I saw him, seated in a booth and in a conversation with some other men. All of them were dressed more or less as he was, though one must've been a new arrival, as he had his own fresh white meat on his arm, which made the booth full. I decided it was safe enough to be on my own in the main room, and strutted my way past him, trailing along his shoulder as I did so. He looked and gave me a nod of acknowledgement and then went back to his conversation. I had been left to my own devices.
I was simply leaning on a high-top with my arms up, gently kicking my toe into the red carpet, and looking around, people watching. Miss BJ came back out, and looked much happier, and we made eye contact, exchanging soft nods as she went back to her host. Boyfriend? Lover? John? Bull? It made me wonder about the others, and their relationships. Including my own, when I felt a hand caress my butt, sliding down the silky, shiny soft satin, until the material ran out, and his hand then reached up, cupping my bare rear. Turning, I saw a younger man, also black, dressed in a grey hoodie and red basketball shorts, with open-laced white basketball shoes.
"Sup?" He asked, his voice almost menacing. I could see a tattoo on his neck. I was a bit nervous around him.
"Can I help you?"
"Yeah. You look lonely, an' I's needs a bitch."
I looked at him incredulously. "Excuse me?" I then looked for Ron, who had moved to another booth, farther away. He was ignorant of my new acquaintance.
"You lookin' fin' girl. An' word is you kin' suck better'n a twn'y dolla' ho."
I shot a fast glance at Miss BJ. She merely gave me a wiggly-fingered wave, a big Cheshire smile, and then went back to her table, and her man. Looking back, I was about to speak, when I found my mouth running into his lips, and his tongue erupted past my own lipstick-coated lips, his voice growling as he started a lewd French kiss.
I squealed, and I started to wave my arms about, but my protest was cut short as his free hand grasped my upper arm and turned me to face him, his pull mashing me to him, one hand pulling hard at my butt, and the other on my arm, all the while his tongue was raping my mouth. My tongue began to respond, and started to wrestle with his, and somehow, I mewed softly. The hand on my arm dropped to my other cheek under my skirt, and he pulled me up to my tiptoes, as my hands were on his chest. The kiss was lewd, it was wrong, it was lascivious, but it was oh so hot!
The kiss broke, and I had to take a deep breath to collect myself, looking at him as I shook the daze from my head. People underestimate the power of a deep, hot kiss, but this young man was an expert. He did look young, in fact, I was even unsure of his age. He then dove back to my lips, and this time it was easier, his tongue prying my lips apart as I kissed him back, again my soft voice mewing. I had a thought about Ron, and what would he think? But the kiss went on, and while I didn't embrace him, my arms simply laid on his as he held me tightly, long, strong fingers kneading my butt.
Again, the kiss broke, and this time I had the presence of mind to ask him who he was.
"I's Jerome." He replied. "But mos' jes' call me Rabbit."
"Rabbit? That's an unusual name." I followed with, still face to face with him.
"It's 'cuz I'm quick!" he grinned, and then his lips were on mine again, the kiss lead with his tongue, and again prying my jaw open to take him. My tongue still responded, and we shared saliva, my eyes fluttering closed. We seemed to rock back and forth, slowly, taking small steps, until I felt my back hard against the wall. I had to admit, he was quickly taking over, but my back to the wall caught my attention and I broke the kiss.
I looked past Rabbit, actually having to lean aside a bit, to see past the man, only to not see Ron anywhere. Not at the two tables he had occupied, not at the bar. There were other rooms deeper in the club, however, so I was certain he had simply gone further inside, to conduct whatever business it was that he had. True to his name, Rabbit was moving quickly, and I felt his hand slide around my waist to my hips, and he kissed me again. This time, I let him, almost eagerly. I could not believe how aroused I was getting, and the adrenaline coursing through my body was making my nipples grow hard as a rock, two pin-points through the top of my dress, the shiny satin giving an accent to them.
Rabbit's next move was smooth, and brought me back to him. He started to dry-hump me, and I could feel his growing bulge. How big was he? What about his girth? I had no idea, but because his shorts were nylon, they hid very little, and my lace panties protected me even less. My hands reached up to his shoulders, and I started to ward him off. "No... Don't..." I managed to breathe out.
He shut my protest by kissing me again, his hips holding me against his, as we gently banged crotches. His feel snaked between mine, and made my knees slide wider apart, and then I felt the real power of a man who would not take no for an answer. The kiss was powerful, and every bit as lewd as before, long and lustful, and I returned it. During all of this kissing, his hips bumped into me harder, with the new-found access, and my pearl was getting exposed as it grew from under its protective hood. His pace was quick, firm, and unyielding. I started to feel the real pleasures of being stimulated, each dry thrust sending new waves of lustful need into me.
The kiss broke, and he looked down at my me, my blue upturned eyes were held by his, and the sheer force of his will broke me. My arms fell from his, hanging limply from my shoulders as I lost all resistance. I was rocking my hips back at him, as he was at me, my voice uttering soft mews of enjoyment. I started to speak in a breathy, wanton need.
God how I wanted him inside me, and right there and then. "Rabbit, please fu-" but my words got harshly cut off, and Rabbit was grabbed from the side, nearly tripping over my spread and outstretched leg. I gasped as I followed the action.
It was the bouncer.
"Not here! Nu-uhn! You don' do that shit in here, you been tol'!" the bouncer barked. "I ain't getting' no vice raid 'cuz o' you, boy!" he snarled. "Take that shit outside if you wants, but not here!" his voice bellowed.
Of course, since he was yelling, the whole place was looking at the three of us. Rabbit held in the bouncer's thick vice of a finger grip, Rabbit being yanked about like a twelve-year old, and me, leaning against the wall, my heels and knees widely splayed, and my eyes lustfully dazed.
Rabbit was indeed living up to his name, because quick as lightning he had recovered and was grabbing my hand, pulling me after him, and down the hallway I had entered through. My heels stuttered as quickly as four-inch stilettos can, my skirt flying behind me as I was pulled out of the room, and down the hall, and then out the front door. Before I realized it, I was alone with Rabbit, back in the alley, outside the club.
Rabbit pulled me across the driveway, and against the wall of the alley, my butt resting on the edge of an old, water- and weather-beaten table, the surface long since salvageable. He kissed me again, then slid his lips to my neck, and nibbled on my earlobe. I moaned, his teeth hitting one of my erogenous zones, and I laid my hands to his shoulders My knees parted and I shifted my weight to my butt, lifting my heels in the air, legs bent. He started humping me again, firm, direct bumps at my crotch, and I sighed in submission, and started to dry-fuck him back. God how I needed him in me!
"Please, Rabbit... fuck me... stick it in me..." I was being sultry, a purring cat in dire need of mating.
I had no idea who this guy was, he was a total stranger, and here I was, asking, actually I was begging him to mate with me, and do it bareback, unprotected, and fertile. Just like I did with Ron. I didn't realize it at the time, but Ron had just shown me what I truly was. I was a slut, but a special one. I would spread my legs for any black cock. I was the type of woman you might see on an interracial porn website. I would wear those crop tops that proudly proclaimed 'No White Men', and thongs that bragged "Black Cock Only'
Rabbit lifted the front of his hoodie, and exposed his hard, tough abs, and the tattoos he wore. I had no idea what they meant, but he had a lot. It pegged him as a gang member. He was one of the type of people I would normally cross the street to avoid, and yet here I was, begging him to do the most intimate act with me. He held his hoodie up by tucking his chin, and then reached down to expose his member to me. It was turgid, throbbing and dripping. He wasn't huge, he wasn't gifted, but he was bigger than Tony. Ron had him beat by a proverbial mile, but still, he was black, he was hard, and he was ready. It didn't matter how big he was, only that he was black. I was, officially, a black cock slut, and with that, my marriage was doomed. I would wake up in the morning and realize what I had to do. Confess to Tony, and then ask for a divorce. This young thug had altered my life.
I leaned back on my elbows as he started to remove my thong, finally just using his thumbs to put a hole in them, as they would not come down past my thighs. Then he began probe me, his fingers rubbing his cock against my vulnerable hole, until my labia gave way, and I was open to him. I let loose a long, low purr, sucking in air between my teeth, adjusting my hips to make it easier for his entry. "Yeeessssssss" I hissed.
Then with a firm thrust, he popped into me, and I yelped. All of the arousal he had spun into me had my tunnel caving in on him in a convulsion, and it took him some time to get my body to accommodate him. Each thrust was firm, and gave him more of me, until after six or seven thrusts, my body submitted to him, and he sunk fully inside me. My head hung back from my shoulders, and he leaned forward to suckle my bare neck, making my voice mew even more. I felt him latch on, and he sucked and bit my perfumed soft flesh, as he began to thrust. Slow, deliciously wicked ones, I was moaning with each one, reveling in him, and his black cock so deeply inside me. "Fuck me, Rabbit.. fuck me... Cum in me!" I was whimpering.
Then our very public isolation was shattered by the loud thumping ringtone of his damned cell phone!
He rammed himself into me, which made me wail softly, as he answered it, holding the phone to his ear, as he held himself in me. He was nodding, rapidly, and started saying "a'ight..a'ight.. I gots you. A'ight!" then he asked. "Right now?" and he simply nodded. "A'ight. I be there." And then he did an astounding thing to me. He pulled out, and started to put his love-juice coated stick in his shorts.
"What the fuck?" I exclaimed, my lust turned into a furious frustration. What did a pretty, sexy, provocatively dressed, willing white woman have to do to get laid in a bar filled with black guys???
"Sorry, bitch..." he spoke in a very matter of fact tone. "I got's ta run. Fuck ya' later, slut!" and like that he was on the move, his feet moving him rapidly away. I had to give him one thing, his name was sure accurate. He moved like a rabbit on the run.
I fell back on the table, my head turned to watch him leave, my knees still high and wide, legs bent to my chest. With my skirt up on my stomach, I was completely exposed to the alleyway, and in plain sight of anyone on the main street who would happen to look down the alley. The lone lamp above the club's door illuminated me as well. I was so hot, so horny, and so pissed, I didn't care, and I laid there for a moment, to collect my wits.
The touch on my inner thigh nearly made me jump into orbit. I cried out with a gasp, and looked down my body, to see a hand, dark, black, and filthy. Then I was assaulted by the stench of the owner of the hand. Looking up, I followed the hand and then the arm clothed in a dirty, torn long-sleeve shirt, to a body wearing the shirt, buttons either missing or left undone, and an older man, black with greying hair. His other hand felt funny as it pressed on my other thigh, and I looked down, to see he actually had no hand at all. There was just a stump where his wrist would have been. I looked back at him, everything in slow motion, as I was a mix of shocked, scared, horny, and desperate.
His whiskers were at least two weeks long, and his eyes had a pale-yellow tinge to them. The same could be said for his teeth, and his breath was a similar rotted scent. Yet I lay there, wide and vulnerable to him, actually open to him. Part of me was wondering what he would do. Part of me was hoping he would do it, and part of me was afraid he would. If cleanliness was next to godliness, this man had been living in hell for months, if not years. All the while, neither of us spoke. It was silent communication, as if he was reading my mind, and I was reading his. I knew I would let him have sex with me, and he knew it, too. Then he reached to his waist, and undid whatever it was holding up his trousers, and he laid his cock on me, his gnarled hand stroking himself as he started to thrust along my moistened patch.
It took him awhile, but he managed to get hard enough to give it, and me, a try, and he poked at me. Rabbit had managed to open me enough that it only took a few thrusts before I opened for him, and he plunged into me. I scrunched up to my elbows, so I could watch, to see this weathered, homeless old man fuck a young, pretty wife, probably getting the first sex he had in many months. His thrusts were hard, and erratic, and I started to mew softly, encouraging him wordlessly to give me as much pleasure as he was taking.
I smelled something awful grow strongly, and I looked up, only to be surprised at his face, like Rabbit's before, maybe an inch from me. My lips already parted, he shoved his vile tongue into my mouth, while sticking his leaking cock into my love-canal, and I was overcome by the taste, and the scent. I worked hard at keeping my stomach from rebelling, and was able to not show much outwardly, but his tongue dug around in my mouth, under my tongue, and along my gums. He was consuming me much as Rabbit had, only in his own way. His hand grabbed my breast, squeezing very hard, which made me wince and whimper, and the stump of his right hand tried to hold my face to his. All the while he fucked me.



It was not long, maybe three or four minutes, and he started to spasm in his thrusts, and I swore I could feel him grow harder inside me, until he orgasmed inside me, thrusting his old black seed into my young white garden. His ejaculation was hard, and he almost seized as he did it, his grip on me pulling me to him as he held me close, as if I could escape his body's inseminating mine. My pussy was massaging his ebony rod, milking him, even though I had not had an orgasm. Desperate as I was, the scene was so surreal that I could not touch myself in front of him. Somehow, that was too humiliating, even though I had been having sex with two complete strangers in public, and in plain sight.
I was so drained now, I had lost all will. The time with Ron, the time with Rabbit, the dawning realization of who I really was. I fell back onto the table with a heavy thud, just as I heard a loud boom, as the club door was slammed open. "What the FUCK?!?!" Ron's voice bellowed.
My lover, my old, gnarled, filthy and wrinkled lover was literally thrown from me, a long trail of his semen linking him to me finally snapping and leaving a small trail on my thigh. I heard the sound of a scuffled fall as the man fell to the cracked asphalt, no doubt skinning his hip, or heaven-forbid, another body part. Ron then reached to me, and pulled me up by my shoulders, my knees finally falling and allowing my heels to reach the ground. Holding me to him, Ron started to soothe me, stroking my hair, and offering firm, masculine assurances I was now safe. He didn't even ask me what happened, he simply carried me to his car, like a child, and we left. Once we hit the street, I started to cry.
It was all coming to me, now, my old life, and its death, my new and uncertain one. My heart now belonged to Ron, but I was now terrified he would reject me. I knew Tony would likely never speak to me at least civilly again. Not that I blamed him. If the places were reversed, I'd likely get pregnant by some stranger like Rabbit, or the old man, just to spite him. I looked to Ron. "I love you. I now know who, and what I truly am."
Ron simply patted my knee and smiled. Looking forward, I heard him say words that were music to my ears. "I love you too. But I'm not touching you until you see a doctor." For some reason that was hilariously funny, and I could not stop laughing, until I cried.
Epilogue
When Tony had left for the trip, I had been looking forward to a chance to have mind-blowing sex with an illicit lover. Instead, I came to learn more about myself than I ever would, if I had stayed with him.
Ron had offered to go to the airport and tell him, but I insisted that it was my husband, and my marriage. He had to learn it from me. So I went, dressed nicely, but not in the eye-catching sexy Tony would have wanted. I had a couple of bags packed in the trunk of Ron's car, too, for when I knew Tony would throw me out.
I tried to be gentle, and I tried to explain it all, but it hurt him, and it hurt him badly. He flew into a rage, and he slapped me around. I wound up on the floor, where Tony did the first true dominant, all for him, thing he had ever done. He raped me. I couldn't stop him if I tried, and I didn't particularly want to. He would not kiss me, but he made sure to cum in me, as deep as his manhood could manage. During it all, I cried. I wondered if he had been like this with me before, would I have been true to him? Was it my ignorance of who I truly was that ended our marriage when I could have saved it? If I had known that being humiliated, being used, and being reduced to my submissive-self was what I needed from Tony, could he have done it? Would he?
My last kiss with Tony was when I greeted him at the airport. Even then, it was not a long tongue-lashing French kiss. He simply was too reserved in public for that. After he raped me, he did, indeed, tell me to get out. I went into my drawer, and pulled out a fresh t-shirt and a pair of panties I had intended to collect later, along with clean blue jeans. The dress I had worn was ripped, and would be thrown out, like my marriage. Within minutes of my call, Ron was there, to pick me up, and I began the next phase of my life, except for when I had to see Tony in court.
By then, I was well on my way to my new life. I dressed sexier, as Ron preferred it, I seldom wore underwear, as Ron forbade it, even in court. At the final court meeting, where Ron and I had to appear before a judge, I was starting to swell. I had Ron's baby inside me. Tony, by that time, had a scorching case of syphilis.
The End
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Tessa was unusually excited as she walked in the door, her grin spread from ear to ear. "Love, you'll never guess what happened!" She beamed to her husband. Shutting the door behind her, she hurried to his waiting, open arms, their standard way to greeting each other at the end of their respective work days.
Her four-inch stilettos clicked heavily on the hardwood flooring, the polish so shined it nearly reflected the soles of her shoes. Only the fact that the heels were strappy, and had a bow--tie at the top of her calf to secure it, that kept her ankles strong enough to keep from slipping. Safely reaching his arms, she grinned to him, and their lips met, a soft, tender expression of affection and adoration. She truly loved her Daniel. Long blond hair trailing from her shoulders and almost mid-way down her back, she had that sexpot figure, perhaps as one would expect of a twenty-four year old woman. With C-up breasts, and a twenty-six inch waist, she presented the epitome of an hourglass figure, flared to a pear-shaped butt, atop nice legs that gave her an overall height of only five-foot four inches in stocking-feet. Hence the reason she always wore four inch heels. Without them, just about the whole world towered over her, including her students, and since she dealt with secondary school children, and even the youngest adults of eighteen, a lack of height was often perceived as a weakness. So it was tall heels, always.
She had to always appear professional as well. Skirts, whether they were pencil skirts or looser, flowing pleated or circle skirts, were hemmed just above the knee, or lower, and dresses were at least long-sleeved skater dresses, if not shirtdresses or something more formal. Her blouses were an extravagance, usually silk, charmeuse or satin, or some other fine material, but cleavage was never more than two buttons from her throat, though it did make the material she wore strain a bit to contain her ample bosom. Tessa's girls were firm, full, and proud. She would never admit it, but her boobs were a source of her self-esteem, and she took an inward pride that a bra was only necessary due to her work's dress-code. The girls could stand up on their own just fine, thank you!
The warm kiss ended, albeit reluctantly, but she did have exciting news to share!
"Danny!" she blurted out. She used his pet-name when she was excited. "Remember the project I designed? The one to help some of our troubled students? Those who still had some hope of being reclaimed and brought up to graduation levels? I didn't tell you, but the principal liked it enough to send it up to the district with his endorsement, and they LOVE it! So much so that I am meeting with the assistant superintendent next week after class to review it! Isn't that great?"
Dan was a bit confused, at first, until she started filling in more pieces and gaps. Yes, he knew she was working on a project, but truthfully? He hadn't paid overly great attention to it. He had his own work to take care of, and to work on his business. Being an account representative had its perks, certainly, but it also had some pitfalls, one of which was when things got closer to end of month, he was working long hours to close deals, make sure orders were filled, and properly, and in general stay on top of things, and the occasional travel to the more far-flung clients. He had been mildly listening as she was working on the proposal for the last three months, and soon it would be end of month, and he was going to be swamped.
Giving her the recognition she desired, even craved, he kissed her again, and hugged her tightly, truly happy for his wife, but not entirely sure he had a clue what was going on, but he was able to fake it. In the end, it might have been a better idea to pay closer attention. Giving her a final pat on the butt, he asked her to change, so they could start making dinner together.
Tessa had a penchant to be prim and proper while at work, simply because she had to be. Her students thought she was an old fuddy-duddy at the ripe old age of 24, but in truth, Tessa was a woman, and that meant her being soft, feminine, and pretty. Under her outer-wear was a garter and hosiery, seamed down the back, and matching thong panties. She hated panty-lines with a passion, and even the small bulges that announced her garter belt would really antagonize her some days. Usually it was only a problem if she was wearing a tight skirt or dress, or some of her business suit pants. So she would wear looser clothing on her how time, and tonight was no exception. Doffing her skirt, blouse, and bra, she pulled over her head a black satin baby doll, the thin lace hem just swaying an inch or two below her butt cheeks. The front had a nice drape to it, and exposed much more of her cleavage. Not to mention let the girls rest in comfort, the thin satin allowing her nipples to show very obviously. She liked the look, and in fact, would look very enticing to any man, but she would never dare let another male lay eyes on her like her husband could, and hopefully later on, would. Oh, she might go in the back yard with Dan, as they sat on the deck to look at the stars and drink a glass of wine and just talk, but never would she venture out the front door dressed like this. Provocative and gorgeous as she was, it simply wouldn't do.
So they enjoyed a nice dinner together, and chatted about their days, venting to each other, with Tessa comprehending more of Dan's work than the other way around, mainly because most of Tessa's stories related to students that Dan had no correlation with, they were all a jumble of names, and since she had over 150 of them pass through her classroom during any given day, it made for some real confusion. He could remember certain ones, mainly from their descriptions. The tall kid, the girl who was a slut in the bathroom, black kids were easy to track, as there weren't many, one especially stood out, as he was a bully, and for Tessa a real pain in her rear, given he was only fifteen. Why Tessa would want to save him from prison was beyond his comprehension. Dan looked at people as conquests and targets. Tessa looked at people as, well, human beings.
Tessa had a hope that tonight her husband would give her some of his precious time. She knew he worked hard, and did so in order to be so successful, an achievement that allowed them to have a very nice living. They had a nicer home, a lot of luxuries that others couldn't afford, and in general, a much more comfortable lifestyle. The problem was that when he worked late, Tessa's own personal needs were left unattended. Tonight would be no exception. Dan had a checklist to accomplish, as he had to make a longer trip after this coming weekend, and he had to make sure everything was in order.
There was no doubt that Dan loved his wife, and loved her dearly. She was his confidant, and his friend, a great homemaker, and a wife, while being his lover fell somewhere around fourth in his priorities. When they made love, it was usually on the weekend, and usually about a thirty-minute coital exploration of shared passion, it was over, and he'd either roll over and start snoring, or go back to work. With a soft, loving kiss from her husband, Tessa, slipped off to bed, and undid the ribbon wrapping her heels to her legs, and then her thong, garter and hosiery. She always wore the thong outside the garters, simply because it made using the bathroom so much easier. She would often lament that garters and stockings were invented by men that way, simply because they didn't have to do it.
Finally nude under her baby doll, she slid into bed, the silky silver satin sheets helping her slide back into the bed, and as she draped the sheet over her, the way the material simply glided along her curves took her already warmed-up motor and turned it into high gear. Glancing to make sure the door was shut; she let her fingers begin to wander her body, the perfect manicure gleaming against the soft moonlight through the window. With an expansive back yard, and a second story master bedroom, there was no need to close the curtains. Only a helicopter pilot could look inside. Nipples already poking up, she teased on, and then the other, her mind drifting to her fantasies. There weren't many, as she had a rather strait-laced upbringing, but a favorite was her thong being soiled at work, and having to forego it for the afternoon, only to come home and have Dan ravish her wildly on the couch, her dress up on her back, and her body held bent over. Another secret fantasy? To be in bed, and have Dan making her squeal in orgasmic delight, while a peeping tom looked in surreptitiously. She was curious of other sexually-charged ideas, but they were passing ideas, like outdoor sex, and black men. But they were just idle things, mostly, though she did engage Dan in pillow-talk one night during sex, and teased him relentlessly, about her dress being so full, and the winds so high, that in the stairwell to the top floor of her building, the hem blew up and completely exposed her stockings and suspenders, not to mention her sheer thong, and all of her students could see her landing strip and bare butt. Dan erupted in remarkably short order from that, so she refrained from telling him such stories. It made him hot, certainly, but shortened her sexual experiences, and left her wanting all the more.
The images slowly played out in her mind, as she felt her fingers slide down her satin baby doll, until she could lift the hem slightly, and lightly encircle her pearl. Her breathing grew deeper, and she had to do it quietly, her mind lost in the dream that Dan was with her and that there was a stranger in the house, on the other side of the closed door. Could she keep herself constrained so as not to tip of their passion and love? The images flashed through her mind as to who it could be. A neighbor? A stranger? A burglar? One of her senior students whom she knew fancied her? The last one had her going full-force, the sheer taboo of it making her hips pump up and down, as she teased and pinched her clit. Then the thought hit her of one of the troubled teens? The bully, maybe? Threatening to come in and watch them, maybe bullying them? That was as long as she lasted, and her back arched, her legs taut and wide, biting her lip to stay quiet, even though her husband was down stairs and in his office across the house.
She fell back to the bed, the sheets no longer covering her but fallen aside in a cascade of shimmery satin, her lungs gasping for air, as she was unable to stifle a small giggle in relief. In the plateau of after-love, she let her mind wander. As usual, she thought about her husband, who, despite this one shortcoming, was an otherwise incredible man to be married to. She pondered a bit. Would he hear her at all? What if she screamed? What if she was with one of her fantasy lovers? How would he react? They didn't own a gun, much to Dan's displeasure. Tessa simply didn't believe in them, or think them necessary. If a criminal wanted something they had, she would simply give it to them. Things could be replaced. It had never dawned on her that a rapist would covet her body, and nothing else. Left to the thinking, she relaxed, and drifted off, only to wake up the next morning, her husband in the shower, and readying for his day. Tessa got out of bed and started on her own.
Tessa kissed Dan good bye at the airport, and she smiled with a farewell wave. Dan was going on his trip, and would be gone for several days. Her prim and proper attire of a champagne satin blouse, and black polyester pencil skirt enhanced her figure, though she was wearing a sheer black thong and thigh high stockings, rather than her garter and hose. The dark seam led every wandering eye of the men who might ogle her down to her black patent-leather spiked heels. Her vanilla and orange perfume wafted her very femininity as she slowly strutted her way to the concourse, and the parking lot, eager for her afternoon meeting with the school district representative. Word had been sent requesting this interview, and if all went well, the next meetings would be with the actual board members of the school district. She was finding herself on a suddenly rocketing trajectory, and her school was getting to go along for the ride. Her supervisors were all happy and all too willing to adjust her schedule and find substitute teachers so she could polish her presentation. That afternoon would be the start!
The clock seemed to roll over ever so slowly, until it was finally time, and she drove to the district office. Heels clicking loudly on the linoleum-tiled floor, she made her way to the office, announcing herself politely to the secretary. Tessa was then escorted to a conference room, where the person she was to meet was seated. She was, for a moment, taken aback. Her eyes looked upon a dark figure, nearly coal black, in fact, wearing a pair of tan slacks, a white shirt, and a red tie. As he rose to meet her, he stuck out his hand.
"It is a pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Lang, my name is Ofi Ekpera Imbulu. " he gave her a great smile, his teeth seeming to gleam in the crease of his thick, dark lips, and he continued with his heavy Kenyan accent. "Please call me Ofi. It seems the best for everyone who tries to pronounce my name."
Despite her heels, Tessa found herself looking up into his eyes as he spoke, his tall, wiry build having him hover almost a full foot over her. Her perfectly manicured red nails were engulfed by his long fingers, and she found a slight jump in her heart as he spoke to her. Her blue eyes lost in his for a moment.
"I am happy to make your acquaintance, Ofi." She smiled in her gleaming, near-flawless smile as she set her folders down, the tight skirt requiring her body to bend at the waist, the satin blouse shining in the harsh fluorescent lights.
Buttoned up closely, the slick material could not conceal her ample bosom, a fact Ofi did not miss. The trim cut of the skirt, and the tiny waist and flat belly belied her femininity even more. She was, to Ofi, a perfect example of the type of woman who would be a great mother, biologically speaking, and his biology was screaming at his cock. Large, full, firm breasts, slender hips and a very feminine carriage only escalated his perceptions of her. His flat, wide nostrils also inhaled her scent. Biologically, she had displayed herself as the idea female. To his tribal heritage, he was almost entitled to her, and it was only his strong will and discipline that kept him from simply taking her on the table.
Seated and arranged, Tessa began her presentation, the way she had rehearsed it. Ofi was certainly an imposing figure, and she presumed he had his attractiveness, but he was not a handsome man. Maybe in his homeland in African, perhaps, but here? His flat nose, coal-black skin, yellowed eyes, and tribal scars on his face were at best unsettling to her, at worst, she found him ugly. Her Dan cut a much more handsome figure, and definitely had her eye, not to mention her heart. She had no problem at all focusing on her presentation, while Ofi had no problem at all focusing on Tessa's body.
As she began, Ofi's hands were on the table, showing his desire to listen, while his mind was far away, in fact, in his bedroom, imagining this teacher, woman, and wife on her back, legs wide, his hips thrusting hard into her, until he sprayed her insides with his baby-juice. The images were so erotic to him, that his hands slid from the table, and he leaned forward, feigning attention as he flexed his fingers. Trying to call out attention to where he was faking a question, his dark hand 'accidently' caressed hers, as he scooted closer to her. Tessa made no reaction to his touch, making him think it was permissive. Asking his semi-appropriate question, Tessa went on to reply, and he again bumped her hand, letting his long black fingers gently caress back up a portion of her forearm as if carelessly, while he leaned back, nodding.
Tessa was finally starting to recognize he was flirting with her, and she could not help but blush, and give a soft grin. She was more embarrassed than anything. She had to admit that being desired was stroking her own ego, yet still, she was happily married and a dutiful wife. She would never cheat on her husband, her Daniel. Continuing on, she felt his hand brush her thigh through her skirt as he let his arms back down to his own thighs. Again he feigned interest in her project. She was falling for it, and ignored the brush of her thigh. To him, this was growing tacit approval to continue. He was cut short, though, by the end of the presentation.
As you can see, Ofi..." her conclusion began, the idea of taking the bullies out of the classroom, and placing them in an environment dedicated to helping them resolve the issues that are causing their incorrect behaviors also helps the victims. We already have the facilities, and we have the teachers, all we need to do is put two and two together and make four!" She ended with her brilliant smile.
Ofi looked the papers over, to buy time, for he desperately wanted to see her again, but away from work. His mind worked over various scenarios. He was missing something here. What was it? When it hit him, as she sat there expectantly, it jolted him in his chair, for it had been so obvious. The motion had alarmed Tessa so much that she reached out to touch Ofi's arm, her soft, pale skin on his dark forearm. He was swift on the uptake, however, and used the opportunity of his mild reaction, and her greater alarm, to place his long fingers over her hand, and gently caress her skin. As she saw he was alright, she tried to let go, only to have his hand follow hers, until they were holding hands on the table.
"My dear Tessa," he began in his African-accented timbre. "It seems there are some important omissions in an otherwise brilliant presentation and program you have here." His voice was almost a baritone melody, as their eyes met. Her look was almost one of horror, for she had thought of everything, she believed, and was mortified she had missed something. His eyes, however, were imagining her blouse open, the silky and milky white bosom being groped and fondled by his hands, while his cock stirred, as it was already feeling the rise in sexual want for this woman. "The cost factors to the district, related to capacities, and teacher salaries. Not to mention how the whole program will be received by the public." He gave her a condescending smile. He was making a play here, a guess, almost, but as he read her, she seemed to want to be a good, no, make that great, teacher, and she truly did want what was best for the students, and the parents as a whole.
Tessa's jaw flapped a few times, her red-painted lips amply demonstrating how kissable they were, and how Ofi would enjoy seeing those red lips wrapped around his black mamba. When she finally did speak, it was as if she was crestfallen.



"Oh my, Ofi. I am so sorry. I hadn't thought of that. " she replied, a bit nervously.
"My dear, think nothing of it, these are things that I have to deal with on a daily basis. Perhaps if we worked together on this, we can get the proposal completely done in time for the budget review series next week?" He asked, giving her a hopeful smile. "It would mean working after classes, and possibly into the night. There is much to be calculated before the board will entertain such a program at all. Perhaps a dinner and then we work at my place?"
There, the hook had been cast, with a bait on the end. Truth of the matter was that the board was filled with self-aggrandizing morons who did not understand what leadership was, let alone how to exercise it. Ofi knew such things, of course, as he was educated in the finest of universities in Britain, before being hired at the school district. Actually the job he had was beneath him, but it did allow him to stalk his favorite prey, white women, married or not, and there were a host of teachers already bearing his African essence. He was actually a member of Kenyan Royalty, and as such he had access to many resources, and had come to Britain to seek the finer things in life, before coming home to assume the throne of his ailing father. The fact he might bring a white woman back with him had not been in the original plan. But like all plans, they evolve, and a new bride was on the table. Or soon to be writhing under him.
Still holding hands, she smiled to him and nodded. "Why thank you, Ofi, that is a very generous offer of you. I happily accept!"
Ofi smiled. "Dress nicely. I'll take you somewhere special."
That evening, as she spoke to her husband, Tessa recounted her presentation, and the horror she felt, and yet the relief of how Ofi was offering to help her make it absolutely flawless. He was her knight in black skin, though she did not mention any of that to her Daniel. She knew he would not only blow a gasket, but he would likely forbid her to continue with her project. Dan wasn't the jealous time so much but protective over his territory. That included his wife. She was honest, and told him about the business dinner, and while Daniel expressed misgivings, he finally relented, knowing how important this was, and how much he trusted his wife.
Dan, for his own thoughts, had mixed feelings. Something was amiss here, but he had no idea what it was. He knew his client meetings were being especially challenging, as if each client had taken a 'Bitchy pill' that morning. He was already scrambling to make deals work, and appease the so far unappeasable. He was finding himself longing to hold his wife in his arms, to sniff her, and kiss her, and feel their bodies together, amidst the sea of slippery, silky, silver satin on their bed. He was kicking himself for not bedding his woman when he had the chance. Inwardly, he resolved to do better. After more chit-chat, they exchanged vows of love to each other, and blown kisses, before hanging up. Tessa was to go to bed, and luxuriate in another moment of fantasy in her soft, sensual bedding. Dan? He was getting to sleep on a mattress seemingly made of nail spikes, and a pillow of solid oak.
The next day, Tessa received a brief e-mail from Ofi, instructing her on what information to collect and bring, and she left her classes to a substitute for the day, while she did Ofi's bidding. In reality, Ofi had no such need for her efforts. He could gather the same information from the district's computers in about thirty-minutes. He just wanted to get her used to doing his bidding. He was finding that the women outside of his native lands required some training before their eventual conquest. He had learned the lesson the hard way in the United States....
The girl Ofi wanted was pretty, also married, and a mother. She also had a very enticing figure, and a flirtatious way about her. Wide skirts and deep plunges were her normal way, and she had little compunction in showing off her assets. He assumed it was her way to showing men of interest she was available, yet he had no way of understanding how some women just liked to be a tease. This woman, her name was Suzi, Ofi remembered easily, was easy to corner in a club, even with her husband in attendance yet situated at their table. Ask her to dance, with her husband's permission of course, and she was easily on her own. In the darkened corner, amidst the heavy American Hip-hop music he found pleasing, he had secreted her from the dance floor and the view of her husband. On the floor, they had been rubbing all over each other, and it was quite easy to see her arousal, from her hard, grape-sized nipples showing through her own pink satin dress, to the way she leaned into him and rocked her pelvis against him in time with the beat. So he made his move, right there in the club.
Kissing her was easy; she almost willingly gave her lips to him. But the thin pink satin halter dress, with a wide circle skirt hemmed at mid-thigh, would prove a harder obstacle. She would place her hand strategically, to keep it low at her crotch, frustrating Ofi's attempts to feel her up. Finally losing his patience, he used his greater strength and height, and overbore her, making her wrists fast overhead and then used his free one to have her. Reaching under her skirt, the thong panty was easy to dismantle, for she had foolishly worn a thong with ties at the hips, rather than elastic, so a quick tug and she was exposed. In less than a minute, despite her pleas and cries, he was inside her, deeply plunging his black cock into her, until each thrust made her squeal and moan. He fucked her, for there was no other term for it, hard and roughly, treating her as if he was one of his tribal girls. His hands had belied his length, the ten-inch shaft easily surpassing any other man in Suzi's experience, and she began to yield to him, until she was no longer resisting, and her will to deny him lost.
A small crowd had formed in a semi-circle around them, as Ofi had his way with the woman, and he then spasmodically thrust into her, signaling his imminent eruption, until he blew off, his long ebony cock transporting his royal tribal black semen directly at her quivering cervical opening, sips of his future child being absorbed into her fertile womb.
Suzi, for her part, had fought as best she could, but the sheer truth was she was only five-eight in her stilettos, and he was still over six inches taller. She found herself out-matched, and vulnerable to Ofi in a faster manner than she ever thought possible. She cried out for help, but only managed to catch the attention of a few black thugs who realized what was going on, and came to spy on them, and witness her rape. His powerful cock, and his long, heavy thrusts subdued her, and she was overcome by the rising tide of raw sexual tension, until she felt herself orgasm as he did, her body on her tiptoes, while he was buried in her, the pulse of his manhood clearing showing the blasts of his black seed fertilizing her white-man's garden.
When Ofi was done, he backed away, only to see only the last instant of Suzi's hand flash out at his face, the open-handed slap coming from literally nowhere, and yet delivering a strong message. Confused, Ofi backed away, and then the black thugs who had gathered took his place at her, resuming where Ofi had left off, fucking her until she was barely conscious.
Ofi, for his part, conducted a tactical retreat, and left via the back door, leaving Suzi and her husband to their fate. Words of Ofi's father rang in his head. "Do what pleases you, but if you are wrong, flee the country immediately. Their laws are not ours, and they would, at a minimum, detain you for some days. The Americans cherish and empower their women like few other countries, save Israel, perhaps."
So Ofi took his father the tribal King's advice and was on a plane that very night. In fact, he didn't realize where in the world he was, until he awoke as the plane landed. In Japan. The woman? Suzi wound up being pregnant, but she would never know who the father was, other than certainly not her husband's.
All of this brought Ofi back to the present and his training of the white woman with the great breasts, flat stomach, and enticing ass. Yes, have her do his meaningless assignments, and get her used to doing everything he said. It would make her more pliable and cooperative. The very thought of impaling her over and over made his dick hard.
For Tessa, she had been running about all day, and still had a couple of hours until their meeting, so she decided to take off work a little early and get ready. Dan wasn't expecting to hear from her until after their meeting, besides; he had his own dragons to slay, so she was on her own. So she poured a glass of wine, and took a long, luxurious bath.
Shaving her legs, and armpits, and taking the time to touch up her landing strip, she exited the bath, feeling more relaxed than she had since, well, she had teased herself into a giggling girl in bed. Lotion, check. Hair dried and styled in a soft, curled wave and parted to one side? Check. Makeup? It needed to be done a little heavier, smoldering eyes and a hint more rouge for her cheekbones with the obligatory blood red lipstick, check. Her citrus and vanilla perfume? Dabs behind her earlobes, on her wrists, and out of habit, above her vulva, check! Undergarments? Okay, now came a problem.
This was a tricky one. Knowing Daniel, if they were out for a date night, he would want her to be bare under her dress. But Daniel knowing she was on a dinner with another man? He would want her wearing a chastity belt, just in case. After some thought, Tessa compromised. She pulled on her sheer black thong, the thin elastic nestling into the crack of her butt with the soft mesh barely covering her soft labia. She had to leave her landing strip exposed. It made her giggle, in a way. She was more worried about what to wear for Ofi, rather than her Danny, but she also had no intention of letting Ofi see anything. That was for her husband, but she did plan to tease him over the phone tonight. Call it marital-style phone sex, perhaps, but she was going to make Dan crazy with lust. If he didn't nail her on the foyer floor when he got home, the man was impotent! She finished her legs with a pair of sheer back-seamed thigh-high stockings.
Next came her choice of wardrobe. This was at once hard and easy. Having been told to dress nicely, she planned to do just that. Pulling her best dress from the closet, a silk skater dress, black with long sleeves and white cuffs and collar trim, it would show off her curves, but cover everything important, and to a very respectable level. In fact, she had unzipped and stepped into it easily enough, but when she pulled the zipper up behind her, she heard a sickening sound. The zipper broke! Uttering a loud "Shit!" she looked at the clock. There wasn't much time left. She had to think fast, as she had no plan 'B' arranged.
Thumbing through the rest of her closet, she was getting stressed. She pulled out her luxurious cobalt blue satin gown. Suitable, but it was for formal events, like weddings. Her thumb hooked on the garment next to it. A dress Dan had given her for date night. To his disappointment, she would never wear it outside. The bodice was a series of straps that crisscrossed to cradle her breasts before wrapping around her body to secure at the rear of the skirt, exposing her cleavage, her abdomen, and more side-boob than would be acceptable at a club, she felt. Not to mention a hemline so short that she couldn't wear hosiery of any sort, and if a gust of wind blew by? So would her modesty. Tossing that on the bed, she was getting desperate.
Near the end of her wardrobe, she found something that gave her hope, a wrap skirt. It was pleated, silky soft satin, and moved very well. Hemmed at the calf, it would be perfect. The color was as deep champagne with a maroon petal and flowers print. Next came a blouse. She got that sick feeling again, as she realized the blouse she would have worn with it was dirty, and in serious need of washing, thanks to one of her students who carelessly spilled his drink on the front, probably in a juvenile hope she would remove it and display her breasts to the class. It was over to her dresser, now, and the clock was ticking.
Digging through, she was growing nervous, until her fingers dug up a long-forgotten piece that Dan, again, had bought her in hopes of her being his arm-candy in public. So far, it had gone unworn, but tonight, she had little choice. The meeting with Ofi was important to her students, and her career!
Pulling it out, she arranged the wide maroon satin ribbons, until the halter was properly emplaced about her neck, and the silky satin cups cradled her girls comfortably. Wrapping the wider ribbons about her, the bow was tied with some diligence behind her, and then came the final adjustments. It helped she had long fingernails, and a fresh manicure, though the color was off. A French manicure certainly wasn't going to clash, but had she the time she would have gotten a fresh gel coat of maroon.
Sitting on the bed, the pleats of soft satin fell with gravity, and the seam of the two ends of the skirt spread, exposing a tremendous amount of thigh, all the way to the tops of her thigh-highs and perhaps even beyond. Tessa didn't really notice as she had difficulty with her heel, buckling the ankle strap securely. Finally rising to her four-inch stilettos, she gave herself a quick once-over in the mirror.
The fit of her top was near perfect, though the thin satin made her nipples plainly show, and exposed more of her taut tummy than she wanted, but the bow on her back did add a pretty touch, and a hint of allure. She'd remember this top for future use. It would be perfect for teasing Dan. The skirt fell beautifully into place; the hem at her calves, and when she stood there was a nice overlap of the ends of the wrap-skirt, where the pleats lined up perfectly. A soft turn side-to-side showed the ends opening and exposing her thigh. She frowned at that, but realized she would just have to be careful. The doorbell rang, and it was too late now, Ofi was there to get her!
She opened the door to see her dinner companion, and she gave him a polite smile. Reaching out to shake her hand in a professional manner, for this was a professional dinner, afterall, he caught her hand and rather than shaking back, he took her fingers in his, and bent her wrist softly, turning and exposing the top of her hand, and lifting it as he bent to kiss her hand. As he was making this grand gesture, she took in his features. Ofi was wearing a dark grey suit, with a black silk shirt, and no tie. Still a tall drink of water to stand next to, they would make a handsome couple for any photograph, even if he stood almost eight inches above her. He told her she looked "like a shimmering mirage of beauty, so beautiful to see, and yet so out of reach of his touch."
Blushing, she returned the compliment and took his grand gesture to help her to his car with a sweep of his arm, ending with an offered elbow to help her walk, should she wish it. Given the stairs she would have to descend, she did take his arm, though on the wrong side, and as they left, the cool evening breeze caught her skirt, making the hem open and trail behind her, exposing a lot of her leg to Ofi. Unfortunately, Tessa could do nothing for it, as the damage was already done, and her hand was already holding onto his arm. Hips rocking up and down in a sizzling sway, the skirt floated and flapped out behind her, a teasing tail telling terrible men she was an easy prey, but fortunately, though one or two by-passers got a look at a lot of leg, Ofi seemed not to notice, though he had, actually. His eyes glanced down to look at his quarry, and saw her exposure and even before their dinner date had begun, his cock was twitching.
It didn't matter, though, for he got an equally tantalizing view up her skirt as she seated herself inside his stylish Mercedes, though she kept her knees demurely together. The low-slung, sleek automobile required her to bend and gently seat herself as he opened the car door, and when she did so, the skirt opened again, revealing her to the waist on one leg, and Ofi was smart enough to keep his mouth shut, though the sight would only make his want for her grow stronger. By her reputation, the woman in his car was rather straitlaced and proper. Did this mean, in private, she was happy to let loose another side of her, a slutty side no one knew of? He planned to find out.
For her side, Tessa cringed as her skirt was all but falling off her hips for the man as he was being so polite and proper. He did not even let on what he had seen, and so she kept her mouth shut, though inwardly she was cringing. Proper women, especially married ones, did not reveal themselves to other men like this! The drive to the restaurant was, however, smooth, and the conversation polite. In fact, she was enjoying the sharing of ideas and hopes for her project so much that she did not remember she left her cell phone at home, and even as she was being wheeled to a nice dinner, the device chimed, and chimed, and chimed, with the display showing Dan's face. Dan's day had taken a different turn...
The day had just been brutal. The unappeasable became the enraging bastion of bullshit, and to save himself, and to keep him from simply stabbing the client to death with a butter knife, Dan made a polite, but hasty retreat, and wound up at his hotel early. A few phone calls later, and Dan's whole trip was done early. He was being recalled, out of respect for the clients. Dan had no idea where things went wrong, but he knew better than fight an unwinnable battle, so he made his preparations to return home, and was lucky enough to catch a decent flight, so he would be home for a late dinner. Ringing his wife, he had hoped to give her the news, and have a late meal with her, only to find she wasn't answering. He tried every number he had for her. He called the home line, her work, and even her cell phone again. Finally, out of desperation, he called the neighbors. One was not home, but the other was, and he talked to the man, who simply told Dan that his Tessa had apparently gone out to dinner with a tall and dark man. The fact that Tessa had also given the neighbor a delightful view of her legs went without being said. Why spoil the potential of a good thing if it should happen again?
Dan was more than concerned, of course. Was his wife cheating on him? Had this been going on before? Was this a first time? What if she wasn't cheating and this was just a legitimate dinner? He knew Tessa was ever prim and proper, and so would never do so, he was sure, and he trusted her implicitly. It was other men he didn't trust, in Ofi's case, rightfully so.
For Ofi, the evening could not be going better. Tessa was dressed as a stunning beauty, and he was now sure that she would be a worthy mother to his heirs, and the royal lineage. He would find a way to make her his Kenyan wife, he was now sure of it. Whatever the political hay taking her to his homeland would cause, it would surely be worth it. He still spoke politely, not wishing to tip his hand too early, for that would come later, this evening, in fact. He would see her impaled on his throbbing, turgid rod, and make her scream in ecstasy, until she was either too willing to go with him, or too weak to resist his taking her with him, and he would leave that very night, and spend the night in their embassy. The next morning, she would be his, as they took their diplomatic plane to his homeland, and she would start her new life as his wife.
At the restaurant, Ofi pulled in for valet service, and Tessa had to give the same leg-baring display as she climbed up onto her heels. She was able to choose the best hand to keep her skirt under control, mostly, but there was still a pleasant show on display, for Ofi, and the valet. Tessa just blushed. In short order, they were ushered to their booth, a cozy, three-person affair, carefully set for two diners in a more intimate setting. Tessa knew this was a business dinner, and yet the restaurant did not, so they had set the two dinner places closer together, where two diners could get better acquainted. Ofi chose to sit on her left, as that was the side her skirt opened on, and would allow him to perhaps have more 'accidents' in touching her. Tessa was fine with it, as it allowed her right hand to move more freely.



The first 'accident' was occurring just as Dan was reaching the airport. While Dan was getting out of the taxi, and maneuvering through the throngs of other travelers equally interested in getting on an airplane, Ofi's hand brushed her thigh as he came up to lift his glass, so he might sip as the wine he ordered for them was being delivered. The wine was a red, flown from the Napa Valley in California, an area renowned world-wide for their wines, due to their unique climate. The French had the world market on Champagne; the Italians had a great run of wine-making, but now the Americans were in the hunt, with a fury only Americans could muster. It was spoke softly in the wine-world that the Americans would take Europe as they had in World War II, brutally and efficiently, only their goal was not to defeat Hitler and free the world from tyranny. It was to dominate the wine-making industries across the continent. Some said, having been converted, that they were well on their way, in fact.
As Ofi set his hand to his lap, again, he brushed her thigh, the gesture a little bolder, maybe, and the effort caused her pleats to fall from her thigh and expose her stocking-clad leg to the man, and Tessa started the battle for her skirt. Every time it fell open, she would pull it back up properly, to cover her. Sometimes Ofi 'accidently" exposed her, sometimes it happened without his help, as the silky, slippery material simply wanted to obey the law of gravity. Tessa was growing a bit annoyed with it, and yet also growing tired of the fight. Their conversation had grown from business to more casual, even personal, and Ofi was skilled and keeping her lips moving, refilling her glass a twice as dinner arrived. Tessa, for her part, had little idea she was being ever so slowly seduced, and from the wine, the conversation, and her general relaxation, she lost the battle for her skirt, and the last time it fell, she simply left it there. It wasn't like Ofi could see her through the table, could he?
By the time Dan was checked into his flight, and waiting to go through airport security, Tessa's skirt was gaping open to her waist, exposing her thigh high stocking, and even the waistband of her thong to Tessa's would-be lover. Ofi, however, proceeded with his attack, and made an excuse to reach across Tessa, and let his hand to her thigh, leaving it there. Thus began the great thigh battle of the dinner table.
Tessa kindly slid his hand from her leg, and then Ofi said something particularly witty, and as she laughed, he placed his hand on her stocking, gently sliding it along her thigh, his very long fingers sliding along her inner leg, half-way to her paradise. Tessa, again being proper and polite, did not say anything, but simply slid his hand from her leg. Reaching to refill his own wine glass, he had to reach across, and the hand went back on her leg, with a small squeeze. As he replaced the wine bottle on the far side of the table, she would slide his hand from her. Then another witty joke, and the hand went back. Finally, Tessa submitted and just left her hand on his, as his fingers slide along her stockings, feeling the soft material. Reaching to refill her glass, he now rolled his hand across her leg, and higher up the inside of her thigh, making Tessa gasp softly, as his fingers brushed higher up her leg, to her vulva. Her glass refilled, she abruptly reached out and took a slug of the rich, fruity drink, an instinctive response, as she would never fight publically, she was too prim and proper for that. Ofi hand his hand now on his soon-to-be lover's crotch as Dan boarded the flight home.
Tessa was so very confused by this point. Her head was swirling from the potent wine. She was swirling from the attention of another man, as well. Dan had never been a host to her like this, treating her more like a wife than a date. Ofi, while being a gentleman, mostly, was treating her like prey. The game of give and take, and advance and withdrawal, victory and defeat. She realized Ofi wanted her, and she was finding that she was liking it. Trying to be the good dining companion, she wasn't making a fuss, and even as Ofi started to take some liberties, they were with her leg, just to start. She could live with that, and tell her Danny, and likely he would have ferocious sex with her in the safety of their bedroom. But she was not going to give herself to him, but she wasn't prepared for Ofi's next move, when she turned to reply to a question, and found his lips on hers, kissing her.
Tessa's lips tingled, and yet she squealed softly, pulling her head back slightly, only to find Ofi pressing his advance on her. The hand on her thigh held her fast, and his free hand reached to gently hold her arm, as his thick, dark lips laid upon hers, her own trying not to part in response as he kissed her, fighting her natural instincts and growing want. The wine, the hunt, and Ofi's masculinity were all making her will weaken, like a battering ram assaulting a fortress. The outer doors of her portcullis failed her and her lips parted, and his tongue pressed on, invading her lips to kiss her lewdly and lavishly. Her eyes fluttered closed, as her own tongue returned the kiss with a growing fervor, and she uttered a soft moan, as the grip on her thigh slide higher, until his fingers were dancing along her landing strip. Trailing his fingers through her trim forest, he was then delighted to find such a small, risqué patch of sheer fabric covering her womanhood, and he planned to remove that pesky barrier either by gently sliding it from her, or piercing it with his growing hardness. She tasted him, as he tasted her, and their saliva mixed into a union of two, their shared taste pleasing to both. Her nipples began to display her primal feelings, and her arousal, growing in the silky cradles holding them, threatening to pierce the thin satin, as the soft light sheened, the reflection showing the new contours of her breasts.
The kiss broke, and through her smoldering gaze, she spoke breathlessly. "Ofi, we can't be doing this. I am married, and I love my husband so happily." All the while his hand was on her vulva, and cupping her, her thighs parted to allow him access. "Please, Ofi... Don't make me do this." She was begging him.
He leaned in, and kissed her again, a soft kiss, before his head tilted and moved to her neck, his teeth softly nipping at her earlobe, which made her try and tilt her head to prevent his sensual assault, only to find his efforts redoubled, and then he slid lower, to her neck, where his lips kissed her just under her ear, on her neck, making her mew. Tessa's heart was racing, as she was being subjected to the sensual assault above the table and below. His black finger slid inside her thong and he began to play with her folds, to tease her arousal, pressing lightly on her pearl, which made her squeal softly, and her head fall aside. His lips latched on to her now available neck, and he softly nipped at her pale flesh, while his mouth suckled harder, breaking the myriad of tiny blood vessels that resulted in a dark mark on her skin.
Her arms went limp as she gave in to him, and he then took her hand and slid it along his own thigh, until she could feel his growing pant leg. Ofi was so well-endowed that part of his shaft had to lay down one side of his trousers. Her hand slowly began to squeeze his leg, and make his spear grow, as Dan's airplane speared the air, hurtling him faster than ever to his destination, and his loving wife.
"You need to take me home..." she whispered breathlessly into his ear. It was her last, dying gasp to get home, and safety, before she lost her will completely, and became his lover. For Ofi, he couldn't agree more, and he wanted to get her home as fast as possible, as well. Throwing a crisp set of large bills on the table, he lay down more than enough money for the meals and a generous tip, and grabbed her by the left forearm, to draw her out quickly, as she scooted along with him. Leaving the booth, her skirt was unable to close, and her long, quick strides, coupled with the sensual hips swivels exposed her left leg to the hip as she strutted, the long skirt acting as a train behind her, while her blood-engorged breasts bounced in unison to her long strides. As further testament to their passionate lust, there was a small spot on the cushion where Tessa had been seated. The busboy wiped it away, unaware of what it truly was, while a small smear of her lubrication coated her outer folds, and had made her thong nearly transparent.
While waiting for the car at the valet, Ofi kissed her again, long and hard, a kiss she returned with equal vigor, mewing in her soft, feminine voice, despite the small line of people waiting for their cars as well. Her arms reached to his head, and then slid to his neck, fingers clasping behind it, as their skins made the starkest of contrasts. A few people stared, and a snide comment was made when Tessa slowly kicked up a heel as the kiss endured, his tongue feeling the insides of her mouth, her teeth, under her tongue, over her gums, devouring everything she offered. The seam of her skirt was partially open, exposing her bent knee and partial thigh, the two lost in the kiss that was at once both forbidden and wanted...
The loud chirp and bounce of the tires hitting the tarmac signaled Dan's aircraft landing at the airport. From here, it was the simple act of luggage, car, and home. Forty-five minutes, tops, unless there was traffic. He hurried from the plane, despite the inevitable slow older woman, and the guy chatting up a flight attendant who would never sleep with the man, and yet it made Dan's departure of even the aircraft seem like an eternal torture. Finally clear of the aircraft, Dan made his way purposefully down the concourse and down the escalator to the baggage claim area. A ten-minute wait for his bag, and then he was out the door...
For Ofi and Tessa, it was fifteen minutes to her front door, and when Dan placed his hand on the handle of his luggage, Ofi had his hands under his wife's skirt, molesting her rear end, her hips, and around her waist to her front, fingers rubbing her sodden thong, and gently drumming a tympani on her hooded pearl.
Tessa, for her part, could not get into the front door fast enough. The wine, which had grown from a couple of glasses to over a bottle of the rich, red aromatic spirits, had reduced her proprieties to near nothing. She was moaning and dropped her keys as Ofi hit her clit, and she bent at the waist, allowing Ofi to start to dry --hump her through his pants, and her skirt, right at the front door. The neighbor who answered the phone earlier was peeking through the blinds, having heard them as they walked up the steps. He pulled his manhood out and began to play with himself, watching the woman he took to be a prim, proper, and loyal wife of his neighbor act like an easy slut with total strangers, and a black man, no less!
Finally getting the door open, she was helped inside, the door slamming shut behind her as Ofi pressed against her, and kissing her aggressively, one arm around her waist and holding her tightly to him and his other hand now freely groping her sex and rubbing her folds between the seams of her skirt, Tessa's soft voice mewing and moaning as he further reduced her resistance. The pleats of her skirt spread easily for the big man, and as he leaned forward, dipping her, she kicked a leg out, her arms reaching around his shoulder and neck as she squealed, the hem of her skirt falling and then pooling on the floor, the pleats spread in a full splay of silky satin material. Tessa's tongue reached for Ofi's, kissing him back as hard as he kissed her, and Ofi sensed the time was right. Scooping her up into his arms, he broke the kiss, and said one word, and it was more of a command than a question. "Bedroom."
Tessa tilted her head in that direction and Ofi carried her to the back of their house, kicking the door open, and then gently laying his prize on their marital bed, the slippery outfit allowing him to slide her easily into where he wished her on the rich silver satin sheets. Leaving the lights off, he reached for her hips, and started to slide her thong from her, Tessa automatically adjusting her hips to help him making the moves seem sensual and seductive. Laying there, her arms falling back over her head, her hair splayed out in a fan above her, she looked like a Playboy model, teasing the would-be lovers gazing upon her. To Ofi, she was more than that and he wanted this woman more than any other he had come across. He spoke easily, his baritone rumbling in the African accent.
"Tonight you see what Tribal men give their women." His hands skillfully went to his belt, and he undid his clothes, letting his pants hit the carpet, and as he kicked off his shoes, he stepped out of his pants, his own manhood held in a thin red male bikini brief, tented with his length's hardness, and a small dark spot on the end. The spot only barely visible from the only light in the room, a faded light from a lamp in the hallway, yet there was no mistaking his cock, and it made Tessa gasp. Discarding the red thong and now naked, he slid into the bed, and atop her, and began to hump her, as he attacked her lips again. He felt no need for foreplay, she was wet enough, and ready enough. Her folds rubbed against the top of his rod, and soon he was growing to full-mast, a long, dark, throbbing ten-inches of woman tamer and pussy-claimer.
Feeling him, Tessa whispered huskily. "Please let me..." and she pushed him to roll him over, and she positioned herself over him, her skirt splayed out behind her, as Dan's hand pushed the front door open.
Dan stepped inside, and set his briefcase down, spying her cell phone on the entryway table, numerous indicators of his calls showing. As he stepped inside, he heard some soft voices, and then a mewing. Following the voices, he made his way to his bedroom, and stopped at the doorway, and saw what the soft beam of light could only show. His Tessa, her legs splayed over a strange black man, her skirt behind her, and as she lowered herself onto him, Ofi next grasping her ankles and by lifting them up, forcing gravity to do the rest of the work of impaling Dan's pretty wife on his royal black baby-maker.
The only voice heard was Tessa's, and she made a long, loud intake of air, her eyes rolling up in her head, the raw sexual sensations of so long, so hard, and so thick a cock slide inside her, a slow, inexorable decent down his shaft, until she settled onto him fully, where she had to pause, and let her body adjust to him. The slickness of her folds, along with the wetness of her pink tunnel, let her tense core muscles endure the long, sensuous impalement of her petite, feminine, white body on his hot, throbbing, menacing black spike. Then he began to bounce his hips, and she began to bounce up and down along Ofi's pole helplessly, as he still held her ankles up, and held her helplessly as his own.
Dan, on the other hand, stayed in the doorway, watching his wife get royally fucked by the black man. Ofi saw a shadow, reacted, and simply gave that knowing smile, a smile men knew, where total victory had been declared. Tessa's head had lolled back on her neck, her long hair simply sliding down her back, until his thrusts began to bounce her body up and down on him, her bouncing breasts, and soft curls amply showing the powerful thrusts of his African abdominal muscles. And so he still bounced the woman on his cock up and down, became lost in him. Her soft voice let out mewling moans, and then louder gasps and cries, as her lover's prowess destroyed her last willful thoughts.
Her cries were sharply interrupted by the heavy jolts upward of Ofi's cock in her, and the bouncing she was doing on it. Dan, on the other hand, started to grow an erection of his own. Somehow watching his wife, dressed in a way he had only been allowed to dream about, was being taken in a new way by some man, maybe a man who picked her up in a bar, and shown a new way of life. Dan had no idea, but he also knew he would not break this up, or announce his presence. He had just come home from getting his ass kicked professionally, and now he didn't want to suffer an ass-kicking from his wife as well, his ego was bruised as it was. The man knew, and that was enough. Tessa he would deal with later.
Feeling safe, and knowing the woman was now his, Ofi rolled over, throwing Tessa off-balance, and he released her ankles, so that he could land inside them, and control their mating more fully. Legs high and wide, her skirt now splayed out widely under her, she lifted her arms to his neck and moaned to him.
"Fuck me, Ofi...fuck me like no woman has ever been" she panted, eyes locked to his.
Ofi simply picked up the pace, and began to slide his long ten-inch black mamba into her in strong, steady strokes, her love-juices coating his shaft, into a milky white coating, the thick love-cream a display of her fertility. Dan was, by now, rock hard, and unable to resist his needs, and he stepped back and opened his pants, grasping his smaller manhood and enjoyed the sounds of his wife and the other man.
His eyes grew deeper and harder as he stared into her eyes, the tribal predator in his familial lineage coming to the front, and he didn't make love to her, he mated with her, making her feel every fraction of an inch of his ebony rod.
"Ofi... fuck me... cum in me..." Tessa begged. "I'm your bitch! Make me your slut! Fuck me harder!" And she was thrusting back at him, trying to match his superior cock to her tight, white valley. Her tongue emitted from her lips, waggling in thin air, begging to be kissed, as she was reduced to her basest-self, no longer a proper woman and wife, but a woman deep in the throes of mating with a black man, a depth her Daniel had never been able to make her feel.
Daniel could not take any more between what he saw and his wife's passionate cries from her lover, so he shot his own baby-makers across the hall, small stains dribbling down the wall as a number of his seminal jets crossed the distance and splashed, to trail uselessly down the wall. He had a momentarily amusing thought that Tessa was going to be pissed that he made a mess on the wall. Like he cared, she had way bigger problems facing her.
Ofi's pace was growing faster with each thrust now, and as his eyes bore into hers, she was gasping and whimpering, then growing into loud moans and cries of passion. Ofi's long strokes were making the tide of raw sexual tension rise rapidly, and in faster than ever before, she was screaming out.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Give me your black baby!" then the dam broke, with the flood of raw sexual passion releasing all at once, causing her body to shudder and every muscle in her body bear down, and with Ofi's cock being milked, he was only too happy to oblige. His spasmodic thrusts stopped, his final plunge deepest yet, ensuring the head of his cock was at her cervical opening, where her body was scoop sips of his African heritage into her womb, and hopefully fertilize her white-man's garden and impregnate her with his black children. Dan poked his head around the doorway again, spying his wife's legs high in the air, as the black man lay atop her, his cock buried inside her deeply, and he could only imagine the way his cock was displaying the series of gushes as his massive testicles sent load after load of his black seed deep into her white body. As she came down from the immediate high of her orgasm, and lay there, feeling Ofi on top of her, she suddenly freaked out as she regained her senses, and cried out, seeing her Danny standing there.
"OFI! Get off of me! I'm fertile!" she screamed at him, and she writhed and wriggled under him, trying to dismount him, as his black spear pumped more of his genetic material into her.



"Pull out! Pull out!" she begged, as Ofi did the exact opposite, holding onto her, ensuring every dorp of his baby-juice stayed deep within her, until not only did he have nothing left to give her, but also that her body had no way to eject that same gift of life. "We're unprotected!"
That was what it took for Dan to announce his presence to his wife. Her begging to avoid pregnancy. With a flick of the wrist, he turned on the lights in the room, bathing the scene in warm light. His eyes saw what would become a nightmare. His alluring, sexy wife spread-limbed under a nude black man, his cock inside her, probably still pumping his black seed into her fertile womb, and she was still fully dressed, indicating her eagerness to be bedded by him, in the same bed she held marital relations with her husband, no less!
Realizing that it no longer mattered, Ofi dismounted his prize, and left her lying there, her pussy gaping, and his cock glistening in her love-lubrication, proof of their consummation. A long, thin drip of post-emission leaked from his slowly drooping shaft, leaving a long, thin trail until it snapped, marking the sheets. Standing proudly, his hands on his hips, the tribal prince announced himself.
"I am Ofi Ekpera Imbulu, High Prince of the Zulu Tribes of Kenya. I come to your country to claim my bride. She is a more than suitable wife for me. By the willing actions of your woman, by our laws, she rejects you, and becomes mine. Tonight, this woman is now a member of my tribe, and the bearer of my many children. You have done honor to my tribe, and you will be rewarded handsomely!"
Daniel stood there, shocked at the new implication, and he simply did not know which way to turn, who to listen to, or what to say. The silence in the room was both awkward and deafening, as Dan looked back and forth, from the virile man, his long, shiny-coated cock falling to a long dangle between his legs, another few drips of his post-emission leaking from that mighty tribal member, to fall onto the carpet, to the obviously well-disheveled, and well-fucked woman. Her eyes were on her Daniel, when he finally spoke.
"Tessa, is this true?"
To that, she could only reply softly. "I don't know...."
----------------------------------------------
Chapter 2 to be forth cumming, if there is enough demand.
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"I don't know."
Those words struck like a hammer into Daniel's gut. His wife had just told him she didn't know what she was going to do, or who she was going to choose. Her husband, and her marriage, or some black guy who was now standing naked in their bedroom.
His wife lay across their bed, her satin skirt laying gaped and open, exposing her full modesty to the room, which was also occupied by another man. A tall, wiry black man named Ofi. Ofi was Tessa's boss, of sorts, and had just finished bedding the buxom, trim beauty. He stood there, his long, thin black cock dripping the very last remnants of post-ejaculate onto the carpet.
There was a long, awkward silence, as neither man knew exactly what action to take. It was clear that Tessa had not been raped, and she had given herself to Ofi willingly. It was also clear that Ofi had taken his full satisfaction in her as well, which was why Tessa was a little light-headed, and confused. Multiple screaming orgasms did that to women.
"You better go." Tessa said, and Daniel was first to spring into action. He left the room, and made his way down the hall. To where, Tessa could not say.
Ofi, for his part, began to pick up his clothes, in a purposeful and hurried way. There was no doubt he was leaving via the back bedroom sliding glass door. To use the front door might be suicidal. Having gathered his garments, he bent low, and was planting a last, deep, passionate kiss on the softly parted lips of the white wife he had just made passionate love to. It was a kiss Tessa returned, perhaps out of instinct, maybe desire, maybe manners, to return like for like.
When Daniel returned, after having run to the entry way closet to bring his baseball bat, he saw his wife being deep-tongue kissed , with her soft voice moaning. That was enough for Daniel to spring into action.
"Get the FUCK outta' my house!" he bellowed, and made steps towards the black Casanova, the bat rising above his head, white knuckles gripping the handle. In that moment, Daniel would very possibly have killed.
Ofi, for his part, took discretion as the better part of valor and made his way out the rear, leaving the door open in his wake, and he scampered as quickly as he may around the side of the house, his bare feet padding down the soft grass, right past the partly opened blinds of the neighbor. Stopping in front of his car, Ofi hurriedly dressed, letting anyone see him, including the neighbor, who was becoming very interested in the goings on.
Back in the bedroom, Daniel roared at his wife. "What the hell are you doing? Kissing him like that? What the hell is wrong with you? You're my G__d_mn wife!"
Tessa, faced with a suddenly more furious than she had ever known husband, recovered quickly and sat bolt-upright. "Daniel... please... stop! I can explain!" She was starting to sob, as the enormity of what she had done hit her.
"Just shut the fuck up!" he roared at her. "Don't talk to me!" and he left her in the bedroom, slamming the door shut, leaving Tessa all alone.
That night was as tense as the enemy lines on a battlefield, with Daniel making a bed on the couch, while Tessa undressed and showered, her gentle sobbing gushed into a geyser of tears in the shower, and she didn't get out until the water ran cold. Looking at herself in the mirror, her eyes were puffy, bloodshot, and even a little sore. Her eyes looked like the wreck she felt, inside and out. Pulling on her satin sleep-shirt, she snuggled into the satin sheets on the bed, and began to recount her 'business meeting' with Ofi, and where it all went wrong.
The answer wasn't so simple, or a single thing. It was the combination of many. Her husband who left her lonely and needy too often, bottles of delicious wine, the showering attention of a man, the risqué attire she wore, and the opportunity to sate a natural need. The math added up. Whose fault was it? In short, everyone's. The math helped her quantify and deal with the situation, but it did not assuage her guilt, and she began to sob fresh tears, fearful of the damage done to her marriage, until she cried herself to sleep.
Daniel, for his part, kept plotting different ways to commit murder and get away with it. Fortunately for everyone, he just wasn't very creative in that area of expertise. He finally poured himself a double scotch, downed it, and then a second, topping it off with a highball of a third. Before Tessa was out of the shower, Daniel was sleeping with aloud snore.
Tessa let loose a soft whew after peeking out to discover where her husband was. She had been afraid he had up and left the house. Closing the door oh so very softly, she slid into bed, and curled up, hugging the pillow as she fell into a slumber filled with dreams. Erotic ones.
"Ofi, no, no! Please don't cum in me!" she cried out.
"You're MY bitch now, so shut the hell up!"
"No, no! Please don't make me your bitch!" Tessa was begging, as the belt around her neck functioned as a collar, with Ofi holding the bitter end. "Please don't get me pregnant!"
Ofi looked immense, stronger than steel, and more powerful than a bulldozer. His iron grip held the leash of sorts, and pulled her to him, as his cock plundered her depths faster and faster. His thrusting was a frenzy, until he bellowed out, his voice howling as he gave that final thrust all women know, his black cock ejaculating, spurting his hot, sticky baby-makers at her quivering, sipping cervix. Tessa screamed in fear.
The cry awoke her, and she was surprised to find it was daylight, and she was in her bed, safe, but alone. The cry had also spilled over into her voice, and it brought Daniel to check on her. She was sobbing in tears, wetting the pillow and layering snot on it, as well. Seeing she was alright, Daniel shut the door again. He had a lot to think about. He was very angry.
Tessa, for her part, had a lot to think about too, as well as worry. She had done a lot of damage; she also had a stranger's semen deep inside her. What if she was impregnated? It was not the exact right time, but within the realm of feasibility. Would she have an abortion? Could she bring herself to do it? What if Ofi said no? Where they lived, both partners had to consent, without a judge's decree. Could she be required to have a baby from a man she was bedded by in a moment of passion? The only exception to the abortion requirements was a case of rape or incest, and she could not lie about the fact the sex had been consensual. It would not be proper to lie in court.
Then there was her husband. She could not believe how stupid she was. She tried to rationalize it. His focus on work, rather than her, his physical dimension compared to that long gun Ofi had. The drink, the wine, the seduction. All of it whirled in her mind and she started to sob. After about 30 minutes, she drifted off to sleep.
For his part, Daniel had received a phone call from his boss, and he had been summoned to a very rare weekend meeting. There were going to be some higher level managers present, and they wanted to hear where things went wrong from his side. They had already heard the customer and vendor side of things. So Daniel had to sneak into the bedroom, so he could grab what he needed and be dressed appropriately. He saw Tessa sleeping, and left her alone, departing the house without even a note where he was going. For obvious reasons, he was still furious with his wife.
The meeting didn't go well. Daniel told his side, and while there were some obvious agreements, there were also some discrepancies. After almost three hours of conversation, Daniel was told to plan on another trip the following day, and say whatever he had to as a way of making amends. Apologize, beg forgiveness, whatever it took. While it wasn't blatantly stated, his job was on the line. This was just the worst possible news for him.
He had to somehow make amends by kowtowing to people who were outright lying to his bosses, and he had to sacrifice the rest of his weekend to do it. Then there was his wife. Their marriage was at a crucial point. He could no longer be comfortable in the knowledge his very pretty and alluring wife was his and his alone. She had a suitor. Not the 'hey, your wife's hot!' kind of suitor, but the predatory, plant his seed deep inside her kind of man who was planning on stealing her away from him. On top of all this, he had to leave her behind to save his career.
When Dan returned home, Tessa was in the kitchen, freshly showered and wearing her pink satin robe, the sash tied tightly to keep the hem closed at her upper thigh region. Not that she was afraid of showing her husband anything, just because she was insecure, and needed something to shield her from the fight that was sure to come. She had been nibbling on a cold English muffin when she heard the front door shut. Swallowing nervously, she steeled herself for what was to come.
Dan, for his part, saw his wife, and for the first time, ignored her. He went to the refrigerator, grabbed a beer, and left without so much as a word to her. Under pre-Ofi circumstances, she would have been bent over the table as he rammed his dick into her, simply because he liked the way she looked. Soft, cuddly, cute, and oh-so fuckable. With her nipples plainly poking into the silky satin, it was obvious she was braless, and he was sure her panties were in the drawer, still. Yet he could not bring himself to talk to her, out of fear his anger would boil over. A shitty day, his wife doing a very shitty thing to him, and he had no outlet. So he kept quiet until he reached his office door, then he slammed it as hard as he could, pictures hanging on the wall shaking and shifting, while the loud bang made Tessa jump. Not knowing what to do, she sat there, her mind numb as she contemplated what to do. Or rather, how to do it.
Twice Dan emerged from his office, once to get another beer, and once to use the toilet. Waiting in the den, Tessa had changed into something she knew Dan liked, her calf-length red satin off the shoulder dress, the hem of the skirt widely displayed in a near semi-circle, and red "fuck me" heels. Her panties still remained in her drawer, as did her bra, as the way the dress hung from her upper arms disallowed a one. She had curled her hair, put on smokey makeup, and even her vanilla perfume. She was going all out for her man, to show him she was his. He wasn't speaking to her, and that was tearing her up inside, but she would make every effort until he did grace her with his voice. Hopefully, even more. Despite how intense and amazing the sex was with Ofi, she desperately wanted to make love to her husband.
Dan, for his part, was angry, but he was still a man, and when his eyes saw what she was dressed in, his erection twitched, just a hint. Still, he said nothing, drinking his beer as he made his way back into his office, though not slamming the door. Tessa took that as a sign of hope, that there may be an end to his cold shoulder soon. After another hour, he had not emerged, and Tessa needed to stretch her legs, so she got up, and went to the front door, leaving a note for her husband.
"Dan- I am just down the street for a short walk at the park. I'll be back right away. I love you, and I am SO sorry!" she signed it with her T and slowly, quietly stepped outside, into the twilight of the fading day.
The street was relatively quiet, most people having either gone out for the evening, or simply staying in. The weather was nice, with little breeze, making every footfall of her stiletto heels click and clack on the tidy sidewalk easily recognized. It was a typical suburban neighborhood, white picket fences, some back yards hedged by a row of trees, and some not, some simply a wide-open space shared with neighbors. Dan and Tessa's home was one of those, as when they moved in, it had been a stretch to afford it, and now more affluent, they simply had not gotten around to it. Their neighbors were good people, at least on the surface.
One neighbor, however, had watched Tessa depart, alone, and looking extremely pretty and feminine. Placing the TV in the far corner had been sheer genius, allowing him to be entertained, while at the same time keep a pervert's eye on his sexy neighbor. Her display of dress and grace caught his eyes easily through the partially open slits of the window blinds. Unlike his own wife who had let herself go. The figure of his wife was a hefty pear-shape, while Tessa still kept a trim, hourglass figure. As she walked down the sidewalk, he could not help but admire the kick of the skirt as her fine calf and the ankle-strapped pump shined in the street-light. The sway of her hips made the hem of the skirt swish and sway with every step, and he had never wished and prayed for a windstorm so badly in his life.
Where is own wife's ideal of dressy was a nicely-weaved sweater and a long skirt with flats or low heels, Tessa was every both the display of fine and refined womanhood. He was envious of Dan, and coveting Tessa in the worst way.
Tessa, for her part, was completely ignorant of her neighbor, a man named Roberto, and his lecherous desires. Though he was a cordial neighbor and sort of friend, the couples had never really bonded. As a result, Tessa never paid a lot of attention to them, unless they were outside together. The conversations were polite, even enjoyable, but Roberto wasn't the type of man to light Tessa's fires. Roberto was not exactly the most attractive man in the neighborhood, overweight, and seemingly leaking sweat in a snowstorm. He was a heavy-bones Hispanic man, whose flab belied some tremendous strength, his job as a warehouseman conditioning him to heavy labor, which he offset with large quantities of heavy fatty-meals and beer. His heavy frame and pot-belly made him a match of sorts for his wife, though he admitted he was working on it, trying to trim down. His wife, Carol, however, was simply enjoying the life of an empty-nester woman, with children and grandchildren who had moved a fair distance away, and she enjoyed her crochet and her television love stories. Together they were a decent couple, but other than that, not much. At least on the surface.
Tessa made her way along the street, simply looking at houses and the various states of lawn-care, her mind moving from who needed to develop a green thumb to Ofi, and Dan. She was muttering to herself, about how stupid she had been, and berating herself for falling into the arms of her illicit lover as she entered the park area. The park was a typical neighborhood park, with trees, lots of grass, a few picnic tables, a children's play area, and public restrooms. A sidewalk meandered around and throughout, and it was this path she chose, taking her deeper in.
Her self-talk evolved into how to escape this horrible trap she had fallen into, and reclaim her marriage. She had already decided she would try her best to save her marriage. Her involvement with Ofi would be reduced to the bare minimums, and even then, only at the workplace. Her attire would be fully professional for the man, as well. Next time she saw him, she planned to reject his advances, and place no doubt in his mind that she was a wife, but not his. It had been a one-time incident, and that was all. It had been good sex, maybe even great, but there was more to that to make a marriage, and she already had it. She loved her Daniel with all her heart and it was tearing her up inside for what he had done to her. Yes, she blamed Ofi, for the seduction, and the risk of pregnancy.
That stopped her short. The risk of pregnancy. It hadn't dawned on her until just then how it might be unlikely, but still possibly she was now pregnant. Pregnant with a black man's child. Her plan had been to make herself available to Dan any time and any way he wanted. But now she couldn't do that, the realization dawned on her. She had to be absolutely sure she was either not with child, or having Ofi's. She knew it couldn't be Dan's, because he had not touched her since her last period, despite how much she wanted him to. Her mind wandered back to the last time they had made love. As in really made love, not the climb aboard, get laid, and hop off kind of sex, but real, passionate love-making.
Tessa had stopped deep in the park, and leaned against the nearby picnic bench, and let her mind enjoy the memory of it, starting with Dan calling her on the phone, and telling her to dress nicely for a dinner date, as it was a special occasion. They would celebrate his new promotion! So Tessa did just that, showering and shaving her legs, even making sure to touch up her landing strip that worked as an arrow to her heat. She'd seen it once in a picture on the internet, and had been intrigued. Dan liked the small display of exoticness, and so she kept it up. After trimming, she pulled on her nice garter set, white with three straps to each leg, and then her white pair of hose. They were a new set, kept just for such an occasion, and so she drew them on, softly unfurling them as they slid up each smooth and soft leg. Next came her panties. Actually, for this outfit, she chose a thong. The string riding up her crack was a bit of a nuisance, but she liked the tight feel of the thin and small lace patch that covered her womanhood, a V-shape that exposed her landing strip, and even her pearl, when it would peek out from its sheath. She felt wicked and naughty when wearing it, and she hoped Dan would find it enticing, if not outright filled with lust for her.
Her dress was next, a pink silky skater-dress, hemmed above her knees. The skirt was wide and flirty, and yet long enough to not accidentally expose her unless she was twirled hard, or the wind came up. Sexy and yet proper. Her strappy high-heeled sandals came last, and with a dash of perfume and evening makeup, she was ready. They never even made it to the front door for dinner.
Dan brought home flowers, and as soon as his eyes settled on her demure figure, standing at the end of the foyer, front leg on its toe, knee bent, and her hands on her hips, she had that dazzling smile that was Dan's Achilles heel. Well, that and her legs, and her nice breasts, full, firm, and just right to hold onto. He set the flowers on the entry table and almost made a rush at her, scooping her into his arms, and carrying her back into the house, the front door not fully closed, as they made dinner a memory.
Setting Tessa on the bed, she lay back, lifting one knee and letting the hem of her skirt fall to her waist, while laying her hands over her head in submission to her man. Admiring her work, and her beauty, Dan seemingly made his clothes vanish from his body, leaving a pile of trousers, coat, and tie, and shoes and socks on the floor. His boxers landed with a fling somewhere in the room.
"You look so beautiful." He said, his eyes drinking in her beauty, and he lay next to her, the soft satin bedding caressing his skin, and helping his arousal grow.
"I love you, too." She purred back as he kissed her with a soft, lingering peck, that turned into a long, passionate lapping of tongues, her lipstick smearing on his lips, and then marking his cheeks as she kissed him, while he nuzzled into her neck, nibbling her tender flesh, and then her earlobes. Her styled hair fell into a fan about her head, and his hand slid up her body, feeling her curves, almost as if a massage through the silky polyester-blend dress. When his hands cupped her breasts, she mewed softly, feeling her nipples hardening as he squeezed them, her thin lace bra showing her nipples as they grew erect, and yet supported her form.



His dick had hardened, and now was pulsing along her thigh, like a lizard sunning itself, while her delicate fingers reached down to collect it, her perfect French manicure gleaming in the subdued light of their bedchamber. Long, slow, soft strokes caressed his throbbing member, as he slid his hand down to her heat, fingers dancing along her runway fur. Their lips rarely broke contact, even speaking to each other as they kissed.
"I love your body." He said.
"I love your cock." She moaned. "Make me scream your name until everyone knows I am your wife!" Her hips started to rotate and rock, her body growing as heated as his was, and eager to mate.
His fingers danced in circles down her landing strip to her notched-V panties, and then found it. Her hot button, and he began to tease it, soft circles that made her voice sing a long soft wail of pleasure, the endless teasing of her nerves making her core rev up and grow warm. Her moistness was flowing, until her love-juices were leaking through her lace protection, and then coated his fingers as he delved lower, long, soft strokes caressing her petals, each touch making her new for more. "Please..." she was almost begging. "Make love to me. Make me your woman!"
To punctuate her neediness, her hands left his body, and reached to her waist, to start to slide her thong off of her hips, hoping he would take the hint. Instead he took the new-found territory as an opportunity to do what she asked, to make her scream until the whole neighborhood knew she was his wife. His hand now slid with firmer pressure, until her folds separated, opening her love-canal to him, and then he gently introduced his middle finger into her, crooking it to slide along her inner walls. His finger pad caressed her sweet spot, and that made her whole body flex, the bolt of sheer sexual joy taking control of her body.
Noticing her reaction, he did it again, and her body flexed, the wave of raw sexual tension building inside her. He slowly began to finger-fuck her, making sure to massage her raw, sensitive nerve endings, making her hips rock, and her body flex, as her voice began to whine. Each stroke of his finger made her voice grow higher and louder, her mind lost in the pleasures of man on woman. Her tunnel began to flex, to clamp down on his finger, her kegel muscles reacting as nature intended, to tease her lover's manhood into successfully inseminating her.
He kept up the strokes, going faster and faster, his wife's sweet voice now erotically whining, the sound making his cock start to leak his pre-emission on her silken thigh. Each stroke of her pussy made her louder and louder, until her voice became a high, tight steady whine, only to be silenced by a violent shuddering of her body, as her climax blew through her, making her scream in orgasmic bliss, her sharp scream echoing off the walls.
The crescendo having her body heated to an extreme, Dan gave little time to let his wife recover, and he slid between her legs, using one knee, and then the other, to part her quivering thighs. He looked down into her blue eyes, the love she felt obvious in her gaze, as he had that goofy smile men have, the one where men are a bit abashed to admit their heart, and yet his eyes spoke volumes of love in return.
His shaft began to contact her folds, and his hips began to dry-hump her, the camel-toe slide coating the top of his manhood with her juices, and yet teasing her with the carnal temptations of his being inside her. She looked up to him, her voice softly pleading. "Please... please... make me a mother."
Holding her wrists above her head with one hand, the other grasped his turgid rod and slid it up and down, ensuring he was well-coated in lubrication, as well as her gates open to him, each of his movements having the desired effect of refilling the broken dam of female lust. As his head engaged with her opening, he gave just the tiniest of thrusts. "You are taking my cum woman, no birth control today."
Just his words made her start to try and hump her hips to him, an attempt to make his throbbing baby-maker slide deeper into her. The talk of babies had been considered a taboo subject, as though she was ready and wanting, he did not feel they were financially stable enough to have children. He always had a box of latex at hand, in case the moment ever struck them, but there would not be a baby until he felt they were ready. Evidently his promotion had changed all of that, and the baby-talk had made Tessa grow white-hot in need.
His shaft slowly sunk into her, the long, slow, and insistent invasion making her voice whimper as she was impaled, and her voice spurred him along. His thrusts started almost immediately, deep and slow, followed by shorter, faster strokes, his hips swaying from side to side, to make her feel every vein and bump on his shaft. Her voice again started to whine, only with a louder start, and her lips started to form words. "Oh, yes! Oh, yes! Fuck your baby into me! Make your wife pregnant!"
Dan simply let nature take over and his own thrusts became more insistent, and more demanding, the sight of her body jolted by his pelvis smacking hers, her pearl taking the beating of joy, as her hips rotated, her legs up, and toes pointed to the ceiling, her adjustments making her feel every heartbeat of sexual pleasure, until he was near, and his thrusting turned into spasms. He was close, and he then yelled the magic words. "I'm fucking my baby into you!"
The very concept of having her husband's child fulfilled every fantasy such a prim and proper wife would have, and it sent her over the edge a second time, just as his own thrusts ended with a final slam of his cock as hard as he could, pushing his cock as far as he could reach to her depths. Tessa screamed in pleasure as dollops of his semen jetted into her, a small travel to her cervix, which was sipping, first into nothingness, and then the tiny puddle of his seed, until it could scoop his genetic material into her womb, where it could hunt for an egg to fertilize and take root.
Collapsing, they were both a hot, sweaty tangle of arms and legs, Tessa's curled-toe feet falling widely, as she was spent. Gently, and lovingly kissing in the afterglow of such a loud sexual tryst, they had not heard the first calls of 'hello' from the neighbor. They hadn't heard the second call after, of "Hey, are you okay in there?" But they both heard the doorbell when it rang twice in immediate succession.
"Oh, shit!" Dan muttered, and he scrambled off of his wife, and started to look for his clothes. He was still scanning the room for his boxers, when his wife spoke with a giggle. "It's okay, honey, I'm still dressed. I've got it."
Making her way to the front of the house, she tried to smooth her dress, to ensure she wasn't revealing herself, but there was no mistaking her freshly-fucked appearance, including the small smear and trail of seed starting to trail down her leg. Looking to the neighbor, Robert, she smiled to him as he spoke.
"Umm... Sorry to interrupt you, but the front door was wide open. I just wanted to make sure you were okay." He spoke smoothly as his eyes feasted on Tessa and her sexy appearance. It was there his fantasy was born, of fucking Tessa until she had his child in her. Standing there, dressed up, and her hair and makeup mussed, and her gait a little wobbly, she looked like Robert's dream girl.
Reaching for the door, she smiled to him pleasantly. "Yes, yes, we're fine," and she giggled. "Very fine, in fact. I'm so sorry we disturbed you."
Robert took this as their desire to have what would pass for privacy for the rest of the evening, and there was no mistaking Tessa's locking the door to ensure it was closed. That night Robert would masturbate three times fantasizing of Tessa in various lewd and salacious ways.
Dan emerged from his office, only to find the den vacant. Walking to the kitchen, he noticed her note and read it, frowning thoughtfully. Looking at the clock, he realized that they had shared the same house for over twelve hours and he had not spoken to her once. Of course, his day had his own share of shit, so he didn't really mind her being uncomfortable. In fact, he hoped she had just a bit of it, herself.
He had to admit, she had out-done herself in the way she had been dressed, and looked at once proper, and yet unbelievably sexy. Were he not so angry with her, he would have dropped everything he was doing and ravished her until they were both spent. He had a momentary smile, imagining her thrown to the ground, her skirt splayed widely, her shock giving him time to sexually assault her, leaping between her legs and lifting her skirt to her waist, while his raging hard-on shoved hard inside her, furious thrusts to make his cock empty his balls, draining of his semen into her. It would be wild, animalistic fucking at its finest.
His mind made-up, he made his way out the back door, as Tessa would have to take the long way, where he can shoot directly across the backyards of a few neighbors and get there when she did, if not even before. The darkness helped hide his movements, and nobody saw him as he trespassed, winding up in the back of the park in a relatively short order.
Tessa, for her part was non-plussed to find company joining her. The form was tall, and being night, the lighting was weak, and marked the lone figure in silhouette. He was thin, and taller than her, but then many were, but definitely not her husband. He could be Ofi, a fact she did not relish, but other than that, she had no idea who was coming her way.
"Hey, Mrs. L..." the deep voice greeted. "What'er you doin' here?"
It took Tessa a moment to recall the voice. "Andre. What are you doing here? Shouldn't you be with Janice, or whoever your girlfriend of the week is?" The tone and tension in her voice clearly displayed her disdain for the young man. He had a history of being a troublemaker, and a womanizer of some repute, at least amongst the girls. The young man, had, in fact, been one of the chief motivators of her idea to create the program to transfer all of the problem children in the first place. It also would have the side-benefit of getting the wise-ass out of her classes and into someone else's. To her way of thinking the young man was the sole reason she was in this predicament in the first place!
The tall, thin, black youth gave her a happy-go-lucky grin, and he let his eyes feast on her trim, yet buxom figure as he spoke. "Nah, she got buggin' me too much. Time to move on, yanno?" he replied, his eyes never reaching hers, but instead stopping at her well-formed breasts, the grapes on top firm and visibly displaying themselves through the thin, red, silky satin. "What'er you doin' here? Looking for fun?" The question ended with a bit of a leer, and some unabashed hope in his eyes.
Tessa gave Andre a sarcastic tilt of her head, and a condescending snort. "Trust me, Andre, my business is none of yours. In fact, I should be heading back home, my husband should be waiting for me."
Andre had the temerity to reach out and actually collect her by the arm, and held her on her feet. "Wait, Mr.s L... I just wanna' talk."
Her eyes went to look at the long fingers on her upper arm, and she so she paused, hesitating. She already had enough turmoil, and now some kid was wanting to bare his soul, perhaps? She was torn between her current troubles, and the desire to truly help people in need. Making a decision, she held still, and spoke in her teacher-voice. "Let go of me, Andre. What do you want?" she spoke in her teacher-voice.
Andre, for his part was at a loss himself. He had known his teacher was pretty hot, but like this, she was a sexy beast in heels, and his own cock was stirring. Out of reaction he did release the woman's arm, and stammered. He was stuck trying to find anything to say to keep this woman in front of him like this, while he figured out a way to get inside her panties. The fact she was one of his teachers meant next to nothing to him. He had long-outgrown school, and was just punching his ticket by doing the bare-minimums until he could get out.
"It... it's like this, Mrs. L. I ain't got a girl like you. One who's pretty and not so dumb, and won't fly off the handle if I even look across the room." He began. "A real woman, instead o' some bitch who thinks she knows mo' then she really do." Then he started with some mindless drivel about how forlorn he felt, while he managed to square off and stand in front of Tessa, essentially trapping her with her backside against the picnic table.
Tessa had relaxed once she felt back in control, getting the young man to release her by a simply voice command. Leaning back, she turned her full attention to him, as she asked what was going on, and then nodding her head softly to acknowledge his words. She had crossed her legs at the ankles out of habit, and was leaning there, when Andre had squared off to her, placing her feet between his legs. She was completely unaware that Dan was watching, and listening.
She listened, and began the well-intoned speech that all adults have in mind when speaking to someone who was either feeling badly, or was insecure. "Well, Andre... I am sure you will find that right girl for you. I know that you seem to draw girls to you like flies, but someday the right woman will fall into your arms, and then you'll both be happy. In fact, I'm sure..." and that was the last she managed to say, before Andre's lips smashed to hers and his tongue began to press forward.
Being only an arm's length from her, Andre was easily able to surprise Tessa, and start to kiss her, while his hands started getting busy on her body. Dark hands on her chest, he grabbed a handful of her breasts in each, and groped firmly, pushing her backwards at the same time. The act started to bend Tessa backwards uncomfortably, and as he pressed, she had little defense and to save herself from injury, she lifted her legs, spreading them outside his thighs. Were she in a tight skirt, she'd still have her modesty in play, but the full circle of silky material spread for her easily, and as she landed on her back, her legs bent, knees above her waist, the hem of the skirt fell to her torso, exposing herself to him. The action also forced the lewd kiss to break, but not until he had gotten a good taste of her, and she him.
"Stop this, Andre! Right now!" she demanded.
"Shee-it! Mrs. L., you ain't wearing no panties? Hell, I nevah' figgered you for one o' them thong bitches. You musta' be lookin' for some cock, ain'tcha?" Andre started to leer. "Well, I'm gonna' help you!" and he then reached down and dug into his gym pants, and pulled out his dark rod, the semi-hard flesh throbbing and growing with every beat of his heart. Laying it atop her vulva, he started to dry hump her, letting the velvety tool slide back and forth and caress her petals, the action starting to arouse the sexually needy wife.
"Dammit, Andre! Get... OFF of me!" she cried out, trying to deny him. "I'm married!" she grunted as her hands pushed against his chest, the loose jacket denying Tessa any real purchase to grab or even use to push. Her hands still tried to push him away, as he towered above her, his hands still on her boobs, squeezing and mauling them as his cock finally reached a hardness he felt sufficient to go to work. Finally, she resorted to grabbing his wrists, and squeezing for all her might. It was like trying to squeeze a handrail, however, and though he was not exceptionally strong, his wiry build, and adrenaline-fueled efforts easily withstood her defenses.
As Daniel approached from a distance, he could see the soft feminine form of a woman and the half-naked form of a man. Creeping closer, the moans and pleas of his wife made voice recognition easy, and he knew it was Tessa with the man. Staying in the shadows, he tried to stay hidden, so he could see what his wife was up to. He knew he should show himself, but a part of him wanted to see Tessa hurt. He was still angry with her, despite his decision to see her. Maybe part of his plan had been to assault her in the darkness, and maybe force himself upon her without her knowing who it was. Any way to get back at her. He had no idea how, but he wanted his wife to hurt like she had hurt him. But this person she evidently knew was mucking up his ill-formed plan, or lack thereof. Still unsure of what to do, he stayed hidden while he watched.
"Say what ya' want, but I knows you want it!" and then she started to slide his cock up and down her slit, the slickness she had been generating nearly all day giving him the wrong message. In the few rubs it took to coat his cockhead, he then shifted balance and aimed for her depths, a firm, full thrust all that was needed to begin to slide into the taut, tight woman.
As his sword began to push, her body gave way, and it reacted, not caring how her mind and heart felt about this. Her back arched, and her lips parted as she took a deep intake of a gasp, her voice demonstrating the sexual pleasure of his rod delving inside her. Eyes rolled back in her head for a moment, she was completely overtaken by the initiation of sex, much like she had with Ofi. It was not a feeling she ever had with her husband, whose girth did not match either illicit lover, nor did his dominance. Daniel always asked, while these men took.
"Fuck, Andre! Pull out!" She demanded, as her back suddenly arched, her eyes rolling back in her head. She couldn't speak for a moment as his cock took over her body, and she moaned, her now-lover's hands on the back of her thighs, forcing her knees to her ribcage, and allowing him the fullest of accesses to her womb. It took several thrusts of feed his length fully into her, but he wasted no time in starting to cycle his hips.
Dan stood there, in shock, watching his wife getting sexually assaulted. He took quick stock of his resources. No keys, no anything sharp, just the change in his pocket and some cash. He didn't even have his cell phone on him! His shoes were soft-soled tennis shoes, and he was wearing shorts and a polo shirt. He knew he was going to have to intervene, and perhaps get his ass kicked, but he had to do something. He was stirring up his convictions to spring to the rescue as his wife spoke.
"Andre! Listen to me! I might be pregnant, or you might get me pregnant. But..." and she had to release a moan as Andre's cock massaged her tunnel, making her feel that special extra pang of pleasure. "I am begging you to stop! Leave me alone, and I won't" and she moaned again. "say anything... but if I get pregnant because of you," and yet another moan. "I'm going to see you rot in jail!" and she had to release a few quick mews and moans, as his cock was thrusting into her, faster and faster, Andre's own excitement building.
Andre, however did no such thing. This was his chance, and he knew it. Fuck the hot teacher, or go away with his tail tucked, and frustrated? Not in his lifetime. "Shut up, bitch! I'm breedin' you for the fuck of it!" and he emphasized his point by slamming hard into her, again and again, making her voice mew repeatedly. His hand shifted to her now-exposed clit, and he began to twiddle and tease that, too, which made Tessa do nothing more than moan and mew, her hands falling aside.
Tessa tried to get out her last gasp of reason, before she was his to be had. She could feel her will weakening. She loved sex, and had discovered that the power Ofi had in his passion had made her head spin, and sent her own views and ideals off-kilter about what to expect from sex. Andre was further doing the same thing. Sadly, both men, even in coerced or forced situations, were better lovers than her husband, and her body knew it. "Andre!" she mewed. "I belong to my" her voice moaned loudly. "husband! I'm not for you!" and then she squealed softly.



Andre for his part, didn't care. Here was slick pussy, and he was inside, her body giving him pleasure, and he was taking it all, and would enjoy it for all it was worth. His thrusts were growing rapid, for though he was young and virile, he was still not well-versed in the art of stamina. Part of it was the excitement of the woman he was fucking, so forbidden to actually have a teacher on her back, and a pretty one, on top of that. Part of it was also being outdoors, which added to his own exhilaration. Lastly were her words. He loved the idea of giving her his baby. Not thinking of consequence, but of the idea of being able to brag that he knocked up the teacher. In his social group, that would dam-near make him a God. For her to admit it was just too much, and his hips began to spasm, the erratic thrusts signaling his climax, and he buried his cock in her to the hilt, the vessels in his shaft pulsing as he started to spew his seed into her. He had erupted with several jets of hot, sticky semen, before he was interrupted.
Daniel, finally, had heard something that spurred him into action. His wife still wanted him, and loved him, and wanted to belong to him! He sprinted forward, and ran at a full-sprint, as Andre was hammering his wife as hard as he could, Tessa's voice mixing with her lover's, in a synchronized series of moans and grunts, which were growing faster and faster. Then he saw Andre stop thrusting, and he knew what that meant, which made Daniel even angrier. To his mind, this asshole was raping his wife, and he was going to do something about that. He bellowed out a yell, and he furious hands reached for Andre's neck as Daniel slammed into him, dragging him laterally from the picnic bench, and out of his wife. Like Ofi, there were some tendrils of white genetic material strung between them until they snapped, but it left no doubt Tessa had been fully inseminated.
"Get off her!" Daniel yelled, as they hit the ground, with Andre lying on his back. Daniel leapt on him, to straddle his chest, and began a flurry of blind punches, some of which connected quite well. Daniel's eyes were blurred by angry tears and he left nothing behind, dumping every shred of the anger in him onto the hapless young man. Not that Daniel thought of him that way, to him, Andre was a rapist, pure and simple.
Andre, for his efforts, was grunting and growling, trying to deflect the blows, some successfully, until a haymaker came from below, and crushed his lower jaw into his head, then it was a daze of taking more hits to his face, until his nose broke and blood started to spray everywhere. Somewhere in this, Andre went dark, and his arms flopped to the ground.
It was Tessa who finally stopped the fight, or semblance of one, by rising to her heels, and grabbing onto one of Daniel's arms, as he lifted to punch the hapless target yet again. "Please... Honey... he's had enough..." she pleaded. "He's out of it."
Daniel looked up, and saw his wife, her own face now tear-streaked, though she looked somehow radiant in her beauty to him. Wiping tears from his eyes, he then looked down to see what destruction he had done to Andre, which was considerable. Nose broken, eye swollen shut, lip bloody, swollen and cut, face bruised in many places, and surely he was going to have a great pair of black eyes. There would be no hiding his ass-kicking. Getting up, he looked down, his body shaking from the adrenaline, and he spat on Andre, aiming for his face, and only partially making his mark. "Touch my wife again, and I'll kill you..." he menaced, a voice that was new to Tessa, and quite convincing.
"Please... take me home." Tessa asked softly, and she tried to take Dan's arm, and lean her head to his shoulder.
Daniel, for his part, had spent a lot of fury on Andre. Standing over him, he gave a last look, and then took his wife, and half-escorting, and half-carrying her back to their home, using the shortcut through the backyards. Along the way, they began to talk, for the first time, about everything that happened.
"Thank you for rescuing me." Tessa started. "I don't know what else he was going to do, and now he isn't going to say a thing about what happened. If he does, I'm going to file rape charges." She led off with. "I'm sorry I went to the park alone, but I needed some fresh air." And with that, the tears began to fall again.
"It's okay, Tess..." he began, using the shortened name he usually called her. "But you don't go anywhere without me. I know you are a very pretty woman, and guys lust for you. In the past I knew I could trust you, but I don't know what happened. I don't know if that trust can be restored, at least for a while."
Tessa began sharing what happened with Ofi, and how. The flirting, the wine, the attention, she even admitted his physical attractiveness. He was a well-built, self-assured man. "But I don't love him, Danny." She continued, using her own pet-name for her husband. "I love you!" And she placed a kiss on his cheek, the only place she could reach as they walked unsteadily on the grass towards their own yard.
She went on to lament the fact he seemed more interested in his career than his wife, as if he was taking her for granted. She admitted her physical needs, the sexual needs, were left unfulfilled, and Ofi was simply the perfect storm of time, focus, seduction, and need. She was sobbing as she said these things, soft releases of tears, as she admitted her weakness to her husband, her sheer, abject failure, humiliating herself to her husband. She opened every page of the book that was Tessa to Daniel, and he read it, taking everything in.
Daniel, for his part, was also crying tears. Embarrassment, shame, hurt and still some anger, though mostly aimed at Andre, this time. By the time they reached the back patio of their home, a ten minute walk that wound up taking over forty-five, there wasn't much left to be said. He felt badly, for placing his career first, and his wife, second, and he admitted he had to fix that. He told her of the most recent work setbacks, and the fact he was leaving the next day to repair the damages to his career. He knew he would have to leave her home for the next week, as he still had to complete the rest of his last trip. For this, he wanted some assurances.
"First, you don't go on a date with that guy. I don't care the reason. He can't be trusted, and you can't be trusted around him." His tone was sharp and clear, that this was not open to negotiation. "I don't give a shit about your project, or your students. Fuck 'em." He growled. "You will answer the phone when I call, regardless of what you are doing, or who you are with." He continued. "And lastly, I am going to have sex with you, now, and whenever I want. Go get cleaned up."
"But Honey... I... I can't. I can't let you risk giving me a baby right now. Not that I don't want to, believe me, I'd love to have your baby. But only yours. If you make love to me, and I get pregnant, we won't know if it is yours, or... theirs." Her eyes turned downcast as she spoke the last work. She swallowed loudly. "If it is theirs, I'll gladly have an abortion. But I don't want to risk having to lose your child, instead. So please... wait?" She looked pleadingly into his eyes, practically begging.
"Excuse me?" He was rather incredulous. "Let me make sure I understand this. You want your husband to go on a trip for a week, unable to be with his wife, and needing to have sex." He began. "So you are willing to risk your husband finding some strange piece of ass on the road, rather than give him what he needs right now? You are wanting your husband to cheat on you?"
His words were sharp, and hit home like an arrow piercing her heart. Eyes welling up, she swallowed, and silently shook her head. "No" she whispered. "I'll go get ready." She ended demurely, giving in to her husband's wishes, as a proper wife would.
"Go get cleaned up." Was all he said, and again, it was a command, or demand, whichever way Tessa took it. But she would do it, for her husband, the man she had spoken and given her vow and heart to, required it. Daniel had a different idea.
Entering the house first, her heels clicked loudly on the tiled kitchen floor, her rear-end swaying provocatively, making the swing of her skirt so much more of a tease. Dan ogled his wife, wistful that he hadn't the chance to enjoy her in the park, like he had semi-planned. He had to admit that his wife was gorgeous, regardless of which angle he looked at her from.
Tessa did as she was bidden, taking her clothes off and instead of re-hanging them, she tossed them in the laundry to be cleaned later. Heels went to the closet, and into the shower she went, the hot, steamy water soaking into her tense muscles. She did the best she could to clean herself out of Andre's semen, using her finger to delve into her core, using a scooping motion to try and draw out as much as she could. She managed to get some out, but how much she wasn't sure. The man wasn't as long as Ofi, but he seemed virile enough to make her pregnant, if it came to that. So she worked her slit more, her ministrations at the same time arousing her. Pursing her lips, she mewed softly as her palm hit her pearl, rubbing it as her finger dug about. She took her time, and made sure she was as clean as she could manage, even taking the extra few minutes to trim up her landing strip. She wanted to look her very best for her husband, as she would be working to make up to him for her transgressions. She owed him, and she knew it.
Daniel, for his part, had been busy, too, by mainly getting his nerves under control, a highball of scotch helping with that. He then went to the medicine cabinet and took out what he thought he would need, including aspirin. He went to their bedroom, and turned down the bed, the silky sheen of satin sheets shimmering as he turned the lights down. Stripping, he tossed his clothes in a pile in the corner, for Tessa to clean up later, a subtle dig at her new-found station. He was going to get his pound of flesh.
When Tessa stepped from the bathroom, her hair dry and naturally hanging from her scalp, long tendrils drawn downward across her shoulders, no makeup, and no perfume, she was just as nature made her. With full, firm breasts, erect nipples, a taut stomach, and a curly patch of hair aiming to her garden, and her folds were puffy from the manipulation, as was her pearl, cautiously peeking out from under her hood, she was the true, natural beauty Daniel had been able to land as his wife. She looked nervously at her nude husband, who was stroking his dick, a small coating of petroleum jelly on it, fingers moving slowly back and forth.
With his free hand, Daniel beckoned her to the bed, and then on to all-fours. Kneeling to the sheets between her legs, he used his knees to spread her legs a little wider, and then he leaned forward, aiming his cock at her. Then he pushed her head down from behind, until she was face-first on the mattress.
Tessa had little idea what was planned, other than this new position with her husband, something she was actually looking forward to. "Please... Danny... take me. Make me your woman..." she purred in her come-hither voice. Keeping his hand on her neck, he obliged, and leaned forward more, aiming the mushroom of his shaft at her exit hole. Then she squealed and tried to writhe. "Honey! Wrong place!" she cried out.
Daniel simply pressed harder, using his free hand to hold her still, while his other than held his cock and he pressed harder. They had never had anal sex before, and he knew next to nothing about how to do it. But he had heard from other guys at work about it, and how it asserted their place over their woman. Daniel aimed to do the same thing. "Shut up!" he commanded. "You're doing this! If you can fuck a black man, you can take me up your ass!" And then he gave a hard thrust, one that made her cry out, but at the same time made her body submit, and he gained some purchase inside her.
Tessa's voice uttered loud yelps of protest, wordless cries of violation, but as Daniel was able to force more and more of him into her, she found herself relaxing, and actually submitting to this. With a final thrust, his shaft popped into her, past the second anal sphincter, and then it was just a matter of pushing deeper, until he was buried inside. He held steady, to help her adjust, something that he just did, without knowing why, and then he began to withdraw, before cycling his hips to screw his wife, performing anal sex for the first time.
Tessa had no clue what had been coming, and when it happened, it scared her at first. So much so that she was tense in all the wrong places. But as he forced his cock at her rear repeatedly, she somehow had a thought her mother had taught her many years ago.
"When you get married, your husband is going to want to have sex with you in all sorts of ways. Let him, and he will love you more for it." Her mother's voice echoed softly, and so she let go of the fear, and relaxed, Daniel's shaft finally opening her.
The feelings weren't much, other than fullness, but as he used her, she began to breathe heavily. Her eyes closed, and she let her thoughts wander, of sex with Daniel, sex with Ofi, and that horrid moment with Andre. Her fingers wound up wandering to her pearl, and she began to tease herself, index finger working away as Daniel worked away, her soft voice now moaning. The pace was growing faster, and his thrusts harder, as was her finger's motions to keep up. She found herself yielding, and reaching a new door in her mind, opening it to peek inside and finding happiness. She was finding submission in a new form, and it was to her husband, the man she loved, and she found herself loving him more.
Daniel began to hump her even harder, his voice growling. He began to utter some nasty words. "Take this, slut. You're MY bitch!" Words he would normally never say, especially to his wife, but somehow, in this aggression, in the release of his anger and frustrations, it helped him. They helped his feelings and helped his sexual pleasure. He was degrading his wife, and she appeared to be enjoying it, moaning from his taking her ass, not aware she was fingering herself to sexual heaven.
His testicles drew tight, and his thrusting became spasmodic, and then he erupted in her bowels, a loud bellow of his conquest, as his wife cried out in her own orgasm, a near-perfectly timed sexual release for both of them. Shots of his seed spilled into her as he held steady, much as Andre had, his cock pulsing as each jet escaped his body. Then he got lightheaded and leaned forward, forcing Tessa flat on her face, his hot, sweaty body atop hers. Rolling to the side, holding her with him, he kept his cock in her ass as he slowly drifted to sleep, the highball and climax helping him to dreamland.
Tessa, herself, had her own woozy drift, with Daniel's arm draped over her chest, holding her to him. She didn't want to wake him or risk upsetting him any further, so she simply snuggled in, and closed her eyes. Her last words were "I love you." softly whispered.
Dan replied by snoring.
------------------
The next morning, Daniel dashed off to catch his flight, and begin his ordeals at work. It was either that, or lose his job, which might happen anyway. He was in such a hurry, that he didn't notice the gold box leaned against the pillar holding up the portico. Inside the box was a dozen long-stemmed red roses, of exquisite beauty. There was also a card, imprinted with the simple words... "For My New Wife..."
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"What's this?" Tessa muttered to herself. She had managed to make her way to the front of her house, her body aching in new ways, her body roughly violated by two men in anger in a three-hour period the night before. She walked with a slight hitch, her rear-end very sore. Her husband had not been gentle in taking his wife, and she took him all the way. During her morning toileting, she took a moment to examine herself with a second mirror, and discovered some dried blood in her nether region. Indeed, her husband had been harsh, but she supposed he deserved it. She had cheated on him with yet another man the day before that, even though it had been rape...
---
Being raped had been giving her some mixed emotions. Naturally submissive, she felt it her place to acquiesce to the needs of her husband, and at work, to be a proper wife and represent her husband well as he was the head of the house. She dressed fashionably, and held a pleasant demeanor at work, despite the day she might be having, and went out of her way to be a good wife. It was almost as if she longed to live in the 1950's, or at least, the 1950's as represented on old TV programs.
Being forced to please another man conflicted her. Ofi had seduced her, certainly, and she had wondered, and still pondered, if she had not been drunk, would he have forced himself upon her? If so, would she have resisted? She certainly lacked the strength of be able to forcibly deny a man, she was not interested in self-defense training, or even owning a firearm. To Tessa, it was her husband's responsibility to protect her, and that meant her heart, her body, and her love. Had he let her down? Had she let him down by making herself alluring to other men, without being at her husband 's side to protect her? But was it her duty to be pleasing to a man, simply because he was dominant, and she wasn't? If she was pleasing, did it represent her husband in a good way, as well? It might not be proper, but it might also reflect better on him that she had been dutiful to her place?
What about the pleasure of sex? There was no use denying it, but Ofi and her attacker had both given her pleasure, a pleasure a man can make a woman feel. Ofi, on one hand, was actually a superior lover to her husband. He was better equipped, and he had a way about him that made him stronger, and more in control. Andre, like Ofi, hadn't asked for sex, he simply took it. He had similarly been more of a sexual man than her husband. He lacked the skill, and finesse of a more mature lover, but what he lacked in maturity, he made up for in vigor. Both men had made her climax, though in different ways, and for different reasons. It had left her so confused about how she felt. How she felt about herself, her husband, her marriage, and sex in general.
As she mused these things, it made her miss her parents, who were both killed in a car accident, hit by a drunk driver as they crossed the street in front of their house. Tessa didn't witness it, but the sounds would forever haunt her, from the age of 17. A nice cup of tea, and a long talk with her mom would do her wonders, and perhaps soothe her fears, yet it would never be.
She had showered and given her body a more careful look-over as well. She was covered in bruises on her breasts, the hard grip of Andre on her breasts marking her where each finger pad had held her soft skin, as well as other bruises, including her neck, which had a slight redness, along with two distinct purple marks, where she had been marked by a strong suckling and biting. The hickeys would be hard to cover, as well, given their placement high on her neck, at her jaw-line. Between Andre and Ofi, both men knew how to mark a woman up. Looking down, her labia were still a touch red as well, and sore from the hard use both men had given her. Ofi had at least aroused her. Andre simply raped her, and she had not even close to ready for a man, his hard black rod simply invaded her like a battering ram, making her matron-hood sore on the inside. Her back and rear had some scratches from the picnic table as well, and as a result she was just in pain everywhere.
Blow-drying her long auburn hair, she bent forward at the waist, letting the long tendrils fall towards the carpet, as the blow-dryer whirred loudly; her hands working automatically as she also contemplated the emotional pain. She was exposing herself to the bedroom glass door, letting any passersby to view her most intimate area, as if offering her body to them, but no one was in the backyard.
She was finding her marriage in an uncomfortable state. She loved her man, her Daniel, but did he still love her? She was pretty certain of that, but given his most recent actions, did he respect her? What would he be like when he came home in a few days. No, make that a week, she realized. He had mentioned the trip might be extended. This was going to be an agonizing time. She stood to start brushing her hair.
Then there was Ofi. It was obvious what he wanted, and what he thought. He wanted her to give him babies, and by his words, lots of them. He was also in a power position over her at work. She could try and go to the HR department, but the employees there were notoriously weak, and were more pro-district and risk-averse internally. Lawsuits could be dealt with. Internal issues could result in terminations, and that was fearsome to them. This was compounded because of the attention her project had garnered, and the fact her boss, the principal was very much in favor of it, and he was using it as a political tool for improving his own status, given that his boss liked it as well. The fact that Ofi was his boss had some unknown consequences, and she had no idea what the next day, Monday, would bring.
Applying her subdued makeup, for no proper woman went without being at her best, she pondered Andre , who was the last on her list. Obviously the youth, even though he was eighteen, had some childhood issues, and was basically a teen thug. She knew a lot about him from others, though, including teachers. His disciplinary file was long and distinguished, with bullying, fighting, theft, robbery, sexual misconduct against other students, and even drug use and sales in his history. There were even rumors he was entering a street gang, if he had not already. She was unsure of what would happen next. Daniel had beaten him pretty badly, it looked like, though she could not be sure, for it was dark when she last saw him lying like a crumpled heap on the ground.
She grunted at that thought. It had been the most dominant thing her husband had ever done, to defend her honor like that, though it had, in fact, been too late. She was carrying the semen of two men in her. Well, three, actually, but Daniel's didn't count. She was never going to get pregnant from anal sex. Ofi, and Andre, however, had a chance, though a remote one. Later in the week would be a more fertile time. She'd have to talk with her husband about going on the pill, since they had discussed children, and had started the initial planning for a family. She simply didn't know which way to proceed, and she would definitely take her husband's direction on this. It was what good wives did.
----
Nude, bruised, and sore, she then made her way into the kitchen to get a bite to eat. She was actually quite hungry, having not eaten the night before. Some eggs and toast were quickly plated, and she used the remote to click on the TV, as she sat at the kitchen table, watching idly the Sunday morning news shows. It was then she heard a heavy thunk at the front door, a sound she recognized instantly. The newspaper was delivered by some anonymous paper-person, someone she never had even met, and couldn't remember seeing. But when it hit the door, there was no mistaking the Sunday paper. It weighed a ton, and hit like a hammer.
Dusting her fingers of toast-crumbs, she started towards the front door, only to remember she was still naked. Turning about, she slowly, and sorely stepped back into the bedroom to pull on her silky baby-pink satin robe, the one she regularly wore for her husband, to be enticing to him. It was cut at mid-thigh, or maybe even higher, and light as a feather. In the right, or wrong, light, one could almost see her aureoles and the patch of her landing strip. With the sash having been misplaced one night in a torrid time culminating on the carpet in front of the fireplace, Tessa had to hold the front closed, as she went to the front door, unlocking it and then twisting the knob to open. Leaning forward, she peered outside, beyond the portico.
The morning was warm, as late Springs often were, and she didn't see anyone. Of course someone could be walking up the street from the far side of her house, but it was a risk she chose to take. Stepping gingerly, the soreness not from her feet, but the rest of her body, she made her way to the newspaper, the heavy roll banded closed like a log. Bending low, she reached for it, having to use both hands to gather it against her body. Bent at the waist, the hem risen to expose her moistness, and the front of her robe floating open, that was when Roberto chose as the perfect moment to exit his own house, his front door facing Tessa's. It was impossible for him to not get a full view of her luscious body, bruises, marks, and all, as Tessa bent over, only to gasp loudly as she realized she had been caught in the open. Not a thing a prim and proper wife would allow to happen!
Of course, Roberto had been waiting, perhaps patiently, perhaps not, for this very opportunity to look upon the dazzling figure of the carrot-topped wife, as she rose to her full height, hugging the newspaper now with both hands, her gaping robe exposing her fur to her neighbor.
"Roberto!" she exclaimed, as she tried vainly to cover up. "I'm so sorry! Please forgive me!" She was nearly panicked, having given so lewd of a display to her neighbor, when in fact he had orchestrated this.
He had, in fact, learned of her morning routine, and would be watching from behind the blinds of his living room, to spy on the buxom woman. Often times as not, it was his neighbor Daniel who came out, usually in a long robe and some sort of pajama bottoms. But on those rare occasions when Fate handed him a gift, it was Tessa, dressed similarly, bending to pick up the paper, and he would get a look at her from behind. But today, today was a special day indeed. He had been given a glance, actually a full look-over of the woman's nudity, and it began to have an impact. His erection began to tingle almost immediately.
"Think nothing of it, Tessa." He replied jovially, almost as if he was enjoying her embarrassment, which he actually was. "This will be the brightest part of my day, and I promise you, it will be our secret." He said with a smile. He then took another step out, and held his partially filled trash bag out, as if to be coincidentally doing a house chore.
"Thank you, Roberto, and I do so apologize" she spoke softly, blue eyes darting about to make sure at least it was only her neighbor getting an eyeful. She then started to dart back into the house, her steps still stilted from the pain, as Roberto stopped her.
"Tessa, I think you are forgetting something." And he gave his head a nod to the concrete pad, to a spot hidden from the front door view of her home.
"What's this?" Tessa muttered to herself. Looking down, she saw the long, golden cardboard box, and out of habit started to bent to pick it up too, shafting her hand to hold the paper roll to her chest, as she tried to use her free arm to collect the box. Doing so proved fatal to her modesty, and as Roberto paused in mid-stride to enjoy the tantalizing view, he was given an even greater look at her body, seeing the marks, the bruises, and everything else. For all her efforts to remain concealed, she might as well have stepped into his house naked and spun on her toes for him.
Finally able to scoop up both parcels, she left her robe floating open behind her, and exposing her ass as she was consumed with the desire to run and hide back behind closed doors. "Thank you, Roberto!" she called out, not looking back, as she then closed the front door, certain she was embarrassed, if not humiliated, and yet having given the heavy-set man a thrill he would remember for months. She was becoming more and more of his daydreams and self-pleasuring fantasies.
Tessa slammed the door and then leaned back against it, cursing silently, for she would not utter an improper oath publicly, it was neither lady-like, nor proper. She dropped the paper, and held onto the box, collecting her breath and wits before stepping slowly to the kitchen, curious about when her husband had time to order flowers, or based on his attitude towards her, his desire.
"To My New Wife..." she gasped as she read the card. Her pale skin lost even more color, as she realized instantly who sent them. They were gorgeous, of course, easily over one-hundred dollars' worth of rich, red long-stemmed roses in perfect bloom. It didn't take a genius to figure out who they had come from.
Tapping the card against her lips, the robe draped open from her shoulders, her ample breasts holding them open to the glass back sliding door, and the entire backyard, her blue eyes went vacant as she thought and pondered how to deal with this. It simply would not do to be a bitch about it, as she would not be disrespectful to the man. Her upbringing forbade it, and she didn't want to embarrass her husband any more than she already had. But she had to end it, and end it now. She went to her bedroom, albeit slowly, for her ache was still real. She had a passing thought of why men loved to hurt their women in getting sexual satisfaction. In Daniel, she could understand his desire to hurt her. To her mind, she deserved it, but Ofi, and Andre? They were rough lovers, bruising her and making her endure their passion. If she was sore afterwards, she doubted they gave a whit about it.
Reaching for her phone, she swiped it on with her thumb and rose her brows to discover she had a few text messages. Two were from Dan, one giving his progress in boarding his flight, and the other reminding her that they still needed to talk, and that he hoped their marriage would be able to survive, and that he was worried about his job. The third was from Ofi, and she read it with trepidation. Scanning the words, she felt her heart beating hard.
"I hope you have found the flowers by now, my new wife. Monday morning, I go to the Kenyan consulate to start making the arrangements for our triumphant return to our homeland. I will see you later this week."
Tessa dropped her phone on the bed and shook her head, her hands fingers trembling a little. She had planned to cancel the program she had been working on, sacrificing the students in order to save herself from any more encounters with Ofi. Ofi, however, had other plans, starting early Monday morning.
Tessa lay on the bed, her silky robe and satin sheets allowing her to slide easily to the center, and burrowing under the covers until she was snuggled and warm. While contemplating her situation, she drifted off to sleep.
"Andre! What are you doing in here?" she shrieked incredulously. She was startled awake in her bed, finding the naked, rough thug under her sheets with her, his hand already cupping her heat as she was molested to consciousness.
"Shh! Shhh! Quiet, woman! Your husband is in the next room!" he hissed, ensuring her silence by simply covering her mouth with his dark palm.
With her robe splayed open under the sheets, she was fully exposed to his touch, if not his eyes. That was made obvious to her when she felt his finger starting to slide up and down her slit, teasing her petals, allowing them to be caressed, and her body reacting by sensing blood to them, engorging them as her furrow began to lubricate. His other hand slid to her breast, fingers again covering her boob, and squeezing, as his rough palm rubbing her nipples, the friction making them react by growing harder, and more erect, until his very mauling made her feel searing pleasure, which made her tunnel lubricate even more.
His digit then pressed into her, and she arched her back, a soft moan escaping her lips, which made her eyes dart to the closed bedroom door, should her husband over hear her and barge in. Andre's finger, however did just that, and pressed onward, and inward, until it was sweeping her sweet spot, his thumb teasing her pearl to hardness. Now she was writhing under his touch, helpless to him, as she found herself surrendering. After so long of little to no sexual contact, in two days she had been with three men, and it had awakened the needs of old, when she would attack her husband out of need, when he walked in the front door, or even in the garage before the garage was closed. She would hike her skirt up, and bend low for him, or start rubbing herself up and down his body, the satin lingerie she was wearing helping tease her husband, much like the satin sheets were doing to her now.
"Noooo.. Andre... Pleaasse stoppp" she moaned, only to end her plea by emitting her tongue to lewdly kiss her tormentor, a kiss that was so similarly returned, his spit invading her mouth as he slid between her legs. She tried to close her thighs, but he already had one leg in-between, and there was no use trying to deny him. In fact, it made it so much easier to submit to him, as he used his other knee to pry her knees apart, and with that, open her gates to his lecherous pole. A black pole so hot and throbbing, it was already dripping his pre-cum onto the sheets.
She groaned loudly into his mouth as his kiss muffled the loud proof of her body's granting admission of his cock to her tight pussy, the landing strip acting as a directional arrow to her matronly love.
She began to lift her knees higher as he entered her, his thrusts firm, but short, using the head of his cock like a battering ram to decimate her defenses, and open her clenching walls, until he had full penetration to her body, a long, black cock in a white, soft garden. The silky covers slid down the mating pair as he thrust in her, his kiss breaking from her lips to delve into her neck, softly kissing and nibbling as he thrust in her, the soft mews of her voice encouraging her erstwhile lover to continue.



Soon they were fully exposed on the bed, her toes now pointing up, and curling as she was surrendered to him, her arms laying aside, proving her accepting him as her lover. His thrusts increased in pace and intensity, making her body feel a cascade of crashing waves of bliss, each one increasing the rising tide of raw sexual tension in her to new and dangerous levels. She could not help but scream as his hips pounded her
spasmodically, his increasing rhythm broken as they had a simultaneous orgasm, her body shooting a small jet of her fluids, as his body started to pump hot, thick jets of his black seed against her white egg. She could feel each pump of his semen into her, her mind's eye imagining the passages in his thick cock pulsing with the globs of ejaculate as they coursed from his tight sac and through the base of his shaft, along his length, and into her open folds, until they escaped from his body and into hers, coating her scooping cervix with his essence, until she was impregnated.
That last thought made her wriggle and try and escape under him, as he lay atop her, resting, his sweaty chest heaving against her swollen breasts, where she screamed out. "ANDRE! PULL OUT! I'LL GET PREGNANT!" Her cry ended in a loud piercing wail.
As she screamed, Daniel burst into the room, too late to save her, and too late to do anything but watch his wife being made with child by a black thug. He was followed into the room by a tribal-chief, a tall, thin, and ebony-black man. She recognized him as Ofi. Why were they together? What were they discussing? Why was he dressed like that? Were they negotiating her fate? Was Daniel making arrangements for her go to Africa with Ofi? The thoughts terrified her.
She screamed again, and that was when she was able to move freely, bolting upright, as she sat in bed, sweating softly, and her chest heaving. She was alone, her hand on her heart, as she wildly looked around. It was late afternoon.
Falling back onto the soft bed, she started to sob, and then pound the bed in frustration. Just then her phone chimed. There was a text message from Daniel, telling her he was safely landed. Through blurry, watery eyes, she was only just able to text back "I love you."
---
The next morning, at a mid-morning meeting at Tessa's school, Ofi and her Principal, Mr. Anderson, met.
"Mr. Anderson, I am quite impressed with the work and ideas of Mrs. Lang. She has proven to be a true asset to our school district." Ofi enthused, his Kenyan accent easily detectable, if not occasionally making him difficult to understand.
The man across the conference table smiled, enjoying the accolades he had nothing to do with, yet was happy to accept, just like any administrator or politician. "Thank you, Ofi. She has done well under my mentorship. I am hoping her new program, if it goes into action, will go a long way into helping our troubled students, as well as those who are being victimized. I can only see our district core measures improving."
"Of course, the program has my full attention, Mr. Anderson, but I will need Mrs. Lang's full attention as well, if you can arrange to cover her classes for a few weeks?" Ofi smiled politely.
He was playing the school principal like a fiddle. The portly and pug-nosed little man was only too easy to sway. Just a few simple, meaningless words would get the ball rolling in his direction, and by the way of it, rolling the delectable Mrs. Tessa Lang right along with it, into his office, into his arms, and eventually, into his family. His cock stirred at the very thought of bedding the woman again, as Mr. Anderson continued to babble uselessly about his own ideas for the future. The man had his uses, but mostly to occupy space where he could do little to no harm to Ofi's newly acquired taste.
"I only hope the project gets off the ground in time to save one of the students..." Mr. Johnson prattled on. It seems that a Senior student got into a rather large fight over the weekend, and according to the social media buzz, he didn't fare too well. Something about his trying to force himself on a young lady, but we're not sure who, just yet. But it seems the poor woman's boyfriend intervened, and there was a beating."
"Do we have any idea who the boy is?"
"I haven't yet checked the attendance rosters this morning, but I will after our meeting, so we'll see if he showed up for class, or try and get an idea of what happened from other students, but the name Andre has popped up a few times. I know the kid, and he's a brute. This one isn't going to go away quietly. He'll seek revenge."
Ofi narrowed his eyes. He would put this case to Tessa, to see her ideas, and test her. It would help drop her guard on his real motives, and he might hopefully get to bed the woman even sooner. That thought made him smile, a smile Mr. Johnson couldn't miss.
"Is everything alright?"
"Oh, yes, yes." Ofi waved his hand dismissively. "I was just thinking of how this case might be used as a test for Mrs. Lang's project." A test, indeed.
---
For Tessa, the day started like any other, though her attire was a little different. Instead of a flowing, pretty dress, or circle skirt, she wore a pink, high-collared blouse, and a calf-length pencil skirt. Her heels were closed-toe pumps, with 4 inch stilettos, so she could be as tall as possible. She found that the extra height helped when dealing with some students, and she expected it today.
As the homeroom class began, she noted the students were abuzz, and even giggly, and she could catch some snide remarks, but only partially. There was also one notoriously empty chair. Andre's. Looking about, she saw a few of his friends there, as well as a couple of girls who were known to be part of his entourage. While completing roll-call, she asked, just as she would for any student who was missing or absent, if anyone knew what happened.
"He got his ass beat." A friend barked out, in a laughing style. "Some white guy beat his ass for kissing his daughter, or sumthin'!" and several other class members joined in the laughter.
It made Tessa blush to think about it, knowing that the word was out, but incomplete and inaccurate. In a way, it was a relief, but she was certain not to say anything.
"I doan' know who did it... But the guy is gonna' get got!" and the same classmates laughed. It was the way to teenagers, who were filled with the rages of hormones, various upbringings, and for some, a displaced anger.
"For their sake, they best not!" Tessa, snapped back, slamming her roll-book on her desk. She had to regain control of the classroom, and despite her nature, she was a good teacher, and knew what she was doing inside the four walls of her classroom. Besides, this was her husband they were talking about.
"If he got beaten up..." she continued, in an admonishing tone, as the room settled. "Then the police should be called. "If he isn't in class, then he must be pretty hurt. I hope someone had the common sense to get him to a doctor." She ended with a soft shake of her head. "I wish you kids would all learn to treat one-another better."
There, she had managed to cover her tracks. At least, she hoped so. In the meantime, she would dutifully report what her attendance was, as well as a small note about the student's claims. While this was a situation her program was designed for, it was also a situation that needed to be followed-up with in an expedited manner. Though it helped that her Daniel was away, it still was unsettling to her. Clearing her head, she then began with the announcements for the day...
As she left school at the end of the day, her tight skirt made her heels have to click rapidly as she almost stutter-stepped to make her way to check out at the office. It was there that Mr. Anderson caught up with her.
"Ahh, Mrs. Lang, I'm glad I caught you. I wanted to let you know that you will be changing assignments just as soon as a suitable substitute can be arranged. With the interest in your new program, the district office has decided that they wish you to be able to work full-time on it. You will be at least temporarily transferred to the district office, and be given the time to get your program fully-fleshed out, formalized, and ready for a presentation to the full school district board the Friday after next." He smiled.
Tessa, however, had little idea what to think. No mention of Ofi, no mention of the past weekend, maybe, just maybe, she was going to make this idea work, and get out of it with no more damage to her personal life! The thought of that made her smile, brightly.
"Thank you, Mr. Anderson!" she spoke with some enthusiasm, her normal, soft voice belying some excitement. "I would love to help all of our students succeed!"
----
That evening, as she was preparing the lesson for her class, her phone rang, and she looked at it, with a lot of relief. It was her husband. It had been a long time since they had last communicated, and she was so very tempted to call him, despite of his expressed wishes not to be called while he was working.
"Hi, Honey!" she chirped out. "I'm so glad to hear from you... I love you!"
A tired voice replied back. "Hey, Tess. Sorry it took so long today, but I got a lot accomplished. So much so that it looks like I'll be home Friday night, late, rather than mid-next week. Although I still have to deal with my problem children."
They began to converse as if nothing happened, until their conversation dwindled to the only thing left to talk about, the elephant in the room.
"Sweetheart..." Tessa began. "There is some news about this weekend..." she began, and she laid out what she learned about Andre. "I'm very worried for you. I'm not sure if they know who you are, but I know that they will try and get revenge for Andre's being beaten. Maybe we should go to the police?"
Dan shook his head and vetoed the idea. "And have you processed for being raped? No, Honey. I love you too much for that." That reply made Tessa's heart leap for joy! He still loved her, and for the first time in ages, he said it to her!
"I'll be fine. Just make sure you lock up when I'm not there, and when I get back, all will be okay." Then his voice changed. "Oh, Tess, I have to take this call. Talk to you tomorrow!" and without her even having a moment to reply, he was gone.
Looking at the now dead-call, she still could not help but feel some elation. Her husband still loved her!
----
Andre had not been to class for three days now, and on that Wednesday, she was informed that her substitute was in place, and would take over for the rest of the week. That next morning, she had a meeting scheduled for 8:00 shape, with a "Mr. Ofi Somethingorother" as the principal's secretary said.
That evening, her husband called rather early, and they exchanged more of the same. Sharing each other's days, and so on, but she did not mention her meeting with Ofi. Dan needed to have his focus on his work, and she felt she could deal with Ofi. It wasn't like he was going to try anything with her in the district building, was it?
A knock at her door ended their call, and as she was wearing only her robe, she pinched it closed, and stood behind it as she opened to see who it was...
"Roberto! Hi. What can I do for you?" Tessa asked.
The portly man was wearing his same dingy-yellowed terrycloth robe he always wore, and from what she could see, nothing else.
"I'm so sorry..." he began. "I need some help, if I could? My wife is out of town until Sunday, and I'm having trouble with the washer. I can't seem to make it work. Would you be kind enough to show me? I did what she said, which was to add clothes and bleach, and then turn it on. But I can't make the water come out."
To Tessa, the man had just committed a cardinal sin. Bleach directly on clothes? At best they would be burned, if they were whites, or completely destroyed, if they were colors. But it would only take a moment, and be done with. As a prim and proper wife, Tessa, knew laundry. She had a pride in doing the wash, so that her husband looked his best. Surely she could take a few seconds to help him? She looked past the man, and down the street. No body there. She decided to take the risk.
"Let's go." She almost spoke conspiratorially.
Dashing out, and across the small grass-way between their homes, she stepped in her longest barefoot strides. Holding her robe closed, and still wearing panties, she was covered more than she had been the last time she encountered her neighbor. The man, however, followed her at his pace, letting his eyes feast on her legs, and the occasional glimpse of her bare butt, for her skimpy panties revealed more than they covered.
Roberto closed the door to his house behind them, and locked it, and led the way to the laundry room, which was next to the garage. Tessa could have found it easily enough. That was the benefit to tract-housing. The layouts were similar. As she followed him, her hand kept to her robe, and she her blue eyes darted about. His wife was far-less of a housekeeper than Tessa was, and Tessa had a full-time job, too! She had to struggle not to let her reaction show to the man. She didn't want to embarrass him. It would be improper.
Roberto stood aside, as he gestured for her to enter the laundry room, his hand lifting to let his own robe fall open, exposing his bare-hairy chest, fat belly, and his thin, striped boxers. She could not help but give a quick glance. Nothing showed remarkably, but she had some disdain. "Really, Roberto?" as she slid past him, keeping her own robe closed, not that it mattered. The bright light of the laundry room let the dark shadows of her areolae show.
"I'm so sorry, but as I said, I need to do laundry. Can you tell me what is wrong?"
Accepting that, she turned, and leaned over to lift the lid, and the strong odor of bleach almost made her fall over. There was, indeed, a mix of laundry to be cleaned, and the need to waft the chlorine cloud from her face made her release the bottom hand from her robe, as her delicate fingers waved to clear the air in front of her. The action actually left her robe open, but she was no longer facing him. Her eyes quickly scanned the controls, and she found the problem. Ever the teacher, she used the moment to help him become more self-sufficient.
"Come take a look..." she offered in her best instructional voice.
Roberto took the chance to slide behind her, his fat belly pressing against her backside and back, and as she continued with the instruction, she felt him begin to hump against her...
To Be Continued...
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--------------
Dan sat at his desk, clear across the country, as his wife dutifully was trying to help their neighbor with so mundane a task. Alone in his hotel room, his trip, so far, had been a mixed bag of results. He was getting a near constant barrage of communications from his office. His bosses were getting impatient; not liking that Dan had scheduled his 'show down' of sorts with the very important client to the end of his trip. Dan, however, was no fool. The more progress in other areas he could demonstrate, the less impact this VIP would have, should things go wrong. He had just gotten off the phone with his boss, after an almost threatening demand for him to take action. Hanging up, he was growing apprehensive, even nervous. Things were piling up, and he could do nothing about it, which frustrated him.
Speaking of frustrations, his mind turned to his wife. They say absence makes the heart grow fonder, and perhaps it did. His anger was beginning to fade, or perhaps being replaced by his work problems. Whichever it was, he realized he had been neglecting her this week, only speaking to her twice, and some text messages to reassure each other they were both alive. Sitting behind the cheap desk in his hotel room, his pen tapped the desk, a loud tympani as he considered his options. Making a decision, he reached for his phone, and hit his wife's speed dial.
The phone on their den table at home started to ring, in the chime Tessa had reserved for her husband. The tune was a ring tone made from the song "Call Me" by Blondie. His picture came up on the display, and the device vibrated softly, managing to move about in a random pattern on the smooth, polished table. It rang, and it rang. Only no one was home to answer it. Dan looked at the phone on his end. "Where the fuck IS she?" He had no way of knowing his wife was in peril.
---------------
"I'm so sorry, but as I said, I need to do laundry. Can you tell me what is wrong?" the portly neighbor, Roberto had said. They were inside his house, next door to her own, and Tessa was leaning over the laundry machine, her experienced wifely eyes giving it a practiced scan.
Barefoot, she had to hike on her toes and lean over to lift the lid, the strong odor of bleach almost making her fall over. There was, indeed, a mix of laundry to be cleaned, and the need to waft the chlorine cloud from her face made her release the bottom hand from her robe, as her delicate fingers waved to clear the air in front of her. The action actually left her robe open, but she was no longer facing him. Her eyes quickly scanned the controls, and she found the problem. Ever the teacher, she used the moment to help him become more self-sufficient.
"Come take a look..." she offered in her best instructional voice.
Roberto took the chance to slide behind her, his fat belly pressing against her backside and back, and as she continued with the instruction, she felt him begin to hump against her...
"Roberto! *grunt* What do you think *grunt* you are doing?" Tessa had to exclaim through grunts, as his hard thrusts were jolting her, and since his ample belly very effectively pinned to his washing machine. Her outstretched hand had been on the knob to turn the machine on, while her oft-hand was on the edge of the machine for balance. This had left her short satin robe open, gaping as Roberto could tell, but not see, and having been born petite in height, she always used her tiptoes, and was so used to it, she hadn't given it a thought, until Roberto started to hump her against the cold metal.
Roberto, however, was having the time of his life. His boxers were tented to the degree they would, and his robe, too, was open, his hairy belly bouncing against Tessa's backside as he dry-humped her. His dick was flipping up and down, but because of his size, he couldn't manage to stick himself inside her. So, using his meaty, thick fingers, he grabbed her hips, and hefted her higher on to the washing machine, so that her face was mashed to the control panel. Due to his heavy bulk, he was actually quite strong under the layers of fat he dragged with him everywhere. He had to be, even to move well.
"Ahhh! Ouch! "Dammit, Roberto!" the not so prim and proper wife started exclaiming. "get off of me! Lemme go!" she cried out, her hands flailing back behind her, unable to really reach anything. His humping, however, kept smacking her head into the control panel, and while it didn't do much to her consciousness, it did hurt. "Ouch! Enough! Stop! Ouch!"
Roberto, however, was as hard as he had ever been, and was more than ready to bed the buxom woman. Despite her cries and pleas, he barked at her. "Enough, Mija! You think I don't notice you... you flashing your tits and ass at me? I know you want cock, Mija, I saw you with the black man. I know you're a slut for men!" and then he stopped humping and reached forward, wrapping his thick, stubby arms about her waist and stood up, lifting the petite woman easily.
"No! No!" She shrieked. "Let... me... go!" She yelled, her hands dropping to his arms, to try and make him release her, as she was carried in a heavy waddle into the front room of the man's house. His words of being seen, and Ofi then hit her. "It isn't like that! Roberto! Stop this!"
The portly, pudgy man had no such intention, and he kept after his prey, despite her writhing, her long hair flying back and forth, smacking the side of his head in soft, feminine whisper-wills of sweet fragrance. Her skin was soft in his fingers, her body so close, and yet still just a bit too far, for the moment. He waddled with her in his arms, carrying her with her back to his front, her robe flying open as she struggled, nude to the empty, dim room.
There were a few overstuffed chairs, and a large, low-slung couch, with a long coffee table center din the room, a TV mounted to the wall, and, of course a reclining chair that could peer out the front windows, Roberto's perch to spy on his lust-object. He had seen her in her sexy, hip-high wrap-skirt, he had also spied her in her short satin robe, the same one that hung from her shoulders and displayed her nudity. A single lamp illuminated the room, as well as the TV, which had been displaying a movie.
The coffee table was very large, and littered with plates, newspapers, magazines, and empty glasses. There was a few small plastic packets, a few blue pills, a rag, and small brown vial, and larger, hand towel on an end table as well. The couch cushions had a variety of stains on the velour, some dark, some white, and a few fresher ones. But Tessa didn't have a chance to contemplate, or recognize any of it. She was in the fight of her life, and losing badly.
The thick man released the struggling woman with a shove, hard against the coffee table, her body landing face-first amidst the papers, her momentum making her slide across it, until she was fully atop the table. Her hands scrabbled to push against the surface, only to fnd her hands slipping out from under her, the magazines sliding uner her palms, making her arms fly outwrds, and making her face land hard against the table. Her blue eyes took in a quick gaze, and she had a flashing thought. 'Great. A sex magazine'. She then continued her efforts to rise up, only this time a hand was shoved into her back, and knocked her flat again.
Roberto has the perfect chance, and he knew it, now. She was his to enjoy, all night, if need be. But first she had to be made more compliant. Despite his appearance, he was actually a clever man, and while he had used the drugs on the end table for his own sexual gratification, he had also used them on his wife. She had been an unsuspecting participant, but in the end the sex had been good, and she rarely got any kind of attention. Her husband had been jerking off over the neighbor woman. All that was int eh past, and now it was Tessa's turn, and a turn she would have. Held down, as she squirmed, and screamed out, her breathing was hot and heavy, and when the rag was clamped over her mouth and nose, she couldn't help but inhale the sickly-sweet vapors. It did not take long, and she grew woozy, and her limbs flailed less, and she began to giggle. Dumping the contents of a small plastic bindle down her throat, she sniggled softly, and then faded into silence. The opiates had begun to work on her consciousness, and she became lost in her own dream world.
Chemically subdued, his prey lolled about and he could take the time to get comfortable. He shed his robe, and his boxers, and stood over her, his thick fingers reaching up under his huge belly roll, and he began fondling himself. With an evil grin, he muttered out. "Finally, Mija. I'm gonna fuck you until you puke, Bitch!" Then he advanced on her again, and picked her up, carrying her further into his house, the rooms darkened.
----------
Ofi had begun to lose his patience. Part of his plan had come together quite nicely, and yet others were growing difficult. His trip to his consulate to obtain he required visitation documents had been easy enough. Tessa now had an extend-stay visa, and other documents, but her citizenship documents were proving difficult. Some mindless bureaucrat in his homeland was demanding his due to cut corners, and his was being recalcitrant. A Prince of his homeland or not, the royal heritage only went so far in these modern times. On top of this, his new wife, the woman his cock ached for, was being beset with issues. First she had to be literally pried from her classroom, a tedious task that required his spending more time than planned on that middle-level would-be politician. Then there was her husband. The man who had demonstrated that he was capable of doing violence, if sufficiently provoked. Ofi still had no idea how to deal with him.
Then there were the difficulties with his own family members. Ofi had not been married, until he had claimed the white woman, but his brother's son, his nephew seemingly had a death wish. Born abroad, he had become filled with Western ideals, impatience, and self-entitlement. Ofi's brother had been so weak-willed, that his son had ran all over him. Now a thug, the boy's criminal record disgusted Ofi, as a stain of dishonor. Ofi's code of honor made the young man unworthy of the family name, in fact. Something would have to be done about the boy, but first he had to be located. He had dropped off the face of the Earth, it seemed.
Sitting at home, looking through the laptop on his lap, he perused the white woman's social media pages, as well as her work files. A vision of true beauty, at least as far as Ofi was concerned, she was prettier than any of the high-fashion models, with their stick-thin figures, and gaunt looks. Ofi figured one night with them in bed, and he'd like fracture a pelvis or two. Tessa, on the other hand, had the amazing figure. Flat stomach, large, full, and firm breasts, and a firm, tight butt, the kind he relished. There was little to no flab on her, and her long blond hair also cut her a striking figure, the soft, full mane reaching down her back, a delight to hold onto as he enjoyed her last time. The very memory of his sexual conquest made his cock stir, the long appendage starting to make itself known down the thigh of his slacks.
"Soon, my bride, very soon." He murmured.
------------
The phone had been ringing straight to voicemail that Dan gave up. He was living several time zones in the future, and he had to get some sleep. He vowed he would get to the bottom of his wife's lack of communication when he got home, even if it meant putting a tracking app on her cell phone. Of course, he wasn't above physically imposing his will on her, as the last time he was in bed with her demonstrated. He laid back, and smiled to himself, re-claiming his wife for her infidelity, and at the same time reminding her of her place, which was at his side. She hadn't fought him, and had endured his anal breech, and even submitted to it. He drifted to sleep, remembering the feel of her ass as it clamped on his manhood, as he thrust in and out of her, denying her sexual pleasure, while he took his own from her body. It was a physical domination, and placed him back in charge, as it was in another time.
They had been in a dance club, celebrating their second anniversary. She had dressed to please him, a soft, silky black halter dress, hemmed in a circle skirt at mid-thigh, and with it came a blood-red garter, trimmed with black lace and ribbon, a pair of silky dark back-seamed stockings, and finally a pair of racier black satin panties. They tied at the hips, and had only a small fabric patch to conceal and cradle her sweet lips. They had been dancing together, and having a great time, her smile infectious and bright, long blond hair swirling about as she tossed her head left and right, her perfectly manicured nails gleaming in the DJ lights. He had enjoyed spinning her, dipping her, and otherwise playing with her on the dance floor, her normally modest-self having been lost to the music, the motions, and the drink. A good share of a bottle of Champagne had risen to her head, and she was a bit loose, feeling no pain from the intoxicating bubbles.
Leaving her on the floor, Dan had to go relieve himself, and upon his return, he saw his wife dancing, her hips swaying left and right, perfectly timed to the deep and heavy bass that thudded out a hip-hop tune, the silky skirt floating up and down with her gyrations, exposing a bit of her thigh high stockings, and even a flash of garter. Spying her husband, she had given him a come-hither grin, and extended her arms, using bother index fingers to beckon him to her in a rapid series of curls.
Dan broke into a wide smile, and made his way to her, each step seemingly taking forever, until he could be holding his wife in his arms, and feeling her body rubbing all over his. He had to insinuate his way through the crowd, each step seeming to take forever, as he was jostled. Her smile grew as he drew closer, and she had that twinkle in her eyes. She was feeling mischievous, and frisky. Dan and Tessa were going to have sex so hot it would threaten to catch their bed on fire! He reached out, his arm extended in the flashing darkness, only to have his hand knocked aside by a large shadow. Moving to the side, he was shocked, left standing there as his jaw dropped.
His lovely, beautiful, amazing wife was in the arms of another man! He had one arm wrapped about her waist, holding her to him, her thighs apart as she rode his thigh in a very improper dance, her hips rocking back and forth on his thigh, making her heat slide along his bare leg, until she was leaving a trail of her moisture on his dark skin. The man was nearly naked, and wearing some sort of tribal regalia, a beaded necklace with lion's teeth, and a headdress of bone and feathers.
Her own arms were extended, one reaching to his shoulder, and the other down between his legs. She was tugging on that long, black snake, as she coaxed it to length, while everyone danced around them. She was oblivious to her husband's voyeuristic eyes, and those gathered about them. A chant began to grow. "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" As the voices rose to a crescendo, she shifted, lifting her thigh between the man's lewdly, revealing herself to him, and that menacing shaft. Dan could tell it was already dripping thin drops of pre-emission.
Lifting her to his crotch, she splayed her legs outside his waist, fully extended to show her four-inch black patent leather stilettos, and she arched her back, letting out a loud, joyful wail as she sank on his cock, the rest of the dancers roaring and clapping with approval, as Tessa fucked the black man directly in front of her husband.
Her voice rose above the din, and she screamed to her lover. "Fuck me! Put your baby in me!" and she shuddered in a violent orgasm, the rest of the room roaring its approval.
Dan awoke with a start, his chest heaving and his body sweating as he lay on his cheap motel bed, the sheets laying on the floor. He sat up, resting his arms on his knees, and looked about, taking in the hotel room, lit only with the flickering images of the TV, and a late night movie. Gasping for air, he lifted a hand to his brow, wiping it off. Then he noticed his underwear felt funny. As in wet. Feeling down, he used his thumb and forefinger, only to feel something other than urine. He had ejaculated in his dream.
------------
As Dan was awakening from his tormented dreams, Tessa was deep in her own.
Dosed with a liberally with Poppers and then force-fed some GHB, she was lost in space, exposed, and now lying on her neighbor's bed. He, himself, was also nude, and inching his way towards her on the bed, his belly dragging on the bedding as he managed to position his body over hers, his knees forcing hers ever wider, and as he judged right, he then lowered himself, the massive mounds of flab squashing her flat on the bed.
He began to thrust on her, rather than in her, as was the way he made love to his wife. But his massive rolls kept his short prick from actually making any meaningful contact. He was too big, too short, and she was too tiny, and too flat. He used his tongue on hers, kissing her as she returned the kiss, her body reacting out of instinct, perhaps, her conscious mind swimming in who knew what dream-world. She would purr as he kissed her, and his hands groped her breasts, squeezing them fully, but not harshly. While he lusted for the woman, he had not the brutality of some of the other men who had been with her recently.
His cheeks were too flabby to let his teeth and lips latch onto her neck as well, so he was reduced to kissing her all over, where he could reach. Her lips, her tongue, her ears, her face. He would slather his tongue all over her, licking and dripping his saliva on her, and into her mouth. All the while he thrust at her, trying pathetically to make his cock touch her gates. "Ahh, Puta likes me now, eh? Thinks better of me now?" he mocked her. Her tongue and lips had returned his kiss, but not much else, but he took that as a sign of acceptance. It was time to try more seriously to do the deed.
Rearing back, he pulled her legs up and heels to his shoulders, dragging her torso to him, until her butt was cradled by his thighs. Lifting his flab, he used his free hand to adjust his aim, and then lunge forward, to spear the writhing woman. He managed to just barely penetrate her, and then he began to squirm and pump at her, trying desperately to drive his penis into her. The effort made him tired, both from the sheer exertion, and the high stress of finally having his conquest at his fingertips.



Her arms lay above her head as he pumped at her, the head of his shaft penetrating maybe an inch or two, at most. Tessa felt it, but it wasn't like Andre, Ofi, or even her husband. This was like her panties had given her a full front and rear wedgie. Not that she cared, for she was seeing songs and hearing colors. His excessive body-sweat coated her skin, and her body was being pulled back and forth as he thrust fore and aft, to drive as much of him into her as possible.
The vision and the realization that it had finally happened, he was fucking his prim and proper neighbor wife was too much for him, and with a loud roar, he reared back, to give a mighty, massive thrust. It caused him to fall out of her, and as he shot, the thick, sticky ropes splashed against her folds, the head of his manhood smooshing it around her labia. After several more jets of semen, and then a few deep breaths. He had his conquest, and needed to recover. Flopping forward, he landed atop the writhing woman, and heaved for air. He would take his time. Tessa would be out of it for some time yet, and Roberto knew it.
Rising, Roberto left the woman on the bed, hopped up and semi-conscious, while he got himself a drink, and recuperated. He supposed he should feel better, but somehow he didn't. So after the water, he waddled his way back to his woman, chalking up his unease to the Viagra he had popped, just to be more than ready for the woman he had lusted after for years. When he re-entered his bedroom, naked and still sweaty, he let his eyes feast on his bed, and Tessa's figure. She was lying there, mindlessly and slowly flailing about, still lost in the world of drugs, her arms and legs moving like a starfish.
Roberto started to line up for another bout of screwing the buxom blond, but decided otherwise, for the moment. He had plenty of time. So he reached for her legs, and again splayed them widely, pulling her waist to his groin. He then reached for his pecker and began to stroke himself, the drug happily helping him grow firm. Not the rock-solid of his youth, many years and pounds ago, but still enough to give him pleasure. He grinned as he watched the woman writhe; only now she writhed for him. For him! The power he had over her made his excitement grow and he began to talk dirty to her. "Yes, Mija. I fuck you always, now. You are my bitch. You come over every night, and I will give you my babies!"
The last thought was enough, as he visualized her wearing only the sheerest of negligees, and tall fuck-me heels. In his mind's eye, she was on her back, legs spread, and arms reaching to call him to her, those full, soft, ruby lips begging him to impregnate her. He shot his semen, a loud grunt coming from deep within. Rope after rope joined the rest that had laid upon her petals, and once he had most of his ejaculate on her, he took his finger and began to stuff it inside her pussy, using his thick finger to open her folds, and then slide and push some of his cum into her vagina. Her soft voice mewed as he pushed into her, and the excitement in his body then grew to be too much.
He felt it first, before it happened, a sharp burn, as his heart gave out, his body falling to his side, partially pinning Tessa under him. He gasped for air, and managed to groan out his final words. "Tessa, Mija.. I love..." and then he was gone, leaving Tessa writhing on the bed, now alone, and trapped under a man who was easily two and a half times her weight, if not more.
Lost in her own world, Tessa was left wriggling as the body lay partially atop her, pinning her to the mattress, his nude mass falling to gravity's pull. It took two hours, before Tessa began to come around, and by then, her vagina had been drying, leaving a sticky, gooey mess, the dead man's jism coating her outer folds, and her love canal, from his last act, to push his last seed inside her. As the drug wore off, she first stopped wriggling on the bed, and then she slipped into a nap. Perhaps it was only 30 minutes, but the dreams were vivid. Colors were wafting through her mind's eye, her hearing sending the most melodious song, until she started to feel pain. The pain started as a tickle, and then grew worse, until it was a sharp tickle, of sorts. The pins and needles of her arm and leg being 'asleep' awoke her, and blinking hard, she instantly knew something was wrong. The room was dark, the silence deafening, and she couldn't move her right side. She struggled to no avail, finally using her left hand to push on what was holding her fast. When she felt the flab yield to her, it became clear. She was in a man's bed, and it felt like Roberto, from her guess at the man's form.
"Lord, what has he done to me?" she muttered out, afraid of waking him, and then afraid he wouldn't move. The last she remembered, she had been at home, and was getting ready to make something for dinner. Then her eyes popped open. She had a pan of chicken with rice cooking on the stove!
"Hey! Lemme go! MOVE!" she yelled out, her weaker hand trying to roll the body off of her arm and leg. "Dammit, Roberto! I have something on the stove!" It was then she heard the wail of sirens. There were many of them, and they were growing louder, quickly.
She could hear the fire department arrive, and the various signs and sounds of their presence. Flashing lights, loud engines, shouts of directions, and then the easily recognizable sound of a door being kicked in. Only it wasn't Roberto's it was hers. She screamed.
"Help! Help me!" She screamed. Then she remembered the class she and some other women attended about how to get help if a woman was being attacked. So she screamed out "FIRE! FIRE!" and then her loudest, most shrill scream. Then again, "FIRE, FIRE!" It worked.
Soon the sounds of the front door being bashed in rang like a chorus of Angels to her ears, and she kept screaming. "Help me! Please! I'm trapped!" and the door crashed loudly as the solid wood gave way, and then the heavy boots of firefighters rushed in, along with the ghostly sounds of their breathing equipment, sounding something like an army of Darth Vaders as she continued to yell. She wouldn't give up, until she was found. That only took a short while, and the door to the room she was in burst in, followed by a fireman, and a brilliant, white beam of light from his flashlight. Playing it around the room, he was first looking for fire, and seeing none, he then played with where the feminine screams were coming from.
"Please... help me!" she begged, and she began to cry, as the fireman looked at the situation. Speaking into his radio, he said something she didn't understand, and then spoke through his mask. "Are you ok? What is wrong with your husband?"
Tessa had now gone frantic, knowing help was here to save her, and the fact she was nude, except for her pink satin robe that was caught up under her, and under Roberto's body, along with her right arm and leg, meant nothing to her. The whole world could watch her, for all she cared. Just get her the Hell out! But the question confused her.
"My husband?" she asked. She shouted, assuming the man couldn't hear her because of the mask. "He's away on business!"
That little tidbit threw the firefighter for a loop. His eyes saw a very statuesque blond woman, nude, and lying in bed with a very, very large man who wasn't moving. He had assumed he was her husband. He could hear voices and noises behind him, and he called out. "In here!" then he looked back at her.
"Then who's this?"
"My neighbor! Now get him off of me!" She struggled again, trying to push the body on her. "Something's wrong!" That had to be the understatement of the century.
The fireman didn't need to be told twice, and as help arrived, he rolled Roberto's body off of Tessa and she began to move, only to cry out sharply in pain. Her arm and leg felt on fire, and she began to cry. This was, however, something the firefighter knew how to deal with, and he took his next action, which was to get Tessa up, and he yanked a nearby robe from the ground and covered her with it. That the robe covered her like a tent, and smelled of poor hygiene meant nothing to him, and for the moment, Tessa didn't care.
The fireman cradled her in his arms easily, her skin feeling the rough fabric of his fireman's coat, as she was rapidly taken from the house, and into the front yard, where she was laid on a yellow emergency blanket. She looked around, eyes wide and she was sobbing, and then she took a look at her house. Indeed, the front door had ben caved in, and smoke was lazily wafting from the portal. Then she looked about, and realized her entire neighborhood had seen her carried out from Roberto's house, covered in his trademark robe. "Shit." She muttered through her sobs, and her head fell back to the grass. Her image of being a prim and proper wife had just been decimated.
By now, the police had arrived, and paramedics, and they went inside, charging in, and then later, slowly exiting, realizing there was nothing to do. Another pair of paramedics were tending to Tessa, taking her vital signs, and otherwise checking her over. Her chief complaint of her arm and leg were evaluated, and as time went forward, the pain lessened, with one medic gently kneading her arm, and easing the pain. He then switched to her leg, but wouldn't reach higher than her knee. To do so would have been inappropriate, and since her complaint wasn't life-threatening, it could last until she went to the hospital.
She was transferred to an ambulance, and inside, she was left alone with a police officer. Out of rear window, she could see her house, her neighbors, flashing lights everywhere, and then yellow police tape being spread everywhere, while they outlined their crime scene. They knew they had a death on their hand, and the only person who knew anything was Tessa. She was a 'person of interest' in police parlance. The officer never left her side, and then began to read her the Miranda rights she was entitled to. Since she had no idea what happened, she consented to answering his questions, but not until they reached the hospital and a doctor checked her out.
At the hospital, she was seen by nurses, doctors, and then poked and prodded. She was hooked up to machines, and blood samples taken to an extreme. Swabbed samples from her skin and genitals were taken, and part of them were given to the police, and part of them to the lab for analysis. A police woman stood by her side, now, as she was evaluated. She kept asking questions. "What happened? Where is Roberto? Can I have my phone? I need to call my husband!" All of her requests were put off for the moment, with the female officer taking a vial of her blood, and sealing it in an evidence bag, before handing it outside the closed curtain. Tessa had never felt so alone. She was at a hospital, had no clothes, had no purse, no ID, and no cell phone. A cell phone that started ringing, again, in her fire-damaged home. Unattended, alone, and behind the boarded up doorway.
--------------
"Where the FUCK is she?" Dan bellowed to no one in his room. It was almost 2 AM to him, yet only 9:00 pm to his wife. She should be answering the phone! He left her a voicemail, his voice edgy, tense, and brimming with fury. "Tessa... I don't know where in the HELL you are, but goddammit, CALL me!"
He thumbed the phone off, and looked about his rom, cursing silently. There would be no more sleep for him this night.
--------------
"You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of law. You have the right to an attorney. If you cannot afford one, one will be appointed to you by the court. With these rights in mind, are you still willing to talk with me about the charges against you?" The female police officer was joined by another; a detective, as well as yet another uniformed male police officer. They had taken the precaution of reading her rights to her a second time, out of caution. They had a dead body, a house fire, and a semi-hysterical woman. None of this added up to, well, anything.
Falling back to her hospital gurney, she let her arm fall across her eyes, and she nodded. "Alright. What can I do for you?" She replied. To cooperate with the police was what a prim and proper wife did...
"Can you tell us what happened?"
"I don't know..." Tessa's voice trailed off.
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"I don't remember..." Tessa replied. The latest query had been nothing but a re-hash of the last several.
"How did you get there? Who else was present? Why were you there? Are you and the deceased lovers? Did you fight?" The list of questions the female police officer asked. The wording was different, and the order of them varied, but they all boiled down to the same thing. "Tell us what happened?" They wanted to know. She couldn't, because she didn't.
"I want to go home now, please." Tessa started to insist. "I haven't done anything. It's like I told you... The last thing I remember was putting some chicken and rice on the stove. The next thing I know, I'm here, and I'm feeling really groggy. I want to know where my clothes are, and why you are yelling at me?" Tessa, for her own part, had been pushing her own line of questions, and was beginning to sob in frustration. These were questions to which the police either could not, or would not answer, including being able to call her husband. That was beginning to really irk her. Proper wife or not, she was beginning to lose her temper, and she snapped at them, finally. "Either let me call my husband, or get out!"
A police detective, however, did not appreciate her circumstance, or her attitude, and barked back. "Lady, you are luck you are not in jail right now, so tell us what you know!"
"I already told you! I don't remember! I don't know anything!" Tessa replied sharply, and she began to cry now. Why would they listen to her?
The last exchange caught not only the doctor's attention, but the nurse's as well. Coming from the nurses' station, she barged in and in a hushed, but very direct tone, asked the police a question in general. "Is my patient under arrest?"
"No." the policewoman replied.
"Then get out." The nurse instructed. "You will not badger my patient anymore. Or show me a warrant that allows you to hold her. Until then, she is my responsibility, not yours, and you no longer have the right to speak to her in my ER. She is under my care, and she is not leaving right now."
The nurse's sharp tone left no room for discussion. They were the police, but this was the emergency room, and this was her domain. She carried a multitude of the tools of her trade, including a stethoscope, and knew how to use them all, even better than some physicians. Even doctors tread lightly around angry nurses. Tessa's nurse was growing mighty upset, indeed, as Mama Bear Nurse had come out to play. "She will not be able to answer any more of your questions right now, she needs a vitamin shot." The nurse tersely concluded, as she injected some vitamins into Tessa's vein. For Tessa, almost immediately, the lights went out, her eyes rolling back in her head, and her body went limp.
"What was that you just gave her?" The detective asked with his serious, even upset tone.
"I told you. A vitamin injection. The fact she went to sleep means she was badly in need of it, and probably fluids. Go home, or where ever it is you go when you aren't bothering my patients."
As the detective and officers left, the nurse walked back to the nurses' station and discarded the needle in a Sharps container. "What vitamin did you give her?" The doctor who was observing the whole scenario asked. He had been content to let the nurse do the fighting for him. The last thing he wanted was more hassles with insurance, lawyers, or the police. "I didn't prescribe anything."
The nurse gave a very Cheshire-cat's smile. "Vitamin H, for Haldol. Now sign here." And she held out the medical chart, for the doctor to sign off on the drug, which gave Tessa some peace for the next few hours.
-----------
Dan, for his part, was still in his hotel room, fuming. His wife had some very serious explaining to do. Her cell phone went unanswered, and the home phone was just gave some out of service notification. Had she left the phone off the hook? If she didn't want to be disturbed, it could only be for one reason. She was cheating on him, and it had to be with that black guy, her boss. In his mind's eye, he could envision her, right this very moment, nude on their satin sheets, her slender, trim, buxom form sliding along the slippery bedding, as she was lewdly kissing her black lover.
Her tongue was intertwined with his, as his thick lips left a gap to display their mutual lust and Tessa's wantonness, the sharing of saliva easily observed. Her soft voice mewing as his long, thin, dark fingers cupped each breast fully, his palms rubbing her nipples as he squeezed her melons, making her nipples grow to their full hardness, her long blonde hair trailing to the pillows, pooling there as her head swiveled in their deep French kiss.
Ofi's fingers were digging into Tessa's skin, the near-coal black skin contrasting against his wife's soft, gently tanned flesh, his groping making sure to mark her breasts in multiple points about and along her breasts. The kiss breaking and that flat-nosed African face burrowing into her neck, a long, series of kisses hitting her erogenous areas, making her legs softly splay widely for him, as his thick lips latched onto her below her ear, and then suckled hard as he bit her.
Tessa felt it, the sting of his hickey beginning, as his suction broke her fragile blood vessels, a deep, dark oval purple bruise forming, one that would take over a week to heal, if not more. Tessa's own hands were gently caressing and feeling her black lover, long nails gently trailing along the back of his neck, allowing her to feel his muscles and sinews below his oily shimmering skin. Their communication was not words, but a far more primal level, her blue eyes fluttering open as she looked into his dark ones, her soul bared to him as she gave him that sift, sexy smile she had used to give only Daniel. Yet Ofi now had it, her smile, as he had her body.
But the smile turned into a look of shock and her voice emitted a loud wail, while her back arched, her slickness having been poked open, and violated, as she felt her lover's cock slide into her. She took him whole, and as he buried himself inside her to the hilt, resting on top of her to let her tightness stretch to accommodate his long shaft, she gave him that smile again, and parted her lips to kiss him. His tongue, however, didn't kiss her, but attacked her lips, and inside her mouth, sweeping a wide circle, along her gums, and her teeth, while she simply whimpered. Her hands, which had been on her lover's body, fell aside, limply, as she felt it. It was his power, his strength, and his will, in short his domination of her. Impaled as she was, and her mouth now held prisoner by his exploring tongue, she, in that moment, became his.
She let her long lashes flutter closed, as her red-painted lips surrendered, her soft whimpers turning to purrs, and then moaning. She could feel her will wilting away. She was being subjugated, and she was losing her identity as Dan's wife, but becoming Ofi's woman. She was beginning to fall in love.
Then his thrusting began. His pulled back his hips, and then slowly pushed them forward, his pace would ever increase, yet his depths would not change. Fully, long, and firm, his pubic bone would bash her clit, making her voice utter a soft cry, as she felt a pang of pleasure for each invasion of her vaginal walls. Her lips would gape open, and her breathing grew heavier, and harder, until she was panting, each breath accompanied by a soft cry.
Ofi's thrusts were hard, now, as was his intense gaze. "Tonight you get my baby, my wife." He would command her, and she could only reply through her breaths.
"Yes... yes... Cum in me, Ofi, cum in me... Give me your black child, my husband!" and she then shuddered, wailing as she was lost in the shattering throes of a climax, her writhing body finally being flooded with Ofi's semen when he bellowed out his own release, his mighty male warrior visibly pumping his virile seed into her fertile garden, inseminating her, and giving her newly released egg a battle for life.
Falling back, she broke into a wide grin, and Tessa then reached her arms up to around Ofi's neck, and she spoke happily to him. "I love you, Ofi."
"I love you too, Tess..." Ofi spoke, using Dan's shortened name for the lover in his clutches. Then Tessa gasped.
"I felt it... that... that ping?" She said, unsure of what to call it. "My Love..." she resumed, using her pet name for Daniel, only saying it to Ofi. "I'm pregnant with your child!" Then she lifted her head up to kiss her new man, a long, loving, deep kiss, as they became a couple.
The last shook Dan from his reverie, and he looked about. He was still in his hotel room, alone, the illumination of the laptop screen's glow as the only source of light in the room. The thought infuriated him, his emotions growing heated. The black hands were on his wife, his woman, and those were his nipples he was playing with. Those were her lips he was kissing, and it was his tongue that should be swapping spit with his wife, not some interloping asshole. But the image would not go away.
It was then Daniel noticed something. He had a full-hardness erection. Looking at the clock, he realized he had enough time to take a shower, and get the day started, perhaps using the hot water to help relief his newfound tension. He uttered a curse in frustration. He wouldn't be home until that evening.
---------
Tessa had made it home, courtesy of a taxi voucher from the hospital. It had been hours since she was rescued, and the only evidence left of her night was the police tape securing Roberto's front door, warning visitors it was a crime scene and not to cross, and her own front door, which was boarded shut. Thick plywood had been nailed to the frame, and there was no way to open it.
Wearing only a set of green hospital scrubs, the remainder of her personal effects were held in a plastic hospital bag. The content was exactly one short pink satin robe, without a sash. She looked about as she made her way up the driveway, her car still present and locked, only seeing a paperboy throwing his newspapers several houses down, and heading away from her. It was around 3 o'clock in the morning, and yet she wasn't even the least bit tired, because the Haldol-induced nap had given her a deep sleep, and refreshment. Realizing she couldn't get into her house, she sighed and uttered a soft "Shit!" and made her way to the back. She couldn't remember if she had locked the back sliding doors to the kitchen or her bedroom, so hopefully she could get in that way?
The neighborhood was dead quiet, and dark as night would be. Making it to her backyard, she saw her bedroom sliding door, it, too, was boarded shut. "Shit..."
Then she moved farther over, and found a pair of big plywood panels, one nailed to the sliding door frame, and another lying against it. Her shoulders slumped in frustration. "Really?" she exclaimed in despair. She had to quickly glance around, for her outburst had been loud, and she was fearful of waking the neighbors. To do so would be impolite, and that wasn't what proper wives did!
Making her way, exploring, a little further, she was relieved to find that her back kitchen slider was actually open! She could get home! She broke into a smile of relief as she stepped through the open door. Then she frowned as her bare feet felt some debris on the floor. Looking back, she inspected the doorway. The door was actually locked closed, but the glass was gone!
It explained what she was stepping on, the small, tiny shards of safety glass, though not as many as she would have expected. The firemen must've cleaned up a little, she thought. Then the scent of smoke and burned wood hit her nostrils, and she blanched. "Evidently they could have cleaned a bit more." She muttered aloud. Crossing the kitchen gingerly, in case there was something dangerous on the floor, she reached the light switch and flicked it on. The room was still bathed in darkness. Flicking the switch on and off didn't help. Then she looked at the clock, and realized it was dark, too. "Dammit!" She spoke with more frustration. There was no electricity, probably turned off by the fire department.
Dark adjusted, her eyes now let her see hints of her kitchen. The stove had obviously been the source of the fire, and her microwave oven and cupboards were destroyed, as were some cabinets and kitchen tools, like the toaster. Some favored wall-décor was also incinerated, along with some photos, and the ceiling had some holes and scorch marks. She couldn't tell how bad it really was until daylight, but all she could do was shake her head, and start to leak a few tears. Daniel was going to just kill her! Then she gasped. Her cell phone!
Reaching into the cabinet across the kitchen, she drew out a small emergency flashlight. The batteries were low, if not near-dead, but it gave her enough illumination to see, and she started across the kitchen to search the house for her phone. It was a common problem she had, of setting it down, and forgetting where. Many a time, Daniel was bitching at her for losing track of it, as the search was making them late for an engagement. It was aggravating to her, and almost enraging to Daniel.
It wasn't on the dining room table, which had been pushed aside, probably by the firemen, and it wasn't in the living room, either. Checking the den, she saw nothing out of the ordinary, and no phone. Moving next to Dan's home office, she swept the room carefully with the flashlight, and there it was, on the far side, and it suddenly popped into her head why it was there. Having come home, she went to drop the mail on Dan's desk, and set her phone down as she thumbed through it. Picking it up, she held the flashlight and with her well-versed thumb, swept the phone to life. Nothing happened.
Pushing the side button, she tried to manually turn it on. She started pushing all the buttons in frustration, but again, nothing happened. The phone was dead, the battery already low when she got home, and then Dan's nearly incessant calling draining the battery as the phone's vibration setting wore it down to death. "SHIT!" She exclaimed loudly! Inside her house, she had little to fear about excess noise, and she dropped her phone back on her husband's desk.
The flashlight then fell to the ground, the bulb winking out in the concussion with the ground and enveloping the room back total in darkness. It fell as Tessa was grabbed from behind, a firm hand clamped over her lips before she could scream. A dark, menacing voice spoke to her ear, as another hand reached around her waist, hefting her up into the air slightly. "Remember me, Mrs. Lang?" A bad chill ran down her spine, as Andre held her tightly, pulling her backwards.
------------
Daniel had set himself down in a meeting, the one meeting that mattered. He was clearly exhausted, and yet seated across a conference table from two men, who were an unlikely pair. Both men were of different races from Daniel, and each other, and the heavy accents and cultural differences were making his day difficult. Just saying the usual business pleasantries took a seemingly forever to Daniel. Finally ready for business, he opened his folio and started by apologizing.
"Gentlemen, I do so apologize for what misunderstandings went on during our last meeting. I am thankful that you allowed me this time to meet, and hopefully clear up the issues, so we can move on for the better of both our companies..." the tone was cordial, and very polite. Daniel knew his proverbial ass was on the line. The problem was, he didn't have a chance. Both of the other men had a different idea in mind, a rather buxom young associate of Dan's, who had made an initial contact after Dan's last failed meeting. Her sweet smile, soft perfume, and revealing business attire had certainly captured their attention, and it was her work that had gotten Dan's foot back in the door. He just didn't know they were about to slam it shut and break his ankle.
"I think we wish a new representative." The man from India said. He was dashing, in a dark, mysterious way a woman would find attractive, and had no real dispute with Dan, other than his lack of creativity at times, but if Dan could be replaced by a very attractive blonde, then he was going to do his best to make that happen.
The news was deafening to Daniel, for he knew their words were crushing his career as they spoke them. "But why? What have I done?" Dan asked.
"Nothing." The Indian man's partner said. His own accent was a thick Mandarin, with the difficult to comprehend lack of certain consonants that Dan and other English speakers took for granted. "That is your problem. You do not inspire us to succeed, while the young lady does. She is our new choice."
The Indian man shared a side-glance, nod and smile with his Mandarin counterpart. This wasn't about business, it was about sex, and neither of them wanted to have sex with Dan. The very young woman, however, would do nicely. Petite, with a set of C-cup breasts, and a trim figure, she was a beauty, indeed, with a smile only the finest dentist could provide. She came from old money, actually, and her parents knew the Indian man from past business dealings. So a deal had been struck. Get the woman into Dan's job, get her the experience she needed for her career, and then she would be off to her next venture. The father's business would gain extra profits from the increased sales, and the men would get eye-candy and perhaps more business as well. Whether either man would bed the woman was their problem. Dan, however, was simply a throw-away, and would be discarded. Who cared about a dedicated man when they could have a smoking hot woman to deal with, and hopefully inseminate?
Dan sat back in shock. Reverse sexism? How ludicrous! Dan had years of experience, and an excellent track record, at least until these powerful clients had changed their views. Dan was screwed, and he knew it, so he simply and politely made his excuses and departed, his voice furious as he telephoned his supervisor with the news. Dan knew he had to strike first, to save his career.
The conversation was short, but not overly so. He gave his report, and his suspicions, and was given simple directions. Go home, and report to the office on Monday at 10:00 AM, where his future would be announced. So Dan did just that, and worked his phone and travel arrangements, to get an earlier flight home. Then he went to the airport to wait for his 5 hour flight. He would be home mid-afternoon, local time.
Dan called home to try and reach his wife. The phone company automated message rang with three loud tones, and announced that the number was not in service. The service had been cut by the fire department the night before, along with the electricity. He tried Tessa's cell phone again, but it went directly to a message. "The mailbox is full, and cannot receive any new messages." Followed by a sharp disconnect. It was his fault; of course, Dan had called his wife near-constantly, perhaps fifteen times, leaving messages of various duration and tones. These, coupled with the normal messages she had in her account, had locked him out until he got home. Dan was left to stew in agony. No wife, no office, no nothing. Dan felt like an island in the middle of an airport terminal flooded with people.



-----------
"Fuckin' finally!" Tessa heard a new voice exclaim. "This bitch took forever to come home." Her eyes flashed about her wildly as she was being pulled backwards into the family room, her arms flailing as she tried to step backwards fast enough to keep from falling, not that Andre` would let her.
"I get her first!" Andre exclaimed. It was then Tessa realized that she could feel him against her, the thin cotton hospital scrubs only protecting her from visual assault. He continued to drag her backwards, and into her bedroom. As he did so, Tessa could see that there were a few others in the house with him. By the looks, they looked like the crew Andre hung with. She had some disciplinary issues with two of them, finally getting one transferred, and the other expelled. She hadn't seen either of them since then, but they had to both be young adults, now. Then there was an older man, his body still in shadows, but his voice was deeper, and more reasoned.
"Don't hurt her." The older voice intoned. "We got all the time in the world. Just get some rope so we can tie her ass down. It'll be easier that way."
Despite her struggles, Tessa was doomed. Other hands grabbed at her, and before she hit her bedroom, she was naked below the waist, her scrubs pulls from her legs as she was pulled backwards, while her hands finally had the presence of mind to grab Andre's arm, using her nails to dig into his coal-black flesh. She also tried to bite his hand, by opening her mouth and chomping down, only to have a clear miss, when he cupped his hand.
Andre did howl when he felt her long nails digging into his arm, leaving very deep scratches. He yanked his arm from around her waist, but on the fore-stroke swung at her head as he changed his grip to her hair, his open hand slapping her hard. The first blow was enough to get her attention, as her long blonde hair flew out with the swivel of her head, but a vicious backhand did her in. Tessa went from fighting, to stunned, to heavily dazed.
As she was loopy, Andre`s friend, Charles, gripped at her top, roughly pulling up and off her last shred of clothing from her, until she was nude before the men, each man's eyes feasting on her voluptuous, yet trim body.
She was in her full, natural glory, as her full round breasts, firm and high on her chest, with her grape-sized nipples standing proudly from the teasing the scrubs top had been giving them, down to her trimmed vulva, a narrow line of fully blonde hair curled to her pearl, a directional arrow as to where a man should direct himself were all on display for their lecherous feast. Her long, silky hair was held in Andre's grip, and as the last man, a cousin of Andre's, came into the bedroom, holding a number of different bungee cords in his hands. "Couldn't find no rope." Duane explained.
The satin sheets were pulled back, once the men realized what they had here. They hadn't had some of the finer things in life, perhaps, but they knew how to enjoy them. All hands went to work on Tessa, and it took mere seconds for her ankles to be tied to the brass bedposts of her bed, and her wrists bound together over her head. She was a sexy woman, who was about to get the fucking of her life, and a sexy bed to do it on. None of them had ever had such refinement, or even thought about it much. To a man, a woman on her back was what they all dreamed of.
Tessa was coming around, her hands bound together above her head, and her legs splayed lewdly apart, knees high. She struggled, as she cried out. "Get out of my house! Andre! You will not get away with this! Leave me alone! Release me!"
"Bitch, I owe you..." Andre grumbled as he stripped nude, revealing his young body, and his sizeable cock. His fingers began to stroke his man-meat to life, while the other men began to do the same, until all four were naked, watching with erotic intent as Andre climbed between her legs. "Besides, I'll be quick. Gonna' skip the foreplay!" He laughed as his buddies all joined in, a few hoots and cackled laughs accompanying the threat. He then lowered himself onto her body, and let her take his weight, as he began to dry hump her, just for the sheer torture of it, making sure the underside of his dark meat was sliding along her slit, making her feel him as her body began to prepare itself, despite Tessa's anguish.
Tessa could see next to nothing, being the early morning hours, and no electricity in the house. The neighbors would be asleep and no open windows or doors between them, and the main source of natural light, her sliding glass door had been boarded shut. With lips trembling open, Tessa felt the thick rod hardening against her petals as Andre dry-humped her, getting a good camel-toe slide as she began to lubricate. "Please... Andre, I'm begging you. Please don't. Go away, and I'll never speak of this!" She pleaded desperately.
Andre was resting on his elbows as his hips rocked his body up and down, his grin evil and lascivious. Tessa, for her part, was pulling at the thick bungee cords, the elastic allowing her just a hint of stretch, before her strength gave out, and pulled her limbs apart again. She wriggled her hips to try and deny him, shifting and twisting in a vain effort to deny Andre his lust. She was doing everything she could think of to dismount him from her body, but her efforts only teased the man more, like a captured prey that was defiant to the last, but was still about to be defeated.
"Fuck that, Bitch, and fuck you while yer at it." He snarled. "Yer old man got this comin' to him. He shows his ass up, an' he goan' get a beatdown." Andre punctuated his words by pulling back his hips, and then reaching between the two of them. Sliding the head of his cock along her folds, he let his glans do the work of opening her, until he could engage his shaft with her hole, and then he settled down onto her, back on his elbows, while Tessa arched her back, subconsciously jutting her chest towards her illicit lover. Andre's manhood slid into the woman, slowly, a drawn out torture to Tessa's body, as she felt him invade her, until he was fully inside, and his pubic bone was meshed with her pubis. Buried in her, for the second time, he groaned as her silky hole conformed to his resting cock, but he rest was only a moment. He had some serious fucking to do.
Tessa, for her part, gasped loudly. Andre wasn't a giant among men, but he did her husband shame in the size department, and only Ofi had been larger. Actually, Ofi was longer, and by a long way, but the man on top of her did quite right by himself, and now, Tessa's channel. Once seated inside her, he began to thrust, without a delay. No time to stretch to his size, or even get comfortable. This was all for his pleasure, and he didn't give a care whether she got off or not.
Andre started to glare into Tessa's eyes, as she found her own blue eyes looking back, lips softly parted as he mated with her. Soon her lubrication was liberally soothing his thrusts, and she couldn't deny the soft mews that occasionally escaped her lips. Andre's hands shifted to her hair, and he pulled her head back, diving his head to her neck, and finding nearly the exact same spot he had marked her with before. Biting her tender skin, he sucked hard as he thrust vigorously, the action at once painful and yet pleasing. Tessa felt like a kitten being devoured by a lion. That consummation, the utter defeat of her resistance was also having an effect on her psyche.
As a prim and proper wife, Tessa had known to be demure, even coy when necessary, and subservient to her husband in her domestic capacities. In truth, she loved the 1950's lifestyle she saw on television, and wanted to emulate that as best she could for her husband. Be his wife, be his woman, be his lover, keep his house clean, and raise his children. It was a submissiveness she was attracted to, as it fit her personality. Men were men, and women were not, nor should they try to be. That was how Tessa thought. That feminists thought otherwise was their concern, not hers. Tessa wanted to enjoy that domestic lifestyle life with her Daniel. But as she was being so sexually consumed, it started to bring out the submissive side of her. In a way, it fed her way of thinking. Had her lover been Daniel, had he been more attentive, and more dynamic with her, things would have been perfect. But now? She was on her marital bed, being raped by a black thug who was one of her soon-to-be ex-students, and she was beginning to relish it. Not that she was with a student, for she vastly would have preferred her husband, but that she was being dominated sexually by a stronger man.
Her voice began to utter soft moans, and her body was now ripe for the picking. The others around her were gazing intently, and getting themselves ready for the ultimate fuck-fest, the hot teacher who was above everybody's reach. Dark fingers began to reach for dark cocks as they watched, their dark-adapted eyes better able to see what they needed to, and their ears hearing what they wanted to.
For his part, Andre was thrusting at an ever-faster pace, going from smooth to jarring, to a frenzied pace, until he grunted loudly, and slammed his shaft as deep as he could, his sperm shooting from his body, and against her slick cervix. She had felt pleasure, yes, but not joy, though she was well and truly ready for the next man to take her.
"Hurry up, bitch! My turn!" Charles demanded.
Charles took the ring-leader's place, and began to slide his own cock inside her. He didn't relish sloppy seconds as much, but hey, it was a teacher, and he was being suspended on Monday for fighting. He had been fighting with Duane, oddly enough. But none of that mattered now, for he didn't care if he went back, not after this night. Not after getting to stick his wick in the slickness of the best-looking teacher on campus. Not after shooting his load in her. He hoped she climaxed on his cock, as that would make it all perfect, but that was in the future. Like Andre, Charles lay atop the bound and distraught woman, her lips trembling as she was fighting a physical, psychological and emotional battle.
Tessa continued to stretch at the cords, but had the same result, only she was beginning to tire. She shifted and swayed, and rotated her hips, only to have Charles take a swipe at her cheek with his hand. Only partially able to connect, he was still able to get her attention, and he lay atop her, much as Andre had, though his lowered his face to hers, and his hands to her bouncing breasts. His fingers began to squeeze the ripe, full melons, sampling them as if buying a fruit, then squeezing harder, once he had her measure. He used a hard pressure, which made her grunt, right into Charles's mouth.
He took the liberty of kissing Tessa's parted lips, shoving his tongue into her mouth, and spinning his tongue around hers, as he slid his shaft inside her, her voice moaning into his mouth, while she did, eventually, kiss him back. He began to mate with her, as she was succumbing, her physical exhaustion becoming evident, yet as he was fresh, so were his thrusts. Long, heavy strokes fed his cock into her, the girth wider than any man in her life, yet he was shorter. He fell out once, and then twice, to which the others jeered.
"You gotta' new name, nigga! We callin' you Stubby!" There was general cackling in the room, from everyone else save Charles and Tessa. They only made the sounds of pleasure, and Tessa's voice began to moan more frequently. Andre had flopped down on a chair, his limp shaft dribbling some post-emission cum onto the carpet and the chair between his thighs, and he laughed along with the others.
"Like that, Mrs. Lang? Fucking Stubby from now on? Shit, we gonna' have to give you a new name, too!" Various names started being thrown, from all of the males save Charles, who was too busy getting his cock milked from Tessa. Names like Slut, Cunt, Whore were flown about, all with the 'Missus' designation before it. The room actually grew more silent as the various names were thrown out, some more creative than others, all the while Charles was screwing Tessa for all her body was worth.
Tessa was mortified. She was feeling it, the cock inside her, and she was loath to admit the fact she was experiencing sexual joy. She tried to fight it, imagining other things, like her husband, her time in the hospital, even the torment Ofi had been putting her through. The damage to her marriage, her career, but every so often, a particular thrust would hit her mark, and she would mew, or moan. It was crushing her, but she couldn't deny the way of nature, and the rising tide of raw sexual tension these cocks were building inside her. She was struggling her best to deny them something they wanted. Her orgasm.
Her voice started to grow higher, and tighter, with every thrust of Charles' black mamba in her, as his own pace picked up, until he couldn't hold back anymore. Despite Tessa's not having a sexual release, Charles certainly did, and he ejaculated much like Andre, deep, hard, and fully. Laying atop her, he simply caressed her face as he looked into her eyes, which were half-lidded.
Tessa was falling apart, internally. Her mind was abuzz with the myriad sensations of raw sexual tension building inside her, and the fact that her orgasm hadn't occurred yet was relieving. All she could do was endure their cocks, and hope that they wouldn't give her a climax. Not having one so far, and yet being dominated in this harsh manner was driving her emotionally crazy. It had never been done to her before.
Duane took his turn, and Tessa tried a last-ditch effort to deny him. She flexed her abdomen, and lifted her hips off the bedding, so that he couldn't lay upon her. But Duane had more worldly experience, and knew what to do. He simply flexed his own abs as he was between her legs, and cradled her hips with his thighs. This kept her knees wider apart, and her folds at his crotch, in essence making it easier to have her body. She lifted her head, to try and see, but there was nothing to be had in the darkness. A black man, in the shadows of a dark room was pretty much invisible. If she could have seen, however, she would have been fearful to notice the end of Duane's turgid cock. He was not only already dribbling pre-cum, but also displaying an enormous set of testicles.
Duane was also patient, and when Tessa's strength gave out, his was just beginning. Her hips fell to his thighs, and he began to insert himself into her, making her feel his length and girth. He, too, was respectable, but what did her damage was he had much more experience. Duane was the ladies' man of the bunch, and dashingly handsome. So much so that he had been with almost every cheerleader in school, and a couple from the cross-town rival. He had been on the football team as a cornerback, and was strong, smart, and long-lasting. Tessa would be and terrified at the things he was about to do to her, if she knew.
Like the two before her, Duane was able to slide in relatively easily, given her bound stance, and passion-induced slickness. But while Andre and Charles had simple thrust in and out, a simple, hard-core fuck as it were, Duane slid in, a longer, slower stroke, and his touch was not as brutal. Poised on his haunches, almost, he could use his hands more freely, and rove Tessa's fine curves. He spent time on her breasts, using his thumb and forefinger on her nipples, rotating and then pulling on them, stretching her soft skin, until she winced, her voice letting out a whine every time he pulled. There was a side-effect, to go with the whine. Her vagina began to bear down involuntarily. Duane had discovered an involuntary pleasure-pain response in Tessa's body. When she got a little pain, she gave a lot of pleasure!
Duane also was sliding his pelvis against that swollen nub at her vulva, making her clit shoot bolts of pleasure at her brain, her voice growing to a mixture of moaning, mewing, whining cries of pleasure, pain, and even joy. She was nearly lost now, to her rapists, the gang not even all inside her yet, and her pussy tingled, screaming at the rising tide of sexual want inside her. The dam was near the brim, and it would not take much more. Tessa began to try and fight him, by flexing her Kegel muscles; the pelvic muscles bearing down on Duane's thrusting manhood in an effort to somehow stop his release, and prevent her getting his black seed. It was nature at work, and but Tessa lost control. At Duane's sexual touch, she went from being a victim of gang-rape to a screaming-orgasmic female.
"Please... Please... Fuck me. Fuck me harder." Tessa was chanting at him, while his cock worked in her. "Give me your cum!"
That made the rest of the males hoot, and the name was thus borne. She would forever be known as Mrs. Cumbucket! They teased her with it, and started out calling her a whore, a slut and asking her questions about school using her new name.
"We have a test on Monday, Mrs. Cumbucket?" they jeered.
"Oh, I have to grade your homework, Mrs. Cumbucket!"
I'm gonna give you detention, Mrs. Cumbucket! Fuck you on your desk, Mrs. Cumbucket!" They taunted and jeered her.
For Tessa, it was the end of her resistance. She had no will, no strength and no passion to fight it. Duane's lovemaking, there could be no other word for it, her own body's senses, and now the auditory stimulation. It was too much for her to bear, and the prim and proper wife became the reluctant lover to the black men with her.
She stopped fighting it, and gave in, and as Duane finally reached his crescendo, she had hers, and she flexed her legs, and her arms, gaining just a hint of stretch of her limps, before the powerful cords pulled her back, as Duane's heavy, laden sac emptied into her. He came in her so much that the seal between his cock and her labia leaked just a little, his cum, and the mix of the other two men's starting to dribble from her cavity, and to her butthole.
As Duane pulled out of her, he rested on his heels, and took his hand to his cock, and then stroked it, squeezing the last remnants of his ejaculate and letting it drip into her softly gaping vagina. "One more for the road..." he grinned, and then did a high-five to one of the men that smacked a loud echo off the walls.
Duane dismounted her, leaving her chest heaving and her body sweaty from the passion and exertion. Her long lashed eyelids fluttered closed, as she purred softly in the post-orgasmic plateau, her ears ringing softly as a red flushness rose to her chest. Her limbs were held fast, but she no longer cared. She had finally been tamed, after what seemed like an eternity of fucking, but had been closer to forty-five minutes of constant male insertion into her body. Yet there was still one man to go.
He said little, his deep voice rumbling, and he was obviously more senior to the rest of the young men. He took his time, slowly climbing onto the bed, while his dark skin made him similarly invisible. His movements were a bit jerky, and lacked the fine-motor skilled finesse of the others, too. He had been spending the time watching the others, and as he started to slide his way up her finger-bruised and sweaty body, Tessa began to feel his weight. There wasn't as much of it. Then her nose wrinkled.
His scent was heavy in body-odor and stink, while his breath was disgusting. Almost making her wretch, Tessa tried to shake her head and body. She was trying to deny this man who smelled like refuse, and very poor hygiene, yet he simply let the heavy cords do his work for him. Her soft voice cried out again, her resistance refueled, but while Duane, Charles and Andre had used their hands all over her to grope, maul, and squeeze her into place, and even submission, this man was more patient. He let her begin to tire herself out. It took her a few minutes, during which he was content to just let his tired, wrinkled skin lay on top of her, enjoying the feel and writhing of a softer, pretty-smelling, nubile white wife. When she was nearly done and gasping for air, exhausted arms no longer trying to pull down, when her ankles had given up their resistance to the bungees, he laid his face to hers, and shoved his tongue into her gaping mouth, deeply.



The taste was almost enough to make her wretch, and his spittle was heavy as his mouth had the run of hers. His tongue snaked along the insides of her lips, and along her gums, while his thick lips mashed to hers softly. She tried to complain, but her words were muffled, and when he was done licking the inside of her lips, he started deeper into her mouth, his long tongue snaking under hers, and lifting it, and then writhing around it, making every taste bud sample him, as he sampled her. His saliva had drifted into her mouth so heavily that she was forced to swallow, a mix of her own as well, but it was mostly his.
Nostrils flaring, she was struggling to breathe and not smell him, while his thin fingers groped her breasts, pinching the nipples and twisting them as he pulled. It hurt her, and she squealed into his mouth, but the cry only spurred him on more. She started to cry again, as her mind was reeling. Her expectations were not what she was experiencing, and for the first time since Andre actually raped her in the park, she felt a real danger. Carlos had been a known for her. He was lecherous and lewd, but known. Andre had been rough, brutal, and insistent, but like Carlos, she knew him. Charles and Duane were connected to Andre, so they were a known entity, of sorts. But this man who set upon her now? She had no idea.
The man had been humping at her, his dark prick targeting her gateway, lacking any sort of skill or patience. His paunch had actually made things difficult, and her hips were rolled down to try and stop him, until she was so tired she couldn't fight anymore. His hand guided himself below and he shoved his throbbing, curved cock inside her. His lips never left hers, and she groaned loudly, the curve of his head massaging her sweet spot with every jerking thrust. The joyful sensations were beyond her ability to control, and as he pumped into her, the tired muscles in her legs found new energy, kicking out as her body was teased again, mercilessly.
She squealed into his mouth with every thrust, her tongue wrestled into submission, and she just took him now, her nose now inhaling his stench, the taste now having overwhelmed her tongue. Her eyes fluttered closed, and as the homeless old man fucked her, the others began to chant lewd and humiliating things.
"Cumbucket's a slut for dirty cock!" Charles sneered.
Andre simply laughed at her. "Yeah, Mrs. Cumbucket, time you got what 's comin' to ya'!"
Duane, of them all, actually showed some reserve, mainly because for the moment, he was sated. "She gonna' have to clean up after this. I ain't doing no sloppy fourths!" and they all laughed.
Tessa was humiliated, but at the same time, she couldn't deny the feelings the old man was giving her, and she was soon squirming, her looser, silky wet channel making the homeless man feel the best sex he had enjoyed in years. So much so that while he was tonguing her lips again, he started to jerk, and then spasmodically thrust inside her, while Tessa was still rising the crescent of her growing need. His cock erupted, thick, heavy spurts that sort of dribbled more than shot inside her. The hot, white baby-batter still virile as it slid down her valley, to help seed her probably fertile garden. It was just more competition for her egg to be penetrated by.
The man laid his body against her now, loose and limp, while his cock softened, until it slipped from her, his smile nearly invisible to her, yet she was glad to have her mouth back. She could feel his eyes boring into hers, and she looked back, the two of them having an invisible, wordless conversation. The meaning, to Tessa, was clear. Her night was far from over, and their relationship had just begun. The realization of it was the final straw, and Tessa finally went limp, lost and now utterly defeated. Her ankles hurt, her shoulders and wrists were sore, and though the mattress was certainly comfortable, the tension of being spread so tightly was taking a toll.
"Alright, get off the bitch... My turn again!" Andre demanded, and the old man dismounted her, letting the sinister and energetic youth have another turn at her. In fact, they all did, twice more. But by now, Tessa's reactions were different. She was getting more sex than she had in a year, if not a decade, all compressed into one long night, and as it would happen, far into the next day. She was no longer fighting it, or trying to deny the men or the sensations they gave her. She would begin to respond in fashion, her hips rocking up and down to meet the varied thrusts, mewing as the cocks were sliding in and out of her. She had more orgasms now, as well. She only squealed and fought when the men wanted to kiss her, and she tried to shake that off, not that she succeeded. Every one of them had sampled her mouth, some more lewdly than others.
But one man kissed her with impunity. The old man. Whether it was his technique, or his heart, or something else, she didn't know, but when he kissed her, she eagerly kissed him back. His scent and taste were no longer revolting, as his sweat and hers, along with the others had all been mixed together into one over-powering smell of sex.
The sun came and partially lit the room, allowing each of them to full see the other, with the dark eyes laying a feast on Tessa's bruised and marked body. She had red marks and bruises on her breasts, dark oval hickeys on her neck, and smaller ones on each breast in multiple places. The old man had even placed one high on her inner thigh, right after he came inside her. She found him to be the best lover, with Duane a close second in the skills of passionate love. Andre and Charles were just fucking machines. They gave no thought to her pleasure at all. In, out... in, out... in, out. A rush of thrusts until they spilled their genetic material inside her.
By now, Tessa was able to positively identify three of her tormentors. The old man was still a mystery to her, yet she did not ask his name. When they tired, they rested, and when they thirsted they drank water from the kitchen. They even raided the pantry for food. Not much could be found, without having to be cooked, of course, as there was no electricity. The refrigerator was also invaded, and what could be eaten was, as well as drunk. Then they found the liquor cabinet.
By now it was well after noon, and they had all enjoyed Tessa within an inch of her life, it seemed. The old man saw to her needs for food and drink, feeding her as she was still left trussed on the bed. During a break in the action, the men started talking. Some of it about Tesa, and some about other girls. Charles even hinted at bringing more friends over. It was the old man who saved her from that, with some common sense. People blabbed, and for now, they had all the pussy they wanted. Who wanted to throw that away?
That thought had made Tessa start to grow nervous. She, too, had been thinking about her situation. Her husband had to be coming home tonight, she was sure. and she was beginning to have to use the restroom.
"Please. Let me up, I need to go to the bathroom." She said between the heavy breaths as she started to come down from the adrenaline coursing through her bloodstream. It wasn't a request so much as a demand. "I'm already a mess, and it is going to get worse for all of us, if you don't let me. Please?"
Her tone wasn't her teacher-voice, but more of a statement of simple facts that she knew, and no one could deny. It said she was at once serious, and authoritative, and yet not commanding. It was also an admission. She knew that they weren't through with her. The fact that the dirty man was still laying on top of her, his face resting on her shoulder as she spoke told her that. Plus the others were still naked, and lunging, and enjoying her sexual torment.
The room was silent for several long, awkward seconds, and then Andre spoke up, asserting himself again as the leader of their little party. "Alright. But no tryin' anything. We can catch you befo' you get to the door."
With that, Charles started to release her, taking the opportunity to grope her more, as the homeless man rolled off of her, choosing to recover on a part of the bed, while Tessa was released from the cords. Whimpering as she was finally able to move, she sat up painfully, and slid across the bed to the side, leaving a smear of leaking semen along the satin sheets. Every step she took let more of the combined male-mixture leak from her petals, smearing against her thighs, and trailing down her legs. Starting to close the door, Charles reached in and shoved it back open, exposing Tessa as she went to relieve herself.
"You can't hide nuttin' from us. We seen you all, and no tricks." His voice spoke in a hard tone.
Tessa sat down on the toilet, her ears greeted with the sound of some small dollops of ejaculate plopping into the water, followed by her own trickle of fluid. She flexed her core muscles and tried to squeeze out more ejaculate, her ears rewarded with the sound of a few more splashes. Reaching out of muscle-memory, she drew the necessary products to clean herself. After flushing, she then rose stiffly, and went to the sink, to wash her hands, and then use one of her decorative hand towels to clean away as much semen as she could from on and inside her.
The men broke into the idle banter and talk of well-sated lovers, who were sitting or lying about her bedroom, one of whom was actually laying in the same spot her husband would. That was Andre.
As she moved to her task, there was a certain resignation in her motion. She was naked, alone, and in captivity with four men, all of whom had been intensely sexual with her, against her will. Her wrists hurt, and her ankles were sore, not to mention her skin, her breasts, and her vagina was starting to send messages of soreness as well. Her emotions were just a mess as well. She had come to loathe most of them, save the older man, and the possibility of Duane. The last not because of any attachment, other than he had some serious sexual skills.
"Bitch you done in there?" Andre called out.
"Not yet..." Tessa replied. "I need to take a shower. Believe me, you want me to." She replied as she reached into the shower to open the flow of hot water and get clean.
"Hurry the fuck up, Cumbucket! My dick's getting' hard again!" The rest fo the room broke into laughter as Andre degraded her in front of them, and his implied threat made Tessa groan. Her ordeal was far from over.
A hot shower did do wonders for her, easing the aches and strains just a bit, not to mention give her a clean feeling again. Andre even allowed her to towel-dry her hair. As he felt she had dried herself enough, he simply grabbed her back up by the waist and heaved her to the bed, where she was tied down again, helpless as the men continued to fuck her, and fill her body with their ejaculations.
------------
"Where is Mrs. Lang?" Ofi asked his secretary.
The secretary blanched. "Oh, I'm sorry, Ofi. Had you not heard? She called in this morning on the call-off line. She was just leaving the hospital, but she would be fine in a couple of days."
Ofi paused as he heard the words. His mind started ruminating, as his lean, wiry frame was attentive to the woman's words. It was perhaps an ancestral gift, but he could listen, and look around, without having any outward appearance of movement. Even though well-dressed in a grey suit, white shirt, and red tie, he looked almost predatory as he listened, his dark skin seemingly able to hide his features, save his flat face, wide nose and thin cheeks. His tribal markings, given to him at the age of maturity, were nearly perfectly aligned, that in certain dark lighting, would give his oily skin an eerie, almost evil countenance.
"Very well..." His deep, accented voice rumbled, if she does not contact us by end of today, I shall try and reach her, keep me informed, please." He then strode to his office. He had a suspicion, and he needed to check the high school's attendance records.
"Yes, Ofi, right away." His secretary called to his retreating back. She shook her head. The man had an irritating way about him when he left like that.
-----------
By now it was well-past midday, and Tessa could make out everyone, but she still had no idea who the older man was, other than in the most intimate sense, of course. That part she knew exquisitely. She was in the middle of her third shower and cleansing when she felt him enter, though she did not realize it was him, until she felt her hand being dragged to his cock. It had an odd curve. Most men were either up, down, or straight. But this man had a hook to him that made the bulbous end tip almost straight up. She had no way of knowing about how he went about his daily living with it, but when he first stuck his cock in her, the way his head massaged her sweetness with every thrust had made her climax within the first minute or two, and then she began to orgasm regularly with him. So much so that when he took his turn with her, she no longer tried to resist him, but tried to part her legs a little more. She was submitting to his cock. So much so that when he joined her in the shower, she willingly shared space with him, and then took his kiss fully into her mouth. She had stopped noticing his stench, and his rude taste, after the second time he had her, and he was the only one to use his tongue to dominate her in the way he had.
Her fingers began to gently stroke him to hardness, and then she lifted a leg to help him inside her, using her free hand to splay her petals, as hot water sprayed them both. It reminded her of having sex in a Summer rain, which Daniel and she had done early in their marriage. It had been natural, even primal, and she found herself filled with passion and love for the man she had married. That it had been unplanned, and therefore un-protected, gave her some nervous times afterwards, until her period had begun, but the actual carnal moment had stayed with her forever. Just as this moment would when the black man started to thrust, pushing his hooked cock ever deeper inside her, until they were fully unioned.
His touches were now softer, warmer caresses, while the others were harsh, unrefined, and even rude. They fucked her savagely, while she began to simply make love with this man. She had started to call him Hook in her mind, for lack of a better name. Her voice started to echo softly off the shower tiles, each breath deeper and harder than the last, as their tempo built. Her hands touched him, feeling his sunken chest, his ribs easily defined, the dark skin seemingly thin, and allowing her to feel nearly every muscle in him as he moved. Her fingers groped his butt, to spur him harder into her, as her chin tucked over his shoulder, the water blast spritzing all over her, making her eyes close as he pushed her harder against the wall, her back cold against the tile.
Firm breasts smashed between them, her milky pillows being felt by his hands, as he leaned into her, the rapid thrusts growing harder, before they became erratic. His voice growled, and his teeth bit into her shoulder, as he spasmed in his final thrusts, not bothering to tell the woman he was mating that he was cumming, just giving her more of his essence.
Tessa, for her part, had a minor convulsion, not faked, but not the mind-blasting pulverizing of her reproductive system. Her voice squealed, and ended with a cry, to the applause of the others in her bedroom. Her hearing didn't register the catcalls, or the demands for Cumbucket to get her ass in gear. She was lost in the moment, matching his gaze, her fingers gently caressing his cheek. After the sixth time he was inside her, she found she not only had stopped resisting him, she began to enjoy him, willingly. She began to fall infatuated with a homeless man.
"What's your name?" She softly asked, as he had finished inside her again. She needed pillow-talk of some sort, and the others weren't the ones to speak with.
"Folks call me Benny, mostly." He replied in kind. He had started to caress her body as well, sharing a body language, while his cock softened, still leaking out his jism. "I seen you before."
Tessa, for her part, was almost nonplussed. She was still so mentally dislodged from the events of the week that she had not really processed anything. Daniel, whom she hadn't really thought about at all since Andre grabbed her, or Carlos, her most recent tormentor, whose body now rested in state at the morgue. Ofi, too, had not been on her mind.
"What do you mean, when you say you have seen me?" She asked. Ever proper, she would speak in the best manners she could muster, even with a strange man's dick deep inside her.
"I live in the park, under the creek bridge." He replied, looking at her to test her reaction.
"I saw you with the young boy, an' watched his ass-whoopin'." He smiled at that. "Most excitin' thing I seen in ages, I tell you."
Tessa gasped, and her hand went to her lips, like a prim and proper wife's shocked reaction would be like. "Then you know Andre raped me!" She almost cried out.
"Yeah, I did, Bitch, an' I ain't done yet!" Andre yelled back from the bedroom.
"Yah, I do. He's the one who paid me to show him here." Benny added. "I seen you for years, and couldn't pass up the deal. Money and a crack at your pussy. So far, I've gotten the better end of the deal. You one fine woman."
Before Tessa could respond, he drove his lips to hers, and attacked her mouth again, his tongue starting in on her gums, muting the beginnings of a cry in protest. As before, he licked inside her cheeks, around her gums, wide circles that pulled her lips widely apart, making her muffled voice a worthless series of meaningless mewing and moaning sounds. Her tongue flopped around lazily inside her teeth, until confronted by him, his tongue now again digging under hers, and encircling hers, until he had wrestled her mouth into submission. With that, he had also dominated her, her body demonstrating her yielding by letting her arms fall above her head, and keeping her legs apart, as his shaft still staying softly within her.
While Andre had subdued her with might, Charles had controlled her with his lust, and Duane had consumed her with passion, Benny dominated her with his will. She would do as he asked, and that included having sex with the rest of them. It was in that moment she fully stopped resisting any of them, and became the lover to all of them.
Then there was a noise in the kitchen. "Tessa? Are you here?"
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Our story thus far:
Tessa has been captured in her own home! After the fatal conclusion of the saga with her neighbor, Roberto, with his death of natural causes after attempting to rape her, Tessa had returned home after a trip to the hospital, to find her fire-damaged home dark, and with no electricity. Finding a way into her boarded up home, she was ambushed by some of her students, High School Seniors who were out for revenge, from the beating their ringleader, Andre, took when he forced himself upon Tessa in a public park late one evening. Tied down and gang-raped by the three boys and a mysterious older man, she had been their sex-object for over eighteen hours.
Meanwhile, her husband Daniel had been on a poorly-timed and ill-executed business trip that has placed his job and even his career in jeopardy. Recalled to the office, he had been in a foul mood, unable to contact his wife for the past 24 hours, due to the events with Roberto, Andre, and crew. Reaching home late afternoon, he has called out to his wife, as he breached the only way into their home, a broken out back sliding glass door.
---------------
"Tessa?" Daniel called out, as his eyes took in the surroundings. "What the fuck happened here?" He muttered aloud. In the daylight, he could see the results of the kitchen fire. Tessa was a normally fastidious cleaner, and her kitchen looked like a bomb went off in it. Broken glass on the ground, scorched and charred walls, decorations either burned up or strewn about, even the kitchen drawers having been pawed through. As he stepped inside, leaving his briefcase and suitcase outside, he continued into the semi- darkness, the window coverings drawn shut, and the various glass doors boarded-over.
He could suddenly head some shuffling, and movement coming from down the hall.
At the first sound, Charles and Duane immediately sprang into action, grabbing a freshly showered and cleaned up Tessa and covering her lips with a hand, and then roughly manhandling her back into bed. Now well-practiced with the bungee cords holding her, the white wife was tied with her legs wide open and wrists bound together over her head in just a few short seconds, while she still squirmed. The hand over her mouth was replaced by a pair of men's jockey-shorts shoved into her lips, muffling her.
Andre, for his part, simply crept silently into an ambush position. Though all the men were naked, they were more than ready for Daniel.
Benny, for his part, decided he would sit this one out. Standing quietly over Tessa, he did his part to ensure her silence, but nothing more. Older and in poor physical shape due to his homelessness, he was in no condition to try and battle with younger, healthier men. Fucking Daniel's wife was just fine for him, certainly, but that was the limit of his endurance, despite his dominant personality.
Restrained as she was, she still was able to make some noises, the bed creaking, her muffled voice crying out. This drew Daniel's attention towards their bedroom, which was the opposite of what she wanted. Having been sexually used and abused for so long, she was more than willing to submit to their lust, if it would keep her husband safe. Any proper wife who loved her husband would do the same thing!
The bedroom door left open only a crack, Daniel tentatively pushed it open, and what he saw astounded him! His beautiful wife was tied down, spread on their bed, the satin sheets sheening what little light there was from the seams of the boarded up sliding glass door. She was violently shaking on the bed, as he belatedly realized there was a naked black man kneeling on the bed over her, his hand on her mouth. It took him perhaps a full second to process what he was seeing, but he never saw the fist that would obscure his vision right after.
Andre's fist unloaded with a fury, and hit Dan squarely across the mouth and nose, instantly dazing him, while flashes of blinding pain scorched his mind, his lips starting to swell, and his nose beginning to bleed. Andre then dragged him in further, and gave Dan an uppercut to the abdomen, bending the husband over, and knocking the wind from him. Defenseless for the moment, he was then dragged to the chair in the corner, the same one Andre had been leering at Tessa while the other men fucked her, as his cock leaked post-emission dribble, and then began to rise again from the live-action porn movie he had been watching, all day.
Charles was only too happy to use some of the extra bungee cords and tie Daniel to the chair, his wrists to the chair's arms, and his ankles to the legs.
"Teeesssaaaa?" Daniel mumbled. That is when the beating began.
Andre began to exact his real revenge on Daniel now, intending to inflict the same beating he had taken from Daniel the last time they had met. Hard fists pummeled Daniel in the face and stomach, as he was tied there, helpless to do anything to take it.
"I ain't sing' up fer this." Benny spoke plainly. "This is plain wrong."
He started digging through the pile of clothing, until he found his own, smelly, worn-out attire. Shuffling his way out, he stopped and made his way back to Tessa, amongs the sounds of Daniel and Andre's grunts and cries of pain. Lowering his head, he whispered to her ear.
"Remember me. I was the fair one." Was all he said, as he took away his boxer shorts from her lips.
Closing the bedroom door behind him, he shuffled out in his gait, leaving the couple to their fate, his body cleaner and better fed than he arrived, and very well-sated. Truth was he just couldn't keep up with the virility of the boys, as he called them, and he needed to rest. Making his way from the house, he looked about cautiously. When he felt it safe, he stepped out, only to see Dan's travel-cases. Turning, with a heavy grunt, he lifted them and placed them just inside the kitchen.
"Don't want these stolen..." he muttered, even as the sounds of the one-sided fight emanated from the house, softly.
The last thing he heard from inside was Tessa's soft voice crying out, "Noooo!"
-----------------
Inside the house was a far different scene. Tessa had been long-defeated, resigned to her fate, the many hours of continuous sex having all but destroyed her resistance, to the point where she found herself willingly having sex with one or two of the men. It had seemed like ages since she had last been a woman she would recognize. Prim, proper, and pure. Her hopes had bolted to the sky when Daniel announced his presence, only to find herself fighting again as she was tied down, her cries bringing her husband storming in. Not to her rescue, like she had hoped, but to his defeat. He was now sitting in a chair, arms and ankles secured to the chair by more of those same bungee cords. His eyes were dark and puffy, and his lip swollen, with a thin trickle of blood coming from both corners of his mouth. His nose was also battered, and possibly broken, a gush of blood splattering the front of his shirt and face.
Hearing the sounds of Daniel's grunts and anguished cries, she started to sob.
"Please... no... don't hurt him! I'll do whatever you want!" she was reduced to begging.
"Name it, and I'll do it. Fix your grades? Have sex with you after school? Name it!"
Charles responded first. "Shut up, bitch. He's got this comin'!"
She couldn't see any of this, of course, for once the threat of her husband coming to her rescue was vanquished, all she could see was what her restricted view would permit. That was currently Andre, as he was sticking his black meat back inside Dan's wife. She gasped with a soft, feminine grunt as he did so, using the head of his cock to push against her folds, until the pressure separated them, and allowed his entry to her love-passage. Once his head engaged, he paused, looking over at his new prisoner.
"Hey, Dickhead, wanna watch how your wife responds to a real man's cock?"
He jeered at Daniel. Without taking his eyes off of the man, Andre began to push his cock into Daniels' wife. Her soft voice was loudly moaning, a sexual admittance of his manhood's effect on her.
He then began to focus on his woman, or so he began to think of her. Andre's bitch. Her voice started to mew again, each thrust making her breath exhale another validation of his prowess. The high and mighty teacher was not only his bitch now, but would be for years. He kept thrusting into her, until Tessa was panting for air, then he stopped.
"Hey, asshole!" Andre tormented Daniel again. "Watch how your wife kisses me, like a desperate slut for my cock!"
Tessa was, in fact, ready for the kiss, and even desired it, her tongue waggling lewdly in the air. Andre's cock was tormenting her pussy, while his public bone was smacking her clit around, increasing the raw sexual tension in her body. She had reached that point where she would willingly fuck an entire street gang, if it meant being pushed over the edge and climaxing.
Andre simply obliged the white wife and lewdly kissed her, his tongue deliberately showing how he wrestled and slathered over hers, which she returned in lustful need. His hips began to push again, and as he fucked her body, his tongue fucked her lips. That was all it took, and she shuddered on the bed, her limbs once again fighting the bonds holding her lewdly. Her voice squealed and then cried out, as Andre then turned to Daniel.
"Now you know how a black man fucks a white woman..." he jeered, working on humiliating Tessa's husband. The others in the room, Charles and Duane then piled on, standing there and softly stroking their longer cocks.
"She's a hot fuck, that's fer sure." Charles said.
Duane added. "And she can't wait to have my black baby in her!"
That made Charles and Duane high-five each other, as Andre bellowed out his own climax, holding his black snake deep within his erstwhile lover. Once he could talk, he looked back to Daniel.
"She got a deep hole, now, an' loves my cum in her. Go on, ask her!"
--------------------
Daniel, for his part, found himself in a world of pain. His gut ached, and his face felt like a pile of anvils fell on it. He was dazed and not really taking the whole thing in, until he saw that black kid climb onto the bed, between Tessa's outstretched legs. Pried far apart, he had no illusion of what was about to happen. It just sickened him to know he was about to watch his beautiful, dutiful, proper wife be violated.
Andre's thick, throbbing rod beat in the air as he was lowering his body onto his sweet Tessa, until he heard her gasp. Could it be true? Was she going to enjoy this horrid thing, her rape by a black thug? Daniel was ashamed at his inability to save his wife from this. Looking back, he had been only too happy to stop Andre after he had violated her, finding the beat-down very satisfying. But now, on the other end, it was humiliating to watch his wife respond favorably, even as she was sobbing and crying, trying to protect her husband. He tried to turn his head, to avoid having to watch, but Charles put an end to that, grabbing Daniel by his jaw and swiveling his head back to watch, as Tessa was impaled, along with hearing Andre's narration.
It didn't take long before he didn't need to be stopped from looking away. The sight of his pale wife being fucked by the dark-skinned man had a hypnotic effect on him, and as he watched, he began to have the same voyeuristic pleasures the rest of them had in watching Tessa raped repeatedly. It was like watching an oncoming train wreck. Nobody wanted it, but no one could stop watching.
Tessa's soft voice mewing, as Andre copulated with her, was growing higher and higher, and her breathing changed until she was moaning a lustful groan as each pelvic thrust of Andre's drive his ebony shaft back into her. Her body was coating Andre's manhood with a milky coating of her love-juices, something Daniel had never seen before.
Was she more aroused by the black kid than himself? She never sounded like this when they made love, and when Andre embarrassed him further by the lewd kiss, he realized she never did that for him. Daniel found himself humiliated beyond words. He was realizing that he wasn't as skilled of a lover as Andre was, and he was a brute, compared to Duane's standards. Daniel was realizing he didn't measure up to these blacks in bed. When he heard Tessa scream in orgasm, it was the end of his resistance, and he vomited all down his front, the humiliation and knowledge that his wife was being forcibly and enjoying it more than making passionate love with him devastating his ego.
The sound of his puking drew everyone's attention, even Tessa's, as she lifted her head as high as she could, to try and see what was going on. All eyes on him, they at first had a very negative reaction.
"Oh, Jeez!" Charles exclaimed.
"Fuck, you pussy!" Duane bellowed at him.
Andre was just laughing as Charles spoke up. "Dayum, I am NOT going to be in a room full of puke! Where's the damn scissors?" and he started to paw around in their bedroom, until he found what he was looking for. "Help me get his clothes off, Duane, we gotta' get this shit outside before I puke, too!"
It was as his trousers were being cut down, that Duane noticed Dan's crotch. There was a tent, an obvious declaration of his arousal. Then he started to howl laughing.
"Holy fuck, Andre! This guy' getting off watching his ol' lady get porked by you!"
Daniel looked down in shame and realized it was true. His cock was sticking out straight, and throbbing, his shorts showing a small stain of his pre-emission dribble. He blushed in embarrassment as the others mocked him.
"Lookithim! He' only got hisself a girl's cock!" Tessa wasn't sure how it was, probably Charles.
"Only a pussy likes watching a man fuck his wife!" the howling was definitely Andre's. Tessa was sure of that one.
"I wanna' see what he does after I'm through with her!" Duane boasted.
Daniel was silent, but enduring the bullying and shame he was being put through. His tormentors had gotten to him, and had discovered something even he wasn't aware of. Daniel wasn't aware he liked to watch his wife with other men, but the results were impossible to deny. He was immensely turned on, despite the jeers and taunts.
Tessa, for her part, settled her head back down onto the bed, as Charles made his way to her. She tried to steel herself. He was brutal in his passion.
Daniel watched as Charles started to maul his wife's tits, hard handfuls that were making her wince and yelp, bruising already-bruised pale skin. She yelped in pain as he simply shoved his throbbing mamba into her, without advance warning, yet Daniel sat there, watching, as his wife was sexually abused. Hair pulled aside, Charles delved into her neck and latched on, marking her below her ear, her voice whimpering as he fed her body sensations of erotic intent, while his cock vigorously thrust in her. She whimpered and wailed, and yet Charles was ever the same, hard, demanding and thorough. She didn't climax, as she was in too much pain, but Charles did, and he made sure to make a show of it, as his cock started to spurt. In fact, he pulled out, and started to ease his shooting semen out of his shaft, so that the thick gobs dripped into Tessa's open vagina. Leering at Daniel, he simply bragged.
"I bet she's pregnant by me!"
That was the last straw, for Daniel, as the heavy shots of sperm were running down Tessa's passage, Daniel shot his own load. It spurted against his boxers, but there was no doubt he had ejaculated. A fact Andre had noticed almost immediately, as he enjoyed watching Dan's reactions to his being made to watch his wife have sex with the black men.
"Hell, bitch! If Id'a known you liked this, I woulda' come over and fucked her for you in the night-grade!" and the thugs burst into laughter.
Duane was now ready for his turn, and he intended to take it, and demoralize the white man even further. He reached to the bed and started to release Tessa from the cords holding her prisoner.
"What the fuck?" Andre bellowed. "What you doin?"
"Relax, she ain't gonna' fight me." Duane grinned evilly at Daniel, as he released her ankles. Just glad to have her legs free, she proved his point and lay there, as she was fully freed.
She looked to Duane, and had some real fear in her eyes. This man could break her, like Benny had. The homeless made had a way about him, and it simply dominated her. She wouldn't resist him, no matter what. Duane was so skilled, she couldn't resist him, either. He was going to make her scream in ecstasy, and he knew it. She did to, as did the others. The only one who didn't was Daniel, and he was about to find out.
She looked to Daniel, and held his gaze, having some sort of unspoken communication with their eyes. She was saying 'I'm sorry, but I can't help it.' Daniel was trying to say simply 'I'm sorry.' But when her eyes looked down to see his cock starting to rise again, she shook her head at him in disgust and then looked back to Duane.
Duane was already sporting a hardness that throbbed with every movement of his body as he made his way up and onto the bed Daniel and Tessa slept on. She lay still, arms and shoulders stiff, and her hips splayed widely. She was open to him, and for him. The barrage of sex had seemingly trained her to be compliant, especially for Duane. The only pain she felt from him was emotional, and that was shame, embarrassment, and humiliation. He could make her cry out in those expressions that resulted in sheer bliss. In fact, it was beyond anything she had ever felt with her husband. That, alone, just added more to her debasement. How did a proper wife feel such joy in the arms of another man? Especially with one as young and immature such as him? Still with a nervous look on her face, Duane smiled to her, and spoke softly.
"Relax. We've done this before, and I won't hurt you. Now your man just gets to see what a real man can do to you."
For her own reasons, she was dreading this. Dreading the feelings she was about to have. Duane had been playing her like a fine musical instrument all day, and the prim and proper in her was about to be destroyed.
"Please..." Tessa begged. "Not like this. Not in front of him?" There was genuine fear in her voice, as her eyes were locked on his. She didn't want to humiliate her husband any more than she had already.
Duane's answer was to simply hover over her with both hands astride her shoulders, while he began to use his hips to slide his cock along her slippery void, gently applying pressure to her body, until her petals slid apart, her flower opening to allow him to plunge deeper into her. Keeping his arms locked, he began to align his shaft with her opening, until he felt his head engage.
Tessa had started to gasp, and her soft voice whimpered in a tight and thin expression of fear. "No... No... Nono... Nonono!"
But her words ceased as he began to lower his hips, and press his advantage, slowly making her accept his cock inside her. The stark contrast of skin tones made it easy to see his body penetrating hers. Something Dan was given a near up-close and personal look at. As it was, he had a full view of his wife's slender body, with her knees lewdly splayed, and her hands laying over her head in supplication. To him, his wife was actually welcoming the black man's cock into her. She wasn't being raped, she was consenting!
Tessa's back arched as she took more of him into her, the mix of love juices, semen and use allowing him relatively easy penetration. So much so he moaned softly, and spoke lewdly. "You fit me good, Cumbucket..." he jeered at her, his eyes looking dark and foreboding as his face was still an arm's length away.
"It's like we done this before!" The other black men broke into hard and loud laughter as Tessa was humiliated even further. Daniel had no idea how much sex abuse his wife had endured up to this point.



"Tessa, no! Don't! Don't give them the satisfaction!" Daniel interjected, even as his own dick stuck up and near full-mast.
She purred sensually in reply, as Duane had settled his pubic bone against hers and was shimmying back and forth, making her clit not only peek from under its protective shield, but pay the price for that by sending bolt after bolt of pleasure through her, quickly rising the tide of that raw sexual tension in her. Every move he made cause Tessa to mew, and then begin to moan. It was then Duane got serious, and started to pull back his hips, withdrawing his cock from her until just the head was in. Then he gave her a full, long thrust, her back arching again as she writhed under his assault. The feelings she had dreaded were there, and coming on fast. The mewing grew louder until it was nothing but moans, each thrust of his black cock inside her making her voice express her lustful pleasure.
Soon she was gasping for air in large gulps, her large melons, marked with the heavy use and abuse of the young blacks were jostling as a team, in recognition of Duane's heavy thrusting. She could not help but become lost to the pleasure as she emitted her tongue, a lewd waggling in the air, eager to kiss her black lover. She was whimpering as she was denied, until Duane finally descended onto her, and let his thick lips mesh with hers for a long few moments, a display he made sure Daniel saw. The kiss would grow more lewd as their lips broke contact, and yet their tongues did not, and Dan could see the very same movements his wife made with him when the made love, only now she was doing it for the black man.
Daniel had wanted to turn his head, not wanting to watch. His wife, having been defiled by the two thugs now appeared to be making love to the last one? To him, she should have resisted to the bitter end, yet she only gave a token fight. She had given in to him so easily. The thought made him sick to his stomach, and yet his cock was harder than ever. Pre-cum was ejecting in small spurts, and the images he had been watching had given him more sexual energy that a month's worth of time having sex with Tessa.
The most devastating thing was her tongue. How could she kiss him like that? She didn't say it, but it was clear to him she wanted to. He couldn't help but see the slick saliva of the two tongues as they caressed each other, another display of passion Daniel had not really ever gotten from his wife. Her hips were rocking up to meet his thrusts, and she was vocal about the pleasure every time, not most times, but every time! What the Hell had happened to his wife? Had that asshole Boss of hers turned her into some sort of slut? Had they been having an affair all this time, and he finally stumbled in on them? The image if Tessa on that same bed, her skirt slid open, and her legs wide as she was plundered by the tall, slender African flashed back to his eyes, and her reactions. Again, not a single sound or reaction she ever had with him!
That was the last straw, and as he thought it, and his ears still hearing the passionate sounds of his wife having willing sex with the coal-black thug, his dick erupted with another small flow of his ejaculate. It burst out and then dribbled down his manhood, to spread down his crotch and make himself a sticky mess. Small dribbles would follow, until his shaft started to flatten a few seconds later, the flow to be replaced with a post-emission drain, as his pipes emptied. Dan was ashamed in his climax, but no one noticed. All other eyes were fixed on Duane and Tessa, as he made her orgasm.
Her eyes had been transfixed on Duane's, until her eyes grew heavy-lidded, her mind was lost in this affair of the flesh. The sounds, the heat, the sheer power of Duane as he pummeled her was driving her mind crazy. Her muscles went from trembling to flexing, despite the pain of being bound for so long. Her ankles locked behind his back, as her hands reached to grab around his neck, and hold her to him, as she shuddered violently. There was no mistaking her voice for pain, it was the scream of pure sexual release. Duane had finally broken the damn of tension built up in her and when it burst, she wriggled and squirmed in a ferocity none of the men had ever seen before, including Daniel.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Don't you dare stop!"
She cried out, as her Kegel muscles were clamping down on her lover's shaft, her tunnel trying to make nature follow its path. She wanted Duane's semen in her, and deeply, and she made sure he knew it.
"Give it to me, give me your baby! Fill me with your seed, you black bastard!"
"Tessa! No! He's raping you!"
Dan gasped as he heard his wife's raw, lewd demands as she shook so. Her efforts to keep him inside her shocked him into disbelief! How could this be? Was his wife now somehow 'converted'? Daniel had never given thought to such things, as he had not really ever found the need for porn, as he had his pretty wife and she had kept him very satisfied. Was she learning of better sex than he could provide her?
"Fuck'er, Dude! Knock the bitch up!" Charles chimed in with a bellow. "Show her what she's missin'!"
Andre simply sat back on the other chair, his nude cock laying limply, and like Dan's cock, he was dripping remnants of his time with Dan's wife. Yet he bore a very wide smile. He felt vindicated, finally. He had turned the ever prim and proper wife into a slut.
For his part, Duane had been holding out for as long as he could, but Tessa's lewd cries did him in, and he drove his cock into her, his cock pulsing in the globs of hot black baby-makers as they pumped from his body into hers, and her quivering cervix. Each little tremor causing her body to sip into the pool of mixed genetic material. Her body was trying to make a baby as best it could, despite her husband's demands, and an incoherent Tessa's wishes.
It was as Duane was flexing his ass, the tight buttocks showing Daniel that his cock was pumping his cum into her, that the bedroom door burst in, and all eyes turned, save Tessa's, who was too lost in the haze of sexual bliss. It was Andre who gulped, first, and audibly, his eyes going wide. It was that universal expression that everyone makes, the one that says "Oh, Shit!"
The man who entered the room was lean, and tall, and exceptionally well-dressed in a tailored pinstripe-blue suit, with vest, even, a blinding white button shirt, with a red tie. His body stood motionless, letting his eyes take in the scene for perhaps a few full seconds, then his voice rumbled, with a hard anger and a deep accent. Reaching behind his back, and under his coat, he drew out an aged, hook-bladed knife, the handle of which was worn through evidently long and even heavy use.
Duane's and Andre's eyes grew wide, and they each gulped, even as Duane's cock pulsed the final squirts of his baby-makers into his conquest. Duane slowly moved off of Tessa, his cock flopping lazily, his sex drive sated, once again, for at least the eighth time since the ordeal began. Andre slowly rose to his feet; his own cock at half-mast, as his arousal had begun, watching the white wife endure more sexual carnage. But it was Charles who broke the spell, and began to mouth off.
"Hey, who da' fuck are you? Get the fuck out!"
He ended his words by rising to his feet, and advancing a step or two towards Ofi. The tribal prince had not moved a muscle, save his eyes, until Charles moved, but as he was challenged, he moved with a speed that belied his size. It was a building fury that kept him immobile, his eyes too shocked to believe what his nephews had done. Charles was kind enough to break that build-up at which Ofi was merely furious.
Taking one large step with his long legs, Ofi was blade-first and mere inches from the challenger's face, the hooked blade ready to remove an eye, but only for the flick of his wrist. Ofi's deep voice began to speak, but in words neither Tessa or Dan could understand. It was a dialect known in Africa, and both Duane and Andre, while not exactly knowing what he was saying, understood the basics.
Andre broke in. "Chuck... nigga' don't. Just stop. He's really mad." His voice was low, and spoke with caution, as his eyes never left Ofi. He was trembling, now, as real fear was coursing through his veins.
Duane, for his part, stood near the bed, and actually held his hands up. A better student that either of the other young men, he had a better understanding of how close to serious injury Charles was.
Andre, for his part, slowly reached for his clothes, and started getting dressed, with Duane picking up the idea after, and searching with his eyes until he at least could find his pants. During all of this, Ofi then barked a few harsher words, and Duane replied in English.
"Hey, we're sorry, we're sorry. Listen, man, are we sorry. We didn't know, alright? We didn't know what you did. So we'll get out. All of us..."
Charles was still angry, but was slowly getting the picture. To help motivate him, Andre found his shirt and threw it at him, hitting Charles in the chest. Ofi slowly moved to place his body between that of the boys and Tessa, feeling around until he could pull the silky satin sheet up to cover her. To Ofi, Tessa was his wife, and had been for weeks. The boys had done a very, very dishonorable and shameful act. Not only did they defile Tessa, but also they had done on he and his family's name. There would be consequences to suffer.
At last alone, with the blade never lowering below his waist, Ofi spoke in his best English.
"I do not know what has happened, Tessa, but there will be severe punishments."
It was then he took a more serious look at Daniel. Using his knife, he used the sharp blade to easily sever the elastic cords, letting them fly about as the tension was released. As Daniel began to fall forward, Ofi caught him by the shoulder and held him upright. Daniel was left sitting there, in immense pain, physical, emotional, and psychological.
Being stripped to his ankles, and his cock deflated as his own semen soaked his crotch, it was obvious that the eroticism had broken him. Daniel began to sob, and Ofi was in the awkward position of having to support his wife's ex-husband, as Ofi saw it. To Daniel, he had to be supported by the very man who had taken and seduced his wife on that very same bed. There was near-silence in the room, as Tessa looked on, forming ideas in her mind. She now saw each man in a different light. She began to shed her own tears, softly, as she hugged a pillow from the floor.
Once Daniel had regained some balance, Ofi moved quickly to Tessa, sheathing the blade behind his back again, with a practiced ease. For her part, Tessa was beyond the point of tears. She had been so sexually decimated by the young men that she was almost no longer caring what happened to her, other than making sure she had orgasms. But when she got to lay her eyes on Daniel, she had nothing but pity in her gaze.
"I love you." Daniel blubbered out to her.
With Ofi tending to her abused and sore body, she could only look at him, and said nothing...
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Our story so far:
Tessa's ordeal finally came to an end, when Ofi arrived to check on her, only to walk-in on the goings on, and witnessing Tessa's defilement by the three black youths. Rescuing her, Ofi whisked her away to an unknown location. A place unknown to Daniel, at least, yet he knew that she was with the black man who started her fall from a prim and proper wife's lifestyle.
It now became Daniel's ordeal to try and recover, and save their marriage... if he could.
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She hadn't said anything to her husband, as he sat there, looking like a very beaten and pathetic man. Daniel was beaten, certainly, both physically and professionally. His career in tatters, he had arrived home to find his wife in the arms of other men, albeit unwillingly, at least until Duane had her screaming in the throes of ecstasy. Being forced to watch his wife being raped by the black men had aroused him in a perverse way, and he had managed to climax all over himself, despite the savage beating he had taken from Andre, with a little help from Charles. Face swollen, battered and bleeding, Daniel could only watch through blurry tears as his wife was subjugated and forced to orgasm repeatedly by these miscreants and hoodlums. Yet when Ofi came in and rescued them, or more accurately, Tessa, as Daniel was released from the cords holding him, he broke down and was sobbing in Ofi's arms, of all people. Daniel had, indeed, been broken.
Ofi, for his part, took immediate action. Propping Daniel up in his seat, the tall, thin African went to Tessa, and again wrapped his arms gently around her, cradling her softly, and cooing in his deep, resonant voice soft words. Caressing her hair, and holding her warmly, in her nude state, showed her that Ofi valued her as a person, and not a sex toy. She was naked, exposed, and vulnerable. Ofi could have taken advantage of her with little, or even no resistance. But he didn't. He simply held her, and let her feel loved by a man. The man just wasn't her husband.
Tessa, for her part, nestled in to Ofi's strong, dominating presence, and just let him feel her, and hold her, and take in that beginning of care. There was certainly a vibe between them, she was sure, now. Her own eyes closing, she was leaking tears again, small rivulets of moisture falling down her cheeks, as Ofi rocked her slowly, caressed her, and gave her warmth, and a feeling of safety.
Ofi had to struggle mightily to resist his own body's arousal, having the woman of his dreams in his arms, nude and so very ripe for the plucking, yet she was not in a state she should be touched in. This was a critical time for he and Tessa, certainly, and he knew it. Play his cards right, and the woman he wanted to be his wife would fall into his arms. Screw this up, and he still might give her a child, in time, but it would be a lustful time, rather than the long relationship he wished of her.
After several long minutes of the room echoing in sobs and tears, both masculine and feminine, Ofi felt it right to ease Tessa to the mattress, and then searched the closet for a travel bag and some clothing for Tessa. He knew he could not leave her here. Daniel, being a man, would have to fend for himself. That was the way it worked among real men.
She pitied her husband for his vain attempt to be the leader in their marriage. She pitied him for the inability to protect her from harm. She pitied him for his utter lack of manliness through these last couple of weeks. Most of all, she pitied him for the lack of sexual prowess she now knew he possessed. Daniel had been her everything, her world, from sex, to his providing for them, to being head of their household. But that wasn't what and who she saw, now. She saw herself in the arms of a more dominant, more protective, and more virile man. His color made no difference. It was the man inside, and in that moment, she came to realize just what she had been missing.
Daniel had never really protected her, at least not before the fact. He had simply bossed her around, getting what he wanted, simply because she had been made to understand that is what wives did. But in her limited life-experience, she hadn't known the difference between being commanded and being led. Daniel, she realized, was a commander. All he did was give orders, tell her what was expected, and then be angry if she couldn't meet that expectation. He, in a way, made her feel like less of a woman. He never worked to build her up, to really support her and help her reach her fullest potential, as a woman, and as a wife. She realized that the 1950's ideal she had been living was a sham. It was holding her back from what life could really be like. As Daniel sobbed, as Ofi simply held her and caressed her softly, loving on her as if he automatically knew what she needed, her view of life changed. The notion of always being the prim, and the proper, that a wife was secondary to her husband. The man would always protect the woman. That she was undeserving of more than what she was given. All of those notions, and even beliefs, were changing.
"Where are you going?" Daniel asked with a blurting, whiney sound. "You have to help me here!"
As Ofi was helping Tessa to her feet, and even into a loose-fitting blouse and simple skirt, she said nothing. As Ofi helped her feet into a pair of heels he had selected, she said nothing. Looking about the room, she tottered her way to the bathroom and grabbed her makeup and toiletries, but still said nothing.
"Tessa, you have to stay with me!" Daniel whined. "You're my wife!"
"Let's go..." she simply said, her eyes upturned to Ofi.
As she was led out of the bedroom, she still said nothing.
----
Tessa was in a bit of a stupor, now that the pressure was off. Walking out the front door to the pleas and tears of her husband, Tessa seemed in a state of shock, and simply went where gestured. Ever demure and proper, she entered Ofi's richly-appointed automobile gracefully, seating in first, and then securing her knees to each other as she curled her legs and folded herself into the passenger seat, not offering any effort at modesty as the skirt slid up her thighs, showing a lot of leg. At that moment, she didn't care. Her mind was reeling over what had happened, and shocked at her husband.
She was very quiet on the way to the final destination, which was Ofi's home, a two bedroom condo. Ofi, for his part, did nothing to push her or place any pressure on Tessa. He simply drove her, and escorted her to his home. The trip over had been made in silence. Ever the gentleman to her, he kept is voice calm, level, and reasoned, his accent still evident as he helped her with the basics. For the moment his home was her home, if she liked. He would take her where ever she wanted to go, even back home, but she was safe there, and could remain as long as she wanted.
Ofi even offered her medical assistance again, which she declined, almost sharply.
"I've been raped!" she barked out, and then she softened her tone. A prim and proper wife did not shout at her host, especially if he was rescuing her. "Can I take a nap?" Tessa asked a first acknowledgement of her condition.
------
When Tessa awoke, she wasn't home. In fact, she wasn't sure where she was, though it was nicely appointed, warm, and safe. Taking a moment to just come to full wakefulness, she let her eyes roam freely. The décor lacked a woman's touch, that was certain, and there was a nearly dead plant on a dresser. But she was warm, under the covers, and in a bed. Tentatively reaching out, she also realized she was alone. Stretching her limbs, she looked about and realized it was dark outside, for the light of a lamp shone from outside. The rest of where ever she was seemed dark, still, and dormant. Then her eyes saw a clock on the nightstand. It read 4:17 AM.
She stretched, groaning as she did so, and then yawned, and blinked hard to clear the last of the cobwebs. Feeling her body, she realized she was also wearing something strange. It felt like cotton, and swam in it. It was a man's nightshirt, maybe? She was also filled with an urge for the powder room.
Sliding from the bed quietly, she was able to see enough with her dark-adjusted eyes that she was indeed wearing a man's nightshirt, and she could tell she was wearing her own underwear. Padding her bare feet across the carpet, she got a look in a full-size mirror. She looked like a train-wreck, she thought. But then things started to come back to her.
Using great care to move as silently as possible, she checked the hallway, and found it empty. There was nobody there. The urge to urinate was growing insistent, so she retreated and checked to make sure the bathroom was empty, before entering it, and ever so quietly closing the door, and locking it. Seating herself and taking care of her bodily needs, she began to reflect on the last couple of days.
Thoughts and images flashed through her mind's eyes. Being captured. Roberto dead atop her. Charles brutally groping and mauling her ample breasts. The ass of a policeman at the hospital. The way Bennie kissed her. There was something about that bothering her. Orgasming as Duane fucked her. Daniel and the way he made love. She grunted. That was more to himself than to her, she realized.
"Tessa, are you alright?" a deep voice softly asked from across the door.
She gasped softly. How the Hell did he know she was up? But it spurred her memory. She was at his place. Safe. Secure. Warm. Loved?
She was filled with the memory of what Ofi did with her once they got to his home.
She had fallen asleep in the car, a nicely-appointed Mercedes Benz. He had gently shaken her to wakefulness and escorted her inside, every bit the gentleman she had experienced before they had sex that first time. Once inside, he went to work, quickly, arranging her comfortably in a chair, and getting her food and drink. Never once did he ask her what happened, but asked if she needed anything. Did she want to go to the hospital? He could also arrange for a house call from his private physician, if she wanted? What about the police?
Tessa scoffed at that last offer. She was done with them, forever, she hoped.
Then he sat with her, and began to listen as she talked. He sat with her when she was silent, too. When she started to sob, he hugged her, carefully and in a decidedly non-sexual embrace. He was helping her heal. Surprisingly, she fell asleep in his arms, and when he was sure she was in a deep, dead-to-the -world sleep, he carried her to his bedroom, undressed her carefully, and slipped her into his pajama top. Covering her gently, he stole from the room, letting her sleep, alone.
----
"Tessa? Where are you? I've been worried sick!" Dan's voice exclaimed. He hadn't heard from his wife in almost a week. He had in contact with the police, and after his hospital visit, they made several follow-up meetings to get as much information as they could. After the third day, he reported her missing, he was that upset. "The police are now looking for you!"
"Daniel, don't yell at me." Tessa spoke softly. "I haven't done anything wrong."
Suitably chastised, Daniel let loose a deep breath, sitting in their kitchen. The phone rang, and when he answered it, he expected the police to be calling, or the insurance company, or even the contractor finishing the repairs on their home. His heart leapt when he heard her soft, sweet voice. Despite his elation, she sounded exhausted.
"Tell me where you are. I'll come get you!" His voice replied, excitedly. He was suffering from an entire avalanche of emotional turmoil. Defeat, humiliation, anger, rejection, fear, loneliness, frustration all took turns playing in his mind. Not to mention the fear of his wife. She had left, simple as that, which, to him, was perhaps the deepest blow. His wife had rejected him because he failed to provide for her safety. The fact he was hearing Tessa's voice filled him with elation, and hope.
"No. I'm going to stay here, for a while. I'm safe, and I need to understand all of this. I see a doctor tomorrow, and I'll find out more. I am praying I'm not pregnant. But there is a good chance I am."
The words were a shock, in away. Not wishing to admit them to himself, he now had to face the fact that his wife was likely carrying another man's child.
"So? We will take you to the doctor and get an abortion." The tone in his voice was rather matter-of-fact, as if he was simply issuing an edict.
"I don't know. Maybe."
"That do you mean.. Maybe?!?! You are not having some stranger's baby!" That was an edict.
"You don't understand, Daniel." She softly replied. She then ended the call by simply hanging up.
Dan was left to stand there, listening to the dial tone, as he started to realize how emotionally devastated his wife was. Now real fear was gripping him. He started to call her back, only to realize he didn't have her number. She hadn't called his cell phone. He slammed down the phone in anger, bellowing out "FUUUUCCCK!!" to the empty kitchen, his voice echoing off the walls.
-------
"That could have gone better." Ofi said.
"Yeah..." Tessa admitted. "But I needed to let him know I'm okay. He is still my husband."
Ofi laid his hand to hers. "Allow me to fix that, Tessa, allow me to be your husband. I can provide for you far more than you have been."
Seated in his family room, he in an overstuffed chair, and she in a corner of the couch, they looked at each other. The gaze was long, and had grown awkward for Ofi, but not for Tessa. She was trying to read the man. Still, he did not give away any body language. Just that long gaze that could be easily mistaken for a stare. But his voice was sincere, and his tone was calm, even reassuring. He broke the stare with his words.
"Tessa, you will never again be harmed. No one will ever get near you again. The boys who did this to you. I know them. They shall never harm you again, that I can promise. In fact, I can guarantee." His deeper rumbled voice was smooth, confident and assured.
Tessa still did not reply to him, to give him an answer. Yet her mind was swirling. She still loved her husband, yet she was starting to become enamored in Ofi's presence. She needed a strong man right now, a man who was, well, a real man. She was realizing she had made some wrong decisions early in her life. Was Daniel one of them? Certainly trying to be a good neighbor to Roberto had been. But she laughed it off, not wanting to appear rude, or improper. Yet when she complained to her husband, Daniel laughed it off as his being jealous of her beauty, a beauty he could not have. With a dismissive wave, Daniel had moved the conversation to the next subject, every time.
Was trying to help the troubled youths in school another mistake? That notion would be harder to contemplate, for she felt in her heart that it was right to help others. The bullies and troublemakers were likely the result of a troubled home-life. She had reasoned before that by helping them in school, making their parents forced to be proud of their child's academics, then it would fix the home troubles. In that she still held some reasonable faith. But was she naive in how to relate to these students?
As she sat there, wearing just a brightly colored satin caftan Ofi had managed to bring, and a pair of pink thong panties, she projected a very lustful image to Ofi. As she sat there, contemplating, she looked radiant, her long hair cascading down her shoulders and back, her clean face holding innocence, of sorts. Full lips begging to be kissed, and eyes that drew male attention like magnets.
"Tessa?" Ofi asked.
After a moment, she looked at him, suddenly aware that her fingers had inter-clasped with his.
"Tell me... That first night. The night you made love to me. Was it just sex? Tell me I was just a piece of ass to you, like I am to those boys?" Her voice cracked. She hoped his answer would sway her, tell her to go back to her husband.
"No, Tessa." Ofi answered. "I cannot say that, for it is not true. I do not know why, or what caused it, but from the first meeting, you became very special to me. I do not offer to take your hand in marriage lightly. It will come at great cost, likely for both of us. But it is a cost I am willing to pay for you. Many times over."
Tessa kept a plaintive, solemn face. It was at once words she wanted, and words she didn't want to hear. Still looking at him, she could only speak softly. "Thank you."
To Ofi, he showed a break in his countenance. In his mind, his thoughts were befuddled. 'Just what does that mean?' He mused to himself.
"Ofi, I will ask this, for now. I need time. I need time to rest, to recover, and to heal. You know my marriage is a shambles, for reasons you may and may not know. I need to find out if it is worth recovering, or not. For now, though, may I stay? I will not make a nuisance of myself."
A wide smile revealed his answer. "Of course, my Tesa. You are welcome at my home as you wish. I promise to not make advances to you, though I have to be honest and share that you make me want you, simply by being in the room." He paused, to judge her reactions, which were none. "I will have you stay in my bed, and I shall sleep out here."
As she began to protest, he held up a hand. "Consider it a condition of my home. I will respect your needs, and privacy, but in turn you must accept what I offer you."
It went against the things a prim and proper wife did, to not put a host or hostess at undue effort. But in this, she realized she had little say. Besides, he had been nothing but a gentleman and consummate host.
"Then I shall accept your terms, Ofi, and find a way to repay you, in turn." With that she yawned, and asked to be excused for bed.
------
Daniel was in a fit of rage. He had been drinking Jack Daniel's all day, straight from the bottle, and as the bottle dripped the last, he threw it against the wall.
"That fucking bitch! What the hell is she doing? First she gets herself raped, and now she ignores me? What the fuck!?!?!?" He bellowed out as the bottle impacted the wall, leaving a deep indentation where the corner of the bottle impacted the drywall.
"Fuck it all to Hell!" He yelled, realizing he had just paid to have the wall repaired as part of the fire damage. He was raging, and he was also being assaulted by the visions in his head. Watching his wife react favorably to the black men fornicated with his wife, some of which she willingly responded to with great passion. Perhaps even a passion greater than he had been able to inspire in his wife. Yet he found himself growing hard at the thoughts, and he lowered his hand to his growing stick, and began to rub it.
"That's it, Slut. Fuck'em. Fuck'em all, and that black dude. Your boss. Fuck him, too! Spread your legs and make babies with every one of them. Lord knows you won't with me!" His voice was growing louder as he grew more and more aroused, until he splattered his cum onto the floor. Several heavy splotches in the kitchen. Ones he could easily see in the new, energy-efficient LED lights. He marveled at that, the ability to see better. It was then he looked outside, and realized the curtain was open, and anyone walking by could have seen him, easily.
"Fuck!" He yelled, more to himself, and he dashed up to turn the lights off. On his way to the chair, he then slipped in his own cum, and landed heavily on the floor.
"Fuck!"
------
All of those pains would fade, as the following weeks went by. The weeks where her husband went to the hospital, and then the police, to file the reports. The weeks where she refused to see the police, given her experiences the last time she had been raped, or to give a statement. Weeks where her husband was given time by his work to recuperate, and to get his house back in order. But most of all these were weeks where the decimated wife pondered and thought and even healed. Some scars would never be erased, the new fear of the dark, the possibility she would be left helpless, and even homeless. Tessa even saw a therapist, who actually helped her talk out what she was feeling, and even more, what she was thinking. These were also weeks where she sweated out being pregnant.



------
It was at their early dinner the next evening that Ofi made a more public move, and it was but a small one. A kiss. It was small, and almost platonic, but directly on her lips. It had been the first intimate contact with a man, including her husband. But that kiss had warmed her in a way she didn't understand, but accepted, almost gratefully. It was one of the small things upon which greater things were built.
"Thank you, Ofi. That was nice." She said, with a nice smile, blushing.
After the kiss, which she returned out of instinct, she blushed, and looked to him. He simply sat back and was resuming his confident air as the conversation resumed, though in a more personal vein. Tessa was getting better, recovering as well as could be expected. Some of the emotional wounds would take a long time, but a lot of it was over with.
-------
One morning soon after, Tessa awoke in Ofi's bed, as had become the routine. Only now, she felt a presence. An arm wrapped over her, holding her close as she was spooned, was Ofi. As she startled at the revelation, Ofi also awoke.
"Ofi! What are you doing in here?" she demanded.
"Easy, easy, Tessa." His deep baritone rumbled again. "You do not remember last night, when you awoke screaming from a nightmare. "I offered to stay with you, so you could go back to sleep."
Turning to look back at him, she looked quizzically. "Oh. Is that why you are still here?"
"I apologize, but I am sure I fell asleep myself."
With a breath of relief, she lay back in bed. "Thank you for protecting me. I imagine I'll be having these for a while."
"You have almost from the beginning, but you rarely wake up for them. Last night must have been particularly terrifying. That is why I came in, and saw you raised up on the bed, screaming."
"Oh, I was not!"
"But my dear, I do not lie, not to you. Why else would I be in bed with you, without clothes?"
She had taken to wearing the satin caftan as her bedclothes, not having anything else suitable, as well as comfortable, and she reached back, and indeed, felt his bare skin. She gasped, softly, as her fingers touched him, the pads of her fingertips caressing the side of his manhood.
Being morning, Ofi had grown in size, his 'morning wood' hard, and as the girl of his dreams had woken, he had grown to nearly full-mast. Feeling the caress of his pole, he gently placed a hand to her shoulder, and pulled her back flat, so they could make eye contact. Her fingers somehow found their way around his shaft, and her wrist began to make slow rocking motions, teasing the man's hardness even further.
His dark eyes took in this lovely vision, hair tousled, and eyes sleepy, but growing brighter, and a soft smile on her lips. Those kissable lips that begged for his to devour them, and he found he could not resist. He kept his gaze on hers, and slowly lowered his face to hers, brushing his thick, dark lips to her full, pouty pink ones. The first touch was just a brush, yet it was electrifying, for both of them.
He then lowered his lips to hers fully, and used his tongue to pry hers apart, softly invading her mouth in a deep and loving kiss. It was long, and delicious, and as it neared the end, her soft voice mewed in response. After the kiss broke, her eyes matched his gaze, and she spoke barely above a whisper.
"Please, Ofi. Make love to me. I need to know I can still make love with a man."
His hands began to caress the wife he wanted, in soft, gentle caresses, his dark fingers gently groping and touching her curves. His hands found her breasts, and she rolled to be fully on her back, availing herself to him. She used the opportunity to kick the covers down, leaving them both exposed, save for the thin caftan she wore. His hands slid smoothly over the silky material that clung to her, even using his thumb to play with her nipples, drawing them to hardness. Eyes never breaking contact, his lips found another spot to kiss, her neck, and he gently nuzzled in, and placed a series of small kisses that went from the tickle-spot under her ear, to her jawline, and ended with another long, tongue-wrestling kiss.
For Tessa, her fingers slid up and down his black snake, teasing it as the thick member throbbed in her hand. Turning to face her newly re-found lover, her free hand then reached to caress his torso, his muscles, and his butt. Long nails leaving soft scratched in his ebony skin, she kissed him back, eyes fluttered closed. For that moment, there was no rape, there was no Daniel, there was no anything. It was just Tessa and Ofi, making love even more passionate than their first time.
Gingerly, Ofi's hand slid up along her thigh, slowly circling up and down, his fingertips tickling the inside of her thigh, which caused her to slide her knees wider apart. Accepting the invitation, Ofi slid his hand to gently cup her vulva, eliciting a moan as his thin, calloused hands rubbed her sealed petals. Tessa began purring as she felt his touch, and her pearl peeked out from its protected canopy, along with some slight seepage from her labia.
Their tongues swirled and danced, the seal of their lips breaking as they exposed their tongues, ye the passionate kisses went on. Once it finally broke, Tessa's own lips went to his neck, kissing him, while her palm went to his pouch, and gently caressed the family-bearing jewels. Her long nails gently tickled the base of his sac, adding more to his arousal. It did not take long before Ofi was in need of more from his woman. Sliding over her, placing his knees between hers, he opened her thighs further, and placed his turgid, dripping rod at her entrance. Then he lowered himself onto her, using the head of his cock to press her labia apart, until her body yielded to him, and the mushroomed head engaged with her opening.
"I want you..." he softly shared.
"Please... have me..." she purred, eyes in a dreamy-glaze, her lids half-mast.
That was the last spoke between them for a while, as he used gravity to press into her, rather than the first time, where gravity sank her onto him. Adding little thrusts, her slick valley was encouraged to accept him, making her feel every fraction of an inch of his cock as it sank inside her.
She gasped loudly, and her back arched as she felt him penetrate deeply into her, her dreamy eyes now wide with the pangs of pleasure. Her fingers reached to grab his back, while her legs lifted at the waist, bent up and back, until her knees were aside her chest. Toes high in the air, he began to cycle his hips, pulling out slowly, before re-penetrating her in a slow, inexorable, delicious thrust.
Tessa's soft voice began to mew, each thrust making her voice grow louder and louder, while her hands went to feel his chest, sliding down his ribcage to his waist, where she could only reach his hips. His far greater height towered him over her, and the act of kissing while positioned like this was so difficult. Yet her tongue waggled in the air, her body eager to kiss, a lustful desire unfulfilled for the time being.
His hips started to assault her body with more force, and her body jolted in reaction, taking his black snake fully into her lady-garden, his pelvic bone smacking her pearl like a child being spanked with a rod. His ebony skin was sliding along her satin-clad body, enjoying the slipperiness as she enjoyed the penetration and ministration. Soon her toes began to curl, and her breathing grew sharp and quick.
Ofi was nearly there, himself, and as he sensed her tensing, he shifted his arms to envelope her, holding her to him as his thrusts grew erratic. She wriggled in his grasp, crying out in what Ofi thought was terror, her soft voice breaking into a loud, high-pitched wail, just before he exploded in her. If Tessa had a last minute of remorse, there was no way to stop, he was too far along. He would cum in her until his sac was dry. He had been unable to stop himself at that point, unable to resist his manly and natural instincts.
Laying atop her, heaving for breath, he lifted himself onto his elbows, his fingers gently caressing her hair, then her cheeks. Smiling, he spoke gently. "I hope I have not hurt you?" Her reply was to lift her head and kiss him.
Breaking the kiss, she dropped her head back to the mattress, and smiled to him, a pretty, sated smile.
"No," she said through her smile. "I needed to prove I could still do this. Prove it to myself. I guess to prove it to you, also."
Sliding off of her, Ofi lay on his side, his hand still gently caressing her, from head to as far as he could reach, a loving, kind, warm reassurance of how he felt about her. Tessa, simply lay there, absorbing more love in the last twenty minutes than she had experienced in weeks.
------
Daniel was passed out on the couch when he heard the phone ring. He stumbled to find the wireless phone, hearing the ringing from everywhere in the house, save right in front of him. Frantically finding one, he pushed the on button, and cried out. "Hello? Hello?"
"Hi, Daniel, it's me..." He was immediately relieved to hear Tessa's voice. "Before you yell at me again, I need you to know I am safe, and free to do what I want."
"Tessa.. I am so sorry! I shouldn't have yelled like that. It was so wrong of me. I am just so worried about you. I need you home with me!" His voice sounded almost desperate. It had been a week now, and he had only had the one phone call from his wife, which he had destroyed.
"In time, Daniel, in time. Right now, I need to stay where I am at. I feel safe here, and I don't feel safe there. But I will call you, every day. It is only fair that you know how I am doing."
Daniel felt immense relief at the words. He at least some form of communication going now, with his wife. "What can I do to help you? What can I do to bring you home to me?" His voice was still tense, as his feelings of lost control were raging, and he needed to have that control back. He needed his wife to be the demure, prim and proper wife he had married. He desperately needed his old life back!
"Let me recover, Dan... I need time and care." She chided him. "I've had a very rough patch, in case you weren't aware."
"I know... I know... I'm sorry, Tess... I'm so sorry..."
There was adding in the background. "Listen, dinner is ready, so I'm going to go. I'll talk to you tomorrow. Bye."
Daniel looked at the receiver incredulously. "What the Hell as gotten into her?"
She smiled to Ofi as she disconnected the call. Seated in his lap on the couch, she wore a silky sundress, the only garment on her as Ofi held her to him, gently caressing her as she endured his frantic voice. She looked up to him, and gave him a soft kiss on the lips.
"Thank you, Ofi. I need to do this."
------
During this time, Tessa was given leeway with her schedule at work, Ofi saw to that. Besides, he had some other things to attend to, like the discipline of his two nephews, not to mention the third little thug. He did not take kindly to the violation of the woman he considered his bride. Andre and Duane seemingly dropped off the face of the planet, never even being reported as missing persons to the police. Charles wound up experiencing a very severe beating, along with a series of deep and serious wounds to his skin and muscles, and he was next to wind up in the hospital. Charles, being streetwise, knew better than to say what happened, or why he was beaten. It would have been beyond foolish to admit that he helped gang-rape his former teacher.
Tessa started seeing a psychologist, one who specialized in sexual abuse and rape victims. She started with a once-a-week schedule, but soon wound up going daily. The therapist helped her to dig out some real problems inside her emotions. There were lots of tears, and lots of pain, and after each session, Tessa went home... to Ofi's house. There she was met with tender loving support, and when she asked for it, loving, passionate sex. Ofi was only too happy to oblige.
Daniel started to rebuild his wrecked career, suffering the indignity of having to face his former subordinates, who were now his equals, or in two cases, now his superior. They pay-cut was insubstantial, but the message was clear. He had fallen into great disfavor with the leadership. One more misstep and he would be gone.
-------
Tessa, for her part, had been in a fearful state, not really wanting to be with any man, let alone the man who left her to the perils of others. Except for Ofi. He had made her feel warm, welcomed, and most of all, safe. She was dreading that she was pregnant, and that gave her mixed feelings and fears on top of that. She was also feeling abandoned and perhaps a bit worthless. Her self-esteem had taken a beating. She confessed these feelings to her therapist, whom she had been now seeing three times a week. Some of these hurts and fears she cried out, some of it she expressed in safe conditions where she could express the rage she felt, and some of this she simply talked out. For reasons she didn't at first understand, she had taken to preferring the comfort of Ofi's presence.
It started with his taking her to his home, and ensuring her comfort and safety. Then the meetings to verify Tessa was recovering, and then following up with her work, and her precious project for troubled and troubling students. Ofi had always been confident, reassuring, and compassionate. Soon the meetings had turned into lunches, and then after-work meetings, and then early dinners.
She found herself finding the only security she could sense when Ofi was with her. He was the very essence of an attentive, self-assured, and strong man. To Tessa, Ofi gave the impression of being in control of all he surveyed. He never once did anything inappropriate, and never once spoke ill of her husband. He remained dignified and respectful, despite his own feelings. But to Ofi, this was working far better than his original plan of sweeping her off to his homeland and keeping her there.
-----
It took two more weeks before Tessa moved back home. During those two weeks, Tessa and Ofi had made love numerous times, each time growing more passionate than the last. Their post-coital glow and sharing gradually turned from the present and into the future.
"Tessa, I know I have spoken to this before. Many times. But I want to again put it plainly. I am asking you to be my wife. I am asking you to marry me." Ofi began.
Tessa groaned. "I know.. I know... and there is so much to you to be loved by. I cannot deny I have special feelings for you, feelings no other man can touch, not even my husband. But I'm still married, though I don't know for how long. I may go home, and find myself served with divorce papers. He may be dedicated to making our marriage work. I just don't know. I've learned that..." and her words were interrupted by Ofi's soft kiss. "I've learned that being with you is incredible, and not just in bed." She grinned. "Though I can't fake what you make me do. You are an amazing man and an amazing lover..." She grinned and kissed him back.
"I hope you can decide soon. For though I have not discussed it with you, I must return to my homeland soon. My visa will be expiring, and I am needed back to my home. I would be thrilled to bring home with me the woman who has captured my heart."
The news struck Tessa like a lightning bolt out of the blue. "Ofi! Why didn't you tell me this?"
"It's because I want you to love me for me, to be my wife and live your life happily by my side. I want it out of your heart, not out of some fear of the calendar."
Tessa broke into wide smile, and nestled into him. Together they fell asleep in bed, as they had been for the past week and a half.
------
Her first night back at her home was filled by nightmares and a very bad freak-out when Daniel tried to make advances on her. Left alone to his own devices had only sated him so much, and he needed to feel the touch of a particular woman. His woman. Yet when he moved his body on top of her as she slept, she popped awake, and screamed. Thrashing about, she was able to get Daniel to stop, and she bolted from the bed.
"Don't you EVER try that again!" she yelled at him, her chest heaving in the thin mint satin nightie. She dashed from the room in tears, leaving Daniel to figure out what to do. His best solution? Leave her alone. Tessa spent the night on the couch, huddled in a blanket and sobbing herself to sleep.
The next morning, she started to move into the guest bedroom. When her husband got home, she took him into the kitchen and sat down at the table with him, holding his hands in hers.
"Daniel. Listen..." she told him directly. "Last night was too much for me. I'm sorry, but I can't do that yet. Being in that room and reliving what happened to me is too much. I have too many bad memories. I know I've been going to therapy, and it is helping, but my therapist has made me realize that my recovery is going to be slow. I don't know if ever." She lifted a hand to caress his cheek. "I'm sorry. I know you have needs. But I can't satisfy them. Not now."
"What about me?" Daniel came back with, almost sounding pathetically.
"Get your own therapist. You can't use mine." She simply replied, and then rose, leaving him sitting there. Shutting the door to her bedroom, she curled up in bed, and swiped her cell phone on, and called Ofi.
"Hey, it's me." She started.
"Are you alright? Need me to come get you?"
Letting out a deep breath, she admitted to him the incident the night before, and how she was feeling. "Truth is, Ofi, I realize that by being apart from you, I really do love you."
Daniel had been standing outside her door, eavesdropping. His heart sank at the news.
------
"Tessa, what are we going to do? I can't have my wife behaving like this. The only neighbors we have left barely acknowledge me, and I am all the more miserable at work because I can't be with you like I need. I need to have my sexy, beautiful wife back!"
Tessa had just finished the dishes after cooking another nice dinner, this time one of spaghetti and meatballs for her husband to enjoy. Instead of compliments, she got this slap in the face.
Shaking her head, she didn't say a word, and just went to her bedroom, again closing the door, and made a phone call...
The next evening, after returning home from a therapy session, she picked up the house phone, and made a call. She had received some great news, but more importantly, had made a decision.
"Hi, Ofi, it's me, Tessa. I'm so sorry to bother you after hours, but I would like to see you. Can you come over?" she asked in her demure, soft voice.
She had hoped to tell her husband that things had to change, but he wasn't around at dinner time. He was scrambling at his new position, at the office, demoted, and yet still employed. His supervisor told him that if he had some strong success, he might once again be allowed to apply for his former job. For now, he should be grateful he was still employed, even if it was just as an analyst.
"Of course. I shall see you shortly." Was Ofi's reply. It would allow Tessa forty-five minutes to prepare.
Tessa took a quick shower, and trimmed where she needed, from touching up her landing strip and makeup to giving her nails a look-over. She had gotten to weekly manicures, something her therapist had suggested, to help build her self-esteem.
"Everyone should spoil themselves, just a little." She had said.
Going to her wardrobe, she daintily went through her clothing to see what she might like best to wear for the meeting. After going through the closet twice, unable to decide, she had a notion, and smiled. She went to her dresser and pulled out a pair of black lace garters, and black-seamed stockings. She took her time, to ensure her seams were straight and aligned with each other. Then she stepped into a pair of black patent leather stilettos, fastening the ankle straps carefully.



The last thing she pulled out was her dress. It was a very 1950's-era style, black satin, with a wide circle skirt hemmed at the knees, a curve-hugging bodice, and a built-in shelf-bra. The sleeves could be worn fully up, or off the shoulder, and she opted for fully up. No need to give any false impressions, she thought. It was then she heard the front door open and close. She was twirling softly in the full-length mirror, watching the sweep of the skirt, as Daniel entered the bedroom.
He let out a soft whistle as he saw his wife, and let his eyes drink in her beauty. He hadn't drunk in more than her at first, until she stopped and looked to him. She was cordial.
"Welcome home, Daniel." She greeted him with a hint of formality. "Have you eaten?"
"Yeah, I had a burger and fries on the way home. I'm sorry I'm so late. I couldn't avoid it." He replied, advancing on her. His erection was already forming.
She held up her hands when he reached to her, holding him at arm's length. "Not tonight. We have company coming over." She then moved past him, and stopped at the door, giving the bedroom a last look over. It was then Daniel noticed that the room had been tidied up, and he wasn't positive, but he thought the sheets had been changed too, as the bedding was turned down.
He had, initially, held out hope he might get laid tonight, when he first saw her. When he had gotten home from the hospital, he wasn't interested in anything except his pain relievers and sleep. But as he recuperated, his need to reclaim his wife, sexually, grew and grew. Most recently he had grabbed her from behind and started to dry hump her, as she was getting ready for a trip to the school district office. His wife had to fight him off with her long nails, and another argument had ensured.
Tessa had taken to sleeping the guest bedroom, as she still had some fears about being in her own bed. She couldn't. Not after what happened to her. She had even thrown away the silver satin sheets. Replacing them was easy, as there were several sets in the hall closet, but even her pillow had to be discarded. There also wasn't a bungee cord to be found in the house.
Tessa had taken to distancing herself from all men, save Ofi, and that was because she felt him valuing her as a person. Not treating her with pity, and not with some jealousy, as her husband had. To Dan, this was all her fault. He thought less of her for her ordeal, thinking she had been defiled, and perhaps even now unworthy of his wedding ring.
They had fought a several times, now, as Daniel was insisting on sex, yet she wasn't ready for such intimacy, at least not with him. He had taken to calling her a slut and even a whore when they argued, which did more to create a split between them. To Dan, she had acted very improperly, and now they both suffered for it. But that one small kiss had been as big as a crash of thunder.
-----
The bedroom was made to perfection, the peach satin sheets replaced with white ones, the same ones, ironically, that were on their bed the night they came home from their honeymoon. The table lamps on low, and the rest of the room dimmed. It gave hope to Daniel that there would once again be sex in their marital bed. It would be Daniel finally taking his place where he belonged, on top of his wife, and thrusting in her until he climaxed. He saw his beautiful wife, made up into her full, sexy beauty, but he was rebuked, which hurt him, and made him angry. The home had been restored to its pre-fire and pre-home invasion state, with fresh paint and kitchen repairs nearly completed. Utilities were restored, and in all outward appearances, the house was normal again.
Well, as normal as circumstances would allow. When Roberto's wife got home, after receiving the news of her husband's passing, she was going through the stages of grief as one would expect. Despite her husband's philandering ways, she was loyal and devoted. That was mainly because she didn't know of his predilections towards their neighbor. But tension existed, and for Tessa, the breakdown in communication suited her just fine. The less she thought of Roberto, the better she felt.
But Daniel only knew that he wasn't getting what he wanted. He wanted his wife, on her back, with her legs wide, toes pointed at the ceiling, with his body pumping into her. The fact she stopped him with the knowledge of company coming frustrated him immensely. He had an immediate hard on to get rid of, and quickly, and seeing his wife give a womanly gaze to ensure that the bedchamber was exquisite only gave him more want. He had decided that one way or another, his wife was having sex, whether she wanted it or not.
A ring of the new doorbell interrupted his thoughts, and as he emerged from the bedroom, he saw his wife smoothing her skirt and checking herself one last time in the mirror before opening the door. Standing back, she admitted Ofi to the house, with a smile, a genuinely warm one. There was a tension between them, even Daniel could feel it, and it made him anxious. Not to mention the anger he already held towards the black man who had been the first to defile his wife, despite the fact she was a willing participant.
"Everyone, please, let's have a seat in the living room?" She asked politely, her 1950's prim and proper manners surfacing.
Daniel took his place in his recliner, swiveling it away from the television, and to the conversation, while Ofi sat on the couch at one end. Tessa, seated herself on that same couch, about equally from each man, yet taking the time to splay and set her skirt properly. Crossing her legs demurely at the knee, she leaned back, and looked back and forth to each man. She had to steel herself up just a tad, and used a mental tool her therapist gave her to calm down, taking a few deep, slow breaths. During this time, Daniel just glared at Ofi. Ofi, for his part, simply looked back at the man, assured and confident. He held an almost superior smile on his thick, black lips.
"I have some news to share," Tessa began, breaking the ice, and the tension. "And I want to tell you both. Daniel, you are my husband, and you should know, and Ofi, you have been a great man to support me as you have, and I wanted to share this with you as well."
"Of course, Tessa, and thank you for being willing to share with me." Ofi interjected calmly. His lips still tingled with a kiss they had shared earlier that day, and he wanted more of the woman. The fact Dan did, too, meant nothing to him. Ofi was almost predatory in his calm demeanor.
Daniel, saying nothing, simply let his wife continue.
"The biggest news, for now, is that somehow, despite everything." She had to pause and take a breath. "Despite everything, I am not pregnant." She looked first to Ofi, and then to Daniel, to get their reactions.
"Why this is great news, Tessa, I am glad to know your fears have been defeated. You are obviously a very strong woman." Ofi praised her at the news, his lips breaking into a wide smile, showing rows of gleaming teeth.
"Thank fucking God!" Daniel blurted out. "It's about time this nonsense was over with!" He had an immense sense of relief. Tessa and he had spoken about her having an abortion, in terms of an unexpected pregnancy. Daniel was all for it, but Tessa had decidedly mixed feelings about an unplanned pregnancy. But that discussion had been about an accidental child between the two of them, and not a third person.
Tessa held up her hand to her husband to quiet him. "Please, Daniel, I am not finished. "
She spoke as the room grew silent. "The doctor says that the reason I was a week late was because I had actually started as pregnant, but something went wrong, and I had what is technically a miscarriage."
Again, Daniel blurted out. "So the good news is you aren't pregnant by one of those black bastards!" His tone was arrogant and filled with anger. The fact he had just offended her house guest was lost on him.
"I am sorry, Tessa." Ofi responded, after giving Daniel a look. "I know at some point you would like to have children. Does this mean you will have problems in the future?" His voice was warm, caring, and decidedly interested.
"Of course, Ofi! The doctor says I am fully healthy, and I can have as many children as I want."
Both men had to smile at that, as the same idea hit them at nearly the same time. Each man could give the woman they considered his wife a child by them!
"Again, Honey, great news!" Daniel spoke first. "So why is he here?" He asked, as he nodded to Ofi.
"Ofi is here because I asked him to be. He has become very important to me, and has helped me a lot in getting over all of this." She began. "But after talking this over with my therapist, and even praying about it, I have come to a conclusion."
Tessa left a hanging pause in the air, as each man sat, while she adjusted her seat, and shifted down the couch to the man she would address.
"Ofi, since the child I lost was to be a black child; I feel it necessary to have one. I am hoping you will give one to me?" she asked, reaching out to hold his hand.
Daniel lost his mind and cut off Ofi before he could even speak. "What the fuck?!?!?!" he demanded.
Tessa snapped her head around, and she spoke in a harshest tone she had ever used with her husband, short of a real argument. "You heard me, and you can either accept it or leave. I don't care!"
Ofi, for his part was at once tense and ready, and still calm and polite. He shifted in his seat, and turned to face the woman of his dreams. Holding her hand, he smiled to her. "I would be honored, Tessa. Of course I will. I would love to be with you."
Daniel started to burst out of his chair, and his voice was already ranting about his place, his status as her husband, and other things he felt was his right by marriage.
Ofi, for his part, was far faster to his feet, and held one hand behind his back, under his coat. The other he kept in plain sight and even extended across Tessa to protect her, if necessary. "The woman has spoken." Was all he said.
"Daniel, sit... down!" Tessa spoke in her teacher voice in a command to her husband. "You have to accept this, or we are through. Right here and right now. This is my life we are talking about, not yours. I am through being the doormat you can walk on and demand things of. I am your wife, not your slave!"
Daniel, for his part, was standing, but his jaw was flapping. His wife had never stood up to him like that. Not since he had first met her, not even in their first argument, or even their recent ones. Her tone was acid, and serious. For the first time in his life, he realized his wife was not his person, but a person in her own right.
"Ofi, I am so sorry for his outburst. I should have asked you this at dinner tomorrow or something." Tessa said by way of an apology.
Ofi, for his part, did not take his eyes off of Daniel, his stare the same one he gave to Andre, Charles, and Duane when he walked in on them raping Tessa. "Not at all. To delay matters is to only make it harder on you. I am ready for you when you are."
Indeed, with her soft vanilla-citrus perfume and soft, feminine look, she was the quintessential woman ready for the bedroom. "How about now?" and she started to draw him off to the freshly prepared bedroom. Looking to Daniel, she spoke. "If Ofi allows, you may watch, otherwise stay out here."
"He can come, Tessa, I do not fear him, and we both know what he does when he sees his woman in the arms of another man." Ofi chimed with a superior sneer.
Daniel, for his view, couldn't think of what to say. Any more arguing would come across as whining, and he was in no position to fight the lean, wiry black man. He was in a bad spot, and had little real choice. He could either leave now and head direct to an attorney in the morning, or he could stay put and listen, which would give him more torment, or he could simply follow and watch, and hope he got some sort of redemption with her. He chose the latter, and followed at a short distance, quietly. What choice did he have?
Despite his attitude towards Tessa, he loved her deeply. If he left her now, it would only drive her more deeply into the black lover's arms. Divorcing would break his heart, and it would only be a final option. Everyone knew he had somehow found a sexual pleasure in watching his wife in the arms of other men, even if it was rape. There was nothing he could do to overcome all of this, at least at this point. He was defeated, and he knew it, though hope did spring eternal. Maybe she just needed this one time in a consensual act? Just have only one child? Maybe he could come to terms with that?
------
By the time Daniel entered the bedroom, he saw his wife standing before her lover, her arms up about his neck, eyes shining in a smile as he lowered his face to hers. "Oh, Ofi..." she purred, and then began to a very passionate and even lewd kiss.
His hands went to her hips, and started to caress her curves, the thin black satin yielding to his every move, allowing his fingers to feel her. His long, dark fingers played along the lines of her garter belt, and across her behind, until he dropped his grip with both hands to her ass, and started to feel her, with a full, firm, and hard grasp.
Tessa, for her part, let him hold her close, her one foot lifting softly as the deep, sensual and arousing kiss made her start to display her need for him. The seduction of her body wasn't starting now, but had begun earlier, with a small kiss.
Her soft voice mewed into his mouth as their lips broke their seal, revealing their wrestling tongues, as Daniel watched on, his heart thudding in his chest. Her fingers trailed softly along the back of his neck and head, playing her nails to lightly scratch his ebony skin. Her body was rapidly growing aroused, and she let Ofi pull her to him, molding her curves to his hard body.
Dan, for his part, could only sit in the same chair he had been tied to, only this time more comfortably, though he found his hands gripping the arm rests very firmly. Watching Tessa be held like this, and so obviously offering herself to this black warrior had an arousal of its own. After almost a day of watching his wife be with black men, he found the thought of interracial sex at least understandable. Based on how his wife was reacting, he could see from her point of view how much lust it could create. He would just have to reclaim her afterwards. No big deal, after the man left, take her up the butt again, and all would be well! That was his new plan, anyway.
Ofi continued to kiss her, and fondle her, his hands sliding to her breasts, thumbs sliding upwards against the soft black satin constraining them. In short order, her grape-sized nipples were hard and erect atop her full, firm melons, yet another display of her arousal, and to Daniel, her wantonness. Ofi's lips began to kiss down her cheek to her jawline, and then back to her neck, a thousand small kisses, each one imparting in Tessa a sense of growing warmth and affection. When he nuzzled into her hair, and to her ear lobe, nibbling softly she purred, her soft voice turning into a mew when he nipped at the skin below her ear. The nip made her shiver slightly, and she let out a soft laugh. "That tickles!"
"Tell me you hate it, woman." Ofi's low voice demanded.
"Never in a million years." Tessa purred back.
Ofi's hands started to reach for the back of her dress, to unzip it, and she shook her head.
"Later... I have a surprise for you under my skirt." She sexily whispered. "My turn."
To prove her point, her fingers started to daintily but determinedly unbuckle his belt. As she drew down his trousers, she looked up to him and purred. "Let me worship a mighty warrior." She was sliding down as she spoke, to her knees, letting the hem of her skirt form a full circle, a look of full-femininity that Dan had always found erotic.
As Ofi's black cock was freed, it had already begun to rise to attention, and Daniel could not help but feel pangs of real jealousy. The man was larger than he was, easily by half, and a little thicker, too. In comparing Ofi to the thugs who took his wife, he could see where Ofi had a sizable advantage. It also dawned on him just how much of a disadvantage he was at, compared to Ofi.
Tessa then leaned forward, letting her small hands reach to his enormous sac, and gently cradle the princely jewels, while her lips gave a soft, pouty kiss to the man's throbbing mushroomed stick. Her free hand held it steady and soft began to stroke it, as her eyes looked up under her brows to Ofi. It was a definite come-hither kind of look, one that Daniel hadn't seen from his wife in ages. Then she softly fluttered her eyes closed and slackened her jaw, letting the suckling of the man's spear begin, taking more and more of him into her mouth.
Ofi simply stood there, at first, his hands resting on his hips, looking down upon his conquest, until she started to slide her tongue back and forth along the soft, sensitive underside of his black snake. His head fell back on his shoulders with a deep groan, enjoying her skills. Her cupped hands began to ever so gently massage his testicles, letting her long, perfectly manicured nails gently skritch the base of his sac. That new sensation made him moan in pleasure, and his hips began to push at her, trying to drive his cock into her mouth further, while her hand stroked the remaining length.
Daniel could not help but feel a growing erection of his own, especially when he noticed her red-painted lips in stark contrast to Ofi's jet-black manhood. Shifting in his chair, he was stuck having to do his best to hide his own growing arousal, along with the angst of knowing his wife was willfully pleasing another man. It should be her on her knees before him, and blowing him like a bugle. Yet it turned him on to watch Tessa in action. But what Tessa did next made his jaw drop open.
Tessa let both her hands slide to his bare buttocks, and she for along few moments simply massaged and felt them, his softly oiled skin malleable in her fingers, and yet his hard-worn muscles underneath so satisfying to squeeze. She shifted ever so slightly, arching her back and tilting her head, and started to swallow, as her hands began to pull her onto him. Her nostrils flared as she took in all the air she could muster, until she felt an imminent tickle at the back of her throat. Pausing, she simply steeled herself up, then took a final deep breath and used her arms and hands to pull her head forward, while she tried to launch herself forward at her lover, swallowing as she relaxed, until the head of his cock pushed past her gag-spot and into her throat. From there it was easier, and Ofi helped, gently placing his hands on the back of her head to usher her softly, while she continued to drive herself into being impaled.
Daniel watched as she did this new trick, one she had never done with him. He felt another pang of jealousy. She never really tried oral sex with him, and never this passionately, or with such effort. It wouldn't dawn on him for a while that she never had to work Daniel's cock so hard. He was small enough to work it effortlessly, when necessary. He hadn't realized just how stale their sex life had become. He was belatedly remembering what a spark of sexual energy she was. He noticed her throat distend as well, able to track her progress, or Ofi's, depending on how one looked at it. For some reason, Daniel found himself wanting to root her on, encourage her to succeed. Not to please Ofi, but to achieve this goal.
As Tessa felt her lungs start to get impatient, she was relieved to feel her nose touch the small patch of tightly curled public hair the man possessed. At that point, she started to purse her lips and turn her head to and fro a few times, before she began to pull back. Eyes watering, and drool starting to leak from her lips, she was able to finally pull free of the man's girth, and then fall back on her heels, her ample chest heaving as she breathed very deeply.



"The girls at school were right. You can do it this way!" She grinned to Ofi. "You would not believe what the students talk about in between classes."
She then slurped in some threatening drool and kissed the head of his cock again, swirling her tongue around the slit, which was starting to leak the first droplets of pre-emission.
"My lipstick mark is to show others what can be done if you try!" She giggled out, almost like a school girl.
Ofi responded by bending low, and speaking so softly that Dan could not hear, then adding "You are my wife now. Remember that."
"Yes, Ofi." Rolled off her tongue so smoothly that the effect of the words were lost on her, until after she said them.
The both looked to Daniel. "You may leave, if you wish." Ofi said. "I wish to mate with my wife, now."
"Close the door on the way out." Tessa added. It wasn't a command, per se`, but a statement.
Dan, for his part, stood, as Ofi lifted his wife to her heels, and he let his hard, throbbing rod poke at her crotch, through her dress. Using her fingers, Tessa managed to lift the hem finally high enough to allow that black member to start rubbing against her labia. Pulling the silky folds of satin up and aside her hips, she revealed a final important detail to her husband. She was not wearing panties of any sort, not even a thong. Tessa had already made the decision before Ofi had said a word. She no longer considered herself Daniel's wife, in the truest sense of the word. She realized her actions could, and probably would, be construed as adultery, or as they say in court documents nowadays, 'Irreconcilable Differences'. But as she stood there, heels slightly apart, and her petals growing coated with the dew of excitement, she didn't care. Ofi was going to ease her conscience by giving her a child.
Ofi was making her mew again, each thrust of his hips driving his long dong against her slickness, coating his shaft with her leaking lubrication, as his pelvic bone would smack her clit as she rotated her hips to meet him. Eyes fluttered closed, she was breathing heavily, her soft voice speaking breathily. "Oh, yes, Ofi. Make me a mama. Stick it in me!" and her fingers clenched softly, as she then shuddered softly on her heels, nearly falling over as she climaxed, her voice uttering a wail as Ofi's hands were quick to grab her around her waist, and hold her to him.
Gasping softly, she looked to Daniel through dreamy eyes. "Why couldn't you make me do this?" she asked, not expecting an answer. Her head turned to Ofi's and her tongue led an attack of her own, to kiss her lover passionately. That was when Ofi started to move her onto the bed, his hand reaching low to pull the comforter off, and then set her gently back on the shimmering white satin. Breaking the kiss, she smiled to him, a knowing, wide, and bright smile, filled with anticipation and eagerness. By the look in her eyes, Daniel could tell that she was now on her own predatorial hunt, a hunt for babies.
Daniel, at first, tried to will himself to leave, but found he couldn't. He was caught in front of the proverbial train-wreck one couldn't stop watching. As Tessa lay back on the bed, lifting her knees, the black satin shimmered in contrast as it fell down her thighs to her waist, showing Daniel her garter straps and the tops of her sheer, silky stockings, he sat himself back down, using a hand to try and adjust himself within his trousers. His erection was growing impossible to control, yet he could do nothing with it. As Ofi lowered himself to the bed, after kicking off his pants and shoes, he doffed his shirt and tie, and then placed a hand on each side of Tessa's shoulders. His slickened spear dangled at the right angle to invade the white woman, whose legs were poised on the tips of her stilettos, her hands reaching up to his face, giving soft caresses as they shared a long, tender gaze. The sight made Daniel very worried. He suddenly realized that this black man and his wife weren't going to have sex. They were going to make love, and do it passionately.
"What if you do not get pregnant tonight?" Ofi asked.
"Then we will have sex every night until I am, Silly!" Tessa answered.
That was when Ofi began to lower himself, balancing on one hand while his freed hand reached to his shaft, holding it for alignment, and jiggling his mushroomed tip up and down until she opened for him, and he engaged with her. Then he started to lower himself, letting gravity share the load, making his new bride take him into her love canal, in one long, slow, inexorable thrust.
For her part, Tessa sucked in a gulp of air, loudly, and her eyes rolled up in her head, her soft voice crying out loudly. No words, just the sounds of physical stress. She had not had a man like Ofi since, well, she last had Ofi.
------
The divorce paperwork took a little longer to finalize than Dan wanted, or Tessa had planned. The court had decreed a ninety-day cooling off period, to allow the couple to reconcile, if possible. All the delay did was allow the baby-bump to start making an appearance.
After Ofi had left that evening, a well-sated Tessa had simply lay there, and told Daniel to sleep in the guest room. She had an easier night sleeping, but was wakened by a sound in the middle of the night. Daring to investigate, and still in her dress and heels, she crept around the house until she found her soon-to-be ex-husband in the kitchen, a nearly empty tumbler of scotch on the table, and with his underwear around his ankles. He was masturbating furiously, mumbling incoherently.
Sneaking back into the bedroom, she locked the door behind her, and got properly dressed for bed. It was while watching Daniel that she realized her marriage was over. Watching him made her realize she didn't feel sorry for him at all, just as he didn't feel sorry for her. She moved to Ofi's place the next day.
Ofi had to leave the country on schedule, which the court's delay ruined any plans for coming home with a new bride. However, Ofi made sure to speak with her daily, often times twice a day, to share, stay in touch, and provide her with things she would want to know, when she got to his homeland. She spent the delay getting her passport, and packing up the things she wanted to have with her. It turned out to be quite substantial.
As the hearing date approached, Daniel made several more and more desperate pleas for them to get together, and to 'talk things out'. For Tessa, she had done enough. Seen enough. Endured enough. With Ofi's baby swelling inside her, the emotional swing had been completed.
It had taken Ofi three tries to impregnate Tessa, each time more passionate than the last. To her, it seemed as if every time she could give more and more of herself to him, until she missed her period. Then she knew she could give him her everything. The day she confirmed her pregnancy to Ofi, she leapt to his arms, kissing him lavishly, in plain sight of the staff at the school district office. It was then official with the people around her, she was going to be his wife, and she made it official to him, by a simple word. "Yes."
After the judge banged the gavel, they walked out of the courtroom separately. Daniel needed a few moments to cope with the final devastation to his now measly life. His career was all but destroyed, his marriage over with, and his dreams of a proper house, with loving wife and children were over. In the proceedings, the review and dissolution of property were finalized. Daniel kept the house and the belongings, while she kept most of the savings account, half of the checking account, and a third of his retirement plan. Now free to marry, she made a beeline to the phone, to share the news. She ended her call with her new man, just as Daniel was passing from behind.
"mhmm... I'll see you soon. I love you, Ofi... "
It might as well have been a stake in his heart to hear her say that, and he spent the rest of the day crawled up inside a bottle of booze.
Her last day in the country was the day after the court proceeding. The divorce in hand, she tendered her passport at the ticket counter, along with the first class ticket to the father of her child...
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I awoke to the sound of a jackhammer. It was loud, and it was intense, and it was only inside my head. Wow, did I have a headache! I rolled over in bed, and my brain started to come to life, the first desire was to do anything to make the pain stop. A combination of finding a more comfortable position, and keeping my eyes closed. It took me a moment, as I realized something was wrong, but I didn't know what. But I did know that last night had been an epic party!
Between the Jaeger-bombs and tequila, and not nearly enough food, I was pretty well shit-faced about an hour into the fun. I found a dance partner and was moving relatively in time, and on-balance, and hugging and even kissing my newfound friend. It was nothing too deep or intense, but enough to start getting aroused. I was given an impish grin, as my partner had to lean into me and say something over the heavy beat and loud music.
"Wanna try something different?"
I shrugged, and said "Sure! Why not?"
I remember popping a large pill, and chasing it with a tequila shooter. That was it, until the morning construction crew began to pound on my eardrums from the inside. It was that last memory that made me grunt aloud. "I hope I didn't get anything bad..."
I opened my eyes again, keeping them slitted to ease the pain, and it was then I realized I wasn't in my own bed. Frankly, I wasn't even sure where I was. The bedding definitely wasn't mine, and the mattress felt like a plywood sheet. I also had two pillows. Weird. Then I noticed that things didn't seem to smell right. Wrinkling my nose and inhaling again, I was able to identify the scent. It was male body odor. "Someone needs a shower..." I grunted.
There was a lump of bedding, and a body in the bed next to me, so whomever I slept with was still there, snoring. Ah, so a mystery was solved. The snoring was what woke me up, because it was really loud! I still had a headache, though, but it was easing. Having a semi-private moment, I figured I'd better make some basic checks, to see if anything bad had happened last night. I was dreading the thought of having had sex with a total stranger, or worse a resulting illness, or even pregnancy. I was not ready to be a parent, at age twenty-two.
I rolled onto my back, and still this weird feeling persisted. I just couldn't figure out what it was. Things were just... off. So my fingers reached to my crotch, and it was then I had a very sudden shock and realization. It was so shocking that I bolted upright in bed, and screamed. Only the voice wasn't mine. That made me scream again, only this time, the lump next to me also awoke.
"What the fuck?" I yelled.
"Hey, keep it down...I have a headache...." The grumpy voice next to me blurted out.
My fingers delved around, and there was no denying it. I did a triple check, and yep. I now knew what was wrong.
"What the FUCK?!?!?!" I yelled out at the top of my voice.
There was now absolutely no doubt. I went to bed one way, and woke up differently.
I had a penis.
I blinked my eyes, and lifted the sheets, now needing to see it with my own eyes. Yep, there it was, and it was actually standing tall. All six inches or so.
"Great... Morning wood." I grumbled as I still sat there, looking at it.
It was then I realized something else had changed. My girls were gone! Last I remembered, I had a nice pair of C-cup boobs, ones that had gotten me free drinks, a lot of dates, and doors opened for me without even a smile. I would let my breasts bounce and jounce on purpose, just because I got things for free. But evidently that free ride was over. My mind was whirling at about a thousand miles an hour as I tried to come to grips with this new... awakening? The grumpy voice next to me was stirring now. Looking over, I discovered it was a girl. But not someone I even recognized.
"Hey..." I started with. I was feeling way more panic than I was letting on. Another weird thing. "What happened last night?"
The sleepy voice rose to her elbows, and looked about. "I'm pretty sure we're at the party, still." Then she looked at me and eyed me carefully. "Who the Hell are you?" Her tone was suddenly upset.
"I'm Courtney..." It was then I realized my voice was different, and it sounded pretty deep. "Please tell me I'm dreaming?"
"Did you fuck me last night?"
I shook my head. "Uhhh, hardly..." It was then I was realizing I couldn't say why. "Why are you here?"
"I got so drunk last night... The party had gotten out of hand and the cops showed up. So rather than making me call an Uber, they said if I slept here, I'd be alright, so the guy who was hosting the party put me in here. There was some girl in here, puking her guts out, so I didn't want to, but there wasn't much choice."
That explained why I felt like shit. It also explained everything. Well, not everything, of course, there was the matter of just who the Hell I was, or what I was, or what to do about it. I looked around, and my dress was laying on the floor, soaked in vomit. I let out a heavy sigh. "Great..."
I got out of bed, and almost immediately started to fall. I managed to get myself stable on the bed by standing and using my arms to support me in a triangle, leaving my newfound pecker just dangling in its hardness.
"I'm not helping you with that..." my bedmate warned me, as she was getting out of bed herself.
I found myself looking her over. She was cute, auburn hair down to her ass, a decent butt, but her chest was flatter than mine. Or my old chest, or... I dunno, I still had to figure that one out. She was only wearing a thong.
I also had to figure out this new penis-thing. Somehow, I was feeling this intense need, one that was proving difficult to endure. God it was so hard it almost hurt. I looked down at it, and it was throbbing with every beat of my heart. I looked back at her, with what must've been a very pathetic look on my face. I realized she was looking hotter by the second.
I took another try and standing up, and after a moment, figured out the balance. I was tottering like I was still a little drunk, maybe, but I could get around. I also now had this directional pointer. I found my fingers reaching to it, and starting to tug on it. Oh, wow, that was feeling good! I had to do that some more!
As I was playing with my newfound toy, I was moving around the bed.
"I said no! I'm not letting you do this!" She warned, as she backed away from me, frantically looking for something, presumably clothing. I stopped.
"I can't help it..." and the tugging and rubbing on 'my' penis continued, growing more and more fervent. Each stroke was making me feel better and better, like it was a relief, only to be replaced with more stress, that required more rubbing, and then more stroking led to more relief, in a never ending and quite vicious circle.
She managed to find a sweater, and she rapidly pulled it over her head. She was covered, but by then, it didn't matter. I was so aroused, I couldn't walk. In a few more seconds it was all over. I found myself bellowing loudly, my new, deeper voice echoing off the walls, as my new body ejaculated. The surprise was just how much. It just kept coming and coming and coming, at least five or six heavy jets of semen shot onto the floor, landing close to my bedmate.
It was over that quick. Once the climax occurred, I was spent. I was confused, and at a loss. I fell back on the bed, sitting up, my chest taking in deep lung-fulls of air, as I started to get covered in perspiration. I was dizzy, and I had to use one hand to hold myself up. My nose also started to get another whiff of that male body-odor. It was then I realized it was mine. I felt filthy and disgusting, yet with an incredible sense of relief. I was suddenly so tired!
"Courtney? Courtney? Are you alright?" My bedmate asked me. "What happened to the girl what was in here? The puking one?"
I blinked hard, and realized that my release was over. It was the weirdest feeling. Normally a strong orgasm would stay with me for a little while. That ringing of the ears, and flushed chest, and the giggles I got were completely absent! It didn't last all that long, however. Here I was, sitting nude on a bed, with a barely dressed woman, and the sheer knowledge she was next to available was already giving me thoughts. What the fuck was wrong with me?
I absently reached up to scratch my scalp, and then yelled again!
"What happened to my hair?" I yelled.
My bedmate looked at me, quizzically. "Like I'm supposed to know? You have hair on your head, you moron!"
"No,no,no... You don't understand..." Then I realized things were starting to fall into place. I was that puking girl. I was the girl... and now I'm a guy? I started to leak some tears. My emotions were a wreck.
"Who are you, anyway?" I asked with a cracked voice.
"I'm Suzi." She then looked at me. "Are you okay?"
"No." I managed to blurt out as the tears started heavier. Well, that was one thing that worked right. I could cry convincingly on command. Only this time, I wasn't faking it.
"What's going on? Why are you crying?"
I looked up to her. "Don't you see? It's me!"
She had a very quizzical look on her face as her eyes darted around, looking for more of her clothes. She found a pair of jeans, and started to pull them on. "Me, who? I don't get it!" Well, she was blonde.
I started to get angry, which was also out of character. I was pretty even-tempered, usually. I bolted to my feet, surprisingly easily actually, and stood to my full height. "I'm the one! I'm the puking girl!" I was almost yelling, and with my arms out to display my new, taller, naked form, I'm sure I was pretty intimidating.
It was then I started to look around, and realize I was about half a foot taller than I used to be, even in heels. That made me well over six feet tall. Something else new.
"Oh, Bullshit!" Suzi retorted, from the corner retreat she had boxed herself into.
"No, seriously! Come look!" I backed up, slowly, and looked over. Yep, my dress, thong, bra, and heels were all laying on the floor, strewn in a mess, along with a pooled mass of hair. It was the same dark brown I wore. Or had worn? Well, that explained the hair.
Suzi started to warily move over to where I was indicating, and I slid sideways to stand over my belongings. She leaned over and peeked over the bed. Her mouth fell open, and she then stood where she could see well. Fingers rising to her lips, she looked to me, and then to the mess on the floor.
"Oh my God!" she spoke in a soft exclamation. "It really IS you, isn't it?" She was looking back at me, and I must've looked a mess.
I was naked, and I smelled to high heaven, and my face had tears all over it. I shrugged as I moved behind her, and then sat on the bed. I had the weirdest sensation as my cock flopped loosely between my thighs, before I looked up to answer her.
"Yes. I'm not lying. I remember dancing last night, and getting pretty drunk. I was dancing with some girl, and she offered me a pill. I thought it was E or something. Next thing I know, I woke up in bed with you. I must've slept through the... this... well... whatever this is." I used my hands to display my new body.
Oddly, my gesture was still feminine in motion. I also found my crotch starting to grow interested in sex again. It had been all of maybe 10 minutes?
She sat next to me. Too close to me, in fact. Just having her near me was making me horny. I had to slide over a bit, which made her look at me.
"I don't understand what's going on, but right now even the thought of a hand-job is sounding really good." I looked at her, almost pleadingly. "I'm sorry."
Suzi started to nod, and then looked around. "First things first. What are you going to wear? There is nothing here that will fit you..."
Taking a ragged breath, I looked to her. "Are we alone here?" I looked to the closed door. "I mean, in the house?"
"I dunno, let me go check."
She left the door open, and I heard some shuffling about, then some harsh whispers. Unable to contain my curiosity, I made my way to the door, and into full view. Naked, everyone could see me. Well, the three people in the room who were conscious. There were other bodies strewn everywhere, maybe ten in all. Evidently the party had gotten really wild while I was... changing? As I was seen, all eyes turned towards me.
My first instinct was to cover up, and my hand went to cover my crotch, and the other arm to cover my chest. Feeling both a flat chest and a pecker, I let my hands fall. It was just Suzi and the two guys.
Looking at me, I recognized the one guy, he was the host, and the one who had gotten me drunk. He had been handing out booze like it was free. I had no idea who the other guy was. After looking at me, they both started to whisper to each other in a rapid pace.
Finally, the other guy stopped, and looked at me. With a smile, he stepped my way, and offered a hand to shake. "Hello, Courtney. My name is Van. It's short for Vanessa..."
I might as well have been hit with a hammer in the face. My mouth draped open, and I stood there, until I absently shook his hand, though my wrist was bent and my grip weak. It was girl's dainty handshake to this man's. Or was it woman's? I was starting to get a little fuzzy, and I needed to lean against the wall.
"Come, let's get you back in the bedroom." Van directed, helping me as I was in a state of total shock and disbelief! I wasn't exactly expecting any of this, and the implications were now hitting me, fast and furious. "You probably have a lot of questions..."
Sitting back on the bed, I was at first stuck just looking at him. Meanwhile, Suzi and the other guy had also come in. Standing together, Suzi looked like she was still hungover, and I had no idea what I looked like, other than likely to pass out.
"Wh-" I began. "What the fuck is going on?"
Van took a deep breath, and then started to talk. "Let me guess... You were having a great time last night..." Then he stopped, and looked over to the other two, who were looking on with great interest. He then stopped and gave them a shooing motion. "Do you mind? This is hard enough."
Reluctantly they got the hint and left, closing the door behind them. Van looked at me and spoke. "Geez, you look like shit. You need a shower." He began.
"And clothes." I chimed in.
Van grunted with that, and broke a smile. "Yeah, and clothes." He then became more matter-of-fact.
"Here's the deal. You were having fun, and someone came up to you and gave you a pill, and told you it would be more fun, or something like that, right?"
"Yeah, I think so. I was getting pretty hammered."
Yup..." Van nodded. "That's what happened to me. Some chick with amazing tits gave me the pill, and the next thing I know, I'm screaming and tearing the place apart, while I'm naked and discovering my parts are all rearranged." Van looked around the room. "You seem to be taking it pretty well, though. No blood on the walls." he mused.
"This is like some really bad dream... I keep hoping I'll wake up."
"If this is a dream, we're both in it, because it has been two years, for me." Van went on. "I'm still trying to find out who the bitch was that drugged me, but it appears she came back. Word is there are a few others like you and me." He shook his head.
"Whoever she is, she's pretty slick."
"So what... I'm stuck like this?" My voice was far deeper, but rising. I was starting to panic. Tears were streaming down my face as I began to cry hard.
Holding up his hands, he tried to be calm, and soothing. "Listen to me... Courtney... You've got a good name to have. Goes both ways, and you aren't a bad-looking guy at all. Vanessa would have been interested in you. But you need to get used to this. If there is a way to change, I don't know what it is. Believe me, I've looked." His voice sounded sorrowful.
"The hardest part was faking Vanessa's death. I had to think about it long and hard, but it was the only way to get my parent's to move on. Can you imagine how they would take this? My dad had a heart condition. I figured with a clean break they could mourn over was better than anything else. They would never believe I was me." His head was shaking softly as he ended.
"So... there is absolutely no way to go back?" I was in disbelief.
"No. The old Courtney is now a new Courtney."
I had to give him credit, he was sugar-coating it pretty well.
"So what do I do? I don't even have my purse. My ID, my money, everything is at my dorm." I started to cry. "I don't even have any clothes!"
"Shhh, shhhh shhh." He tried to comfort me. "Everything will be alright. I'm going to help you, because no one helped me, and I know how painful it is." He stopped when there was a knock on the door.
Suzi poked her head in. "Hey, I gotta go. I need my things."
She didn't even ask for permission, just came in and started to gather her belongings. Looking down at me, she had a look of pity for me. Shaking her head softly, she then made her way out.
I started to get cried out. To his credit, Van had simply sat there and watched, trying to soothe me. Finally, after probably fifteen minutes, I was done. Well, at present. Sitting back up, I wiped my runny nose and looked for a tissue. Not finding one, I simply wiped the slick snot on the bedding. Van chuckled.
"Well, you are starting to act like a guy." His smile was wide.
"Huh?"
"Guys can be pathetic slobs, among other things, and it is hard to look like a guy, and act like a guy. You need to start to do that right away. If you don't, some gay guy is going to take a shine to you, and trust me, unless you like it back there, it's going to suck. I had that happen to me. It was the hardest thing I ever did, punching the guy with all my strength like that, but I learned something. Guys have way more strength than girls do, especially when they are angry. You'll learn that, too, at some point. In the meantime, we need to get you dressed and outta' here. I'll be back. Go grab a shower."
A shower right then sounded brilliant.
Taking one was weird, the water even felt different? Washing was even weirder. I went to wash under my boobs, only the girls were absent. Washing my crotch gave me a raging hard-on. That was a new struggle. I felt like everything I saw made me horny. So I did what I had to and got rid of it, letting the ejaculate spurt into the drain. I didn't want to leave a mess behind.
Washing my hair took all of a minute, it seemed, and when I reached for crème rinse, I realized I didn't have enough hair to worry about it. That brought me some more tears, so to help cover them I stood and faced the shower, letting the hot water blast me until I was done. Stepping from the shower, I used a towel that was hanging there, and dried myself, being careful to not tease my new-found manhood. I was finding that the simplest touch would set that thing off!
Urinating was the next thing I had to do, so I sat down and tinkled. In mid-pee, Van came back.
"Umm, you know guys stand to do that, right?"
"Huh?" I looked up quizzically. Then I looked down. "Oh. Yeah, I forgot." I then reached for tissues to wipe, only to be faced with that appendage. With a sigh, I simply stood and dumped the tissue in the water and flushed.



"Here, try these. They are probably not going to be an exact fit, but a belt with help."
Getting dressed in jeans and a pull-over shirt wasn't so hard, though everything was backwards, and felt rougher, for some reason. Not having a bra on was probably the hardest and I felt very self-conscious about that. I missed my girls. Van brought me a pair of worn flip-flops and gave me a look-over.
"Yep, this will do until we get you situated. Where do you live?"
"Miller Hall. My parents got me a shared dorm room, though I haven't met my roommate."
He sighed. "Well, that's good and bad. Miller Hall is girls-only, and your roommate doesn't know you, so if we can get in and out, we won't have any problems. After that, I'm going to have you room with me. It's not very big, and you'll have to sleep on the couch, but at least you'll have a roof over your head, and a chance to figure out who you really are, now."
I was actually quite grateful, and went to Van to hug him as a way to say thanks, but he held up his hands.
"Whoa there, Batman. Guys don't do that. Not unless they are Bro's or something. We're not there, yet...."
I stopped, with a hurt look on my face, but I got it. I was going to have to change who I was in this world, not what I was. That was now permanent. Wordlessly, I turned, and gathered up my clothes, and stuck them in a donated plastic bag. With that, we left, and headed to the dorm, and see about gathering my stuff....
((A Chapter 2 is pending demand...))
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"And this is all that's worth noting tonight." Then the weather-girl broke into her almost porn-star wide smile, and finished out the evening broadcast. "Good night, and be safe everyone... Bye-bye."
Oskar pointed the remote at the screen and the TV went blank. He was seated on the couch in his extravagant office, alongside his latest recruit to the Rhino Empire, Mrs Suzi Recreant. They had just viewed a clip of her daily broadcast as a weather girl with a Southern California television network which Suzi had brought along, as part of her presentation package at her final interview for the vacancy at Rhino Multimedia as an anchor on the soon-to-be-launched Rhino TV Network.
"Very impressive," he said, "I can see why you have proved to be such a popular celebrity."
Suzi sipped the cup of herbal tea, which had been served on arrival at Oskar's office and she smiled at the back-handed compliment, "Thank you. That was just one of the jobs I did before moving on to be one of the news team."
Oskar nodded as he absorbed the seductive tone in her voice. There was no doubt in his mind that this lady would be a very attractive 'face of the franchise' to Rhino.
He took out his phone and tapped a couple of keys, and so began the almost imperceptible hum from the speakers hidden in the ceiling. He referred to the file he was holding, which contained Suzi's CV, photograph, and other pertinent information about the young, buxom lady, "Why don't you tell me a little more about your background as a newscaster; for example how your average day was spent; were there any 'stand out' moments?"
Suzi heard the request through a relaxing fog that seemed to have enveloped her brain. She looked at the most attractive black man who was gazing intently into her eyes and without any aforethought launched into 'her story'.
******
"I could almost see myself on the televisions across our small metro coverage area, that same smile that gave me a casting couch session, and a small job modelling some ladies' cocktail and evening wear, before I got called up to be the new Hot Weather-girl in San Diego.
"A couple of interviews, and there I was, gesturing about the weather, and sometimes field reporting for a small but burgeoning TV station. The News Director decided my wardrobe for me, usually a silky or satin top, one that displayed my D-cup girls prominently, as well as a flirty miniskirt, or ultra-tight pencil skirt. My heels were always stiletto, and usually patent leather, in various configurations. I prefer ankle-strap heels as they stay on when I had to move quickly. I won't say run, because I have never mastered the art of being able to actually run in a pencil skirt and heels, to my chagrin one night. I was covering a local riot, instigated by one of the racial-support groups advocating black rights.
"I had been trying to interview one of the leaders, and something went wrong, somewhere, and the next thing I knew, myself, my camera man, and my producer were running for our lives. Only they were men, and wore pants and tennis shoes, leaving me behind in the dust, and to my own fate.
"I was gang-raped that night, and the next morning, the likeness of my nude form being humped by a late-comer to my demise was being played on network news across the globe, with the necessary spot-blurs to keep the FCC happy. The internet, however, had no such restrictions, and a large number of viral videos showed me in my nude glory, from multiple angles, being fucked like a lion eating a meal, and my soft voice begging him not to cum in me and give me his black bastard... "
Her voice trailed off and she sat there in a trance as the pleasurable memory of those black cocks played through her mind. How long she sat there was a blank spot in her memory, but when she did surface it was to see that Oscar was now sitting behind his desk. He looked up and saw that she had awoken, "Ah good, you're back with us. Well Suzi, what can I say other than, welcome to Rhino. Our people will be in touch."
******
I got a call from my current employer, Rhino Multimedia the following week. I was flown to their national headquarters in Hawksville, a very impressive campus, and lots of happy, smiling, and well motivated staff doing staff-things. Once I was there, it was only six days before I was marked for a trade, from my old employer to Rhino Multimedia.
I had been so very impressed with the Rhino business model, of low-profit and high volume, and the rapid expansion. First with cell phones, and then the associated infrastructure, and then consumer televisions. From there, broadcast media was the next logical source, and someone somewhere made the obvious connection of going to TV maker to TV content producer! The President, himself, interviewed me, a nice man named Oskar, and while I don't remember much, I do remember feeling elated, and calm, and having this really strange taste in my mouth, that I had no idea where it came from.
I left with a contract to have my attorney review, and a new gift, a brand new Rhino Cell Phone, in an exquisite black case! I had to wait until I got back to the house that Rhino had rented for me to charge it and figure out how to get it all programmed and working, but from that day on it has been with me constantly.
*******
It was funny how long it seems between the sign-off and when the stage director says 'OK, we're off." It is actually only about two seconds' time but it is amazing what you can think about in that short span. I have no idea why but that evening my thoughts flashed back to the night I was gang-raped. It was a memory that often came to me and although I should have been traumatised by the experience it was something that I secretly had found pleasurable and now, dare I say, craved.
For tonight though, my thoughts quickly focused on me and this wonderful turnaround in my life that was my career.
I had only been with RMM about two months now, and my first ratings reports were coming in. I was scoring well. Far better than even some of the top-tier stations network anchors. My mood was terrific, as was my boss's but then, who doesn't want to look at the sexily-attired newswoman?
My work done for the evening and I felt very comfortable as I walked to my new Mercedes.
Wow, a new Mercedes. My attorney had caught something I had missed in the contract, a healthy signing bonus which was enough to buy myself a great car and pay off my school debts. Life was good for although I graduated college only three years ago now, age twenty-five, I was already looking forward to being debt free and I had a husband who loved me. I called him on my Rhino phone.
"Hey, Zackers, how's my husband doing?" I asked cheerfully. He really was a complete wimp and so indecisive about, well, almost everything; I loved it. When I came to Hawksville for the 3 months that would be my probationary period, there was no question that he wouldn't be coming with me, I mean, I loved having him around and he was good for my ego.
My husband of two years answered, and with his characteristic indecision asked, "Hey, Babe. I'm at the mall. My old cell-phone keeps dying on me; I need to get a new one. Want to meet me and help me decide?"
I told him to stay put and that I was on my way to meet with him.
Zack was so very good to me and I loved that he asked me for things, rather than told me; a complete contrast to the way my father treated my mother.
As I made my way to the parking lot I recalled the time when it all became clear to me as to their relationship.
I really didn't care for the way my father ordered her about like a General commanding the troops. It was only after I graduated college that, I finally had the nerve to ask her why she put up with it.
'I have a little side-thing going on, dear," she had said, while patting my hand. "Now just keep this between us; while your father provides for me, I'm not providing for him!" She broke into a wide, Cheshire-Cat smile.
After some needling, whining and begging from me, she finally admitted she was sleeping with the black man across the street and had been for over a year back then. I could understand why she was so attractive to men, since she was still in her forties and looked great. I only hoped I looked that amazing when I hit that age!
She had told me that she had gotten a new television, and a new voice-controller-thing that ties in with the internet. It allows you to just talk to it, and give commands, and things like the lights will turn on and off, or the TV will change channels, or it will even act as a remote speaker.
She had told me she liked that feature a lot, especially when doing the dishes, so she could follow her favorite music, and just listen to the white-noise of music it seemed to know when just to play. She could relax, and the next thing she knew, the kitchen was spotless, she had time on her hands and she had a caller at the door.
The caller was the neighbor, a man called Malik. I'd met him on one of my previous trips back home, but it was just a perfunctory 'Hi, hello, see ya' later!' kind of thing.
I could see why my mom was attracted to him. He was tall, devastatingly handsome, and had a smile that could make a girl swoon. Had I not already been engaged to Zack, my future husband, I might have succumbed to Malik's devilishly wonderful charms! As it was, when he called at the house I would make my way out and he would make his way inside.
He went inside the house, inside the master bedroom, inside the marital bed, and inside my mother.
I had to wave my hands and stop her talking, to keep me from hearing more details, which my mom seemed only too happy to offer. Some things are just better left unsaid between parents and their children!
*******
I had parked my car on one level of the parking structure higher than I needed, so I could protect my precious new white baby from any dents and dings.
I started down the level to find the stairwell. My outfit consisted of a set of tall spiked heels, which I needed as I was only five-foot two inches, and weighed an admitted 115 pounds. With my over-sized 'girls' for my frame, I looked a bit like a porn starlet, complete with tight bubble butt, which my heels helped show off magnificently, or so my husband liked to say. My top was a champagne satin blouse, undone to the third button, a contrasting maroon chiffon scarf draped from my neck and shoulder, a wide, black patent-leather belt, and a black satin circle skirt, hemmed above my knees. My auburn hair cascaded down my back in along wavy fall, while my bangs and side-swept part gave me an open, even appealing countenance. It was, as the news director had once put it, a way to connect with my viewers, even if they were total strangers.
My phone had started to vibrate, and as I brought it to my ear, I saw it was making a very pretty and colorful swirling pattern on the screen. It was so pretty that I just stopped and had to look at it. There was nobody on the line just the sound of soft humming.
By now, I was standing at the entrance to the stairwell, and the updrafting breeze was filling my skirt to billow up the circle-cut, until the wind fell out, but only after at least a portion of the hem had risen to my waist, exposing my black lace garter-belt and black-seamed stockings. I made no sound such as squealing in shock at being exposed, it somehow felt good, like I was being a good girl. In fact something in my head told me I should be doing it more, so I just stood there, and let it happen.
Over and over again, my skirt lifted to my waist, and exposed my lingerie and my taut butt to anyone who cared to look my way. It was only a few more seconds, so what could it hurt? Besides, it just felt so, so... right! Onlookers and people driving by could see me, but it felt good to be visible and exposed. I figured it would do no harm and that it would make me popular. I wanted to be popular, what girl didn't?
I stood there almost in a trance, eyes closed and as the breeze continued to blow I suddenly was aware of a pair of hands beginning to feel me, touching me under my billowing skirt, and it felt so good! Next a tender touch was gingerly sliding my panties down, the thin red satin thong falling as if by magic. I found myself shimmying my hips a little to help. It felt so good to be doing that, and to let the hands touch me. It felt even better when my vulva was cupped and I found myself spreading my heels apart, wider and wider. A soft, dark voice was telling me I was being a good girl, and how much I wanted this.
The voice was right; I did want this, very badly, in fact. So much so that to please my companion, I simply attacked his lips with my own, and started to kiss him.
My tongue led the oral assault, and as my labia were being groped, my voice was sighing in a soft mewling, while his tongue wrestled mine into total submission. My eyes had fluttered closed, and I didn't have a clue who I was with, only that a last glimpse of his skin was coal black.
His hands began to molest my chest and I felt my fingers moving to undo a couple more buttons, and allow my perfectly manicured fingers to access the front clasp of my bra. I had come to want to wear the newer-style front clasping bras, the more sheer and lacey ones, because it felt good to wear them and I was being a good girl and wife for wearing them. I was being a good newswoman as well, letting the male viewers see more of my curves that normal, so good that it was my new normal.
The kiss broke when I had to arch my back and moan aloud, as my moistened heat was penetrated by a long, thick, dark finger. Hooked inside me, it began to massage my special spot, and my hips started to rock back and forth in a mating motion. I started making noise, in fact. Lots of loud moans, and my legs tensed to lift me to my toes, while my tiny fists clenched, showing white-knuckled tension.
I was vaguely aware of others around me, but I paid them no heed. I was to be with the man touching me, and so I was being a good girl; a good woman and a good wife. I had no feelings about being watched, I just felt that the finger inside me felt better than my husband's below average-sized penis, but this finger was a better lover than he ever could be. I whimpered and whined, begging him to get back in me, when the finger withdrew.
As I was turned and felt the pressure on my back to bend over, I automatically rotated my hips, and rocked them back, letting the hem of my skirt float up and onto my back. I had an odd sensation of a crowd around me now, but that was okay. They were my viewers, and I wanted my TV audience to see me. It would make me more popular, and my ratings would go even higher.
Then I gasped, the thing that I felt pushing at my petals wasn't a finger, but much larger, and yet it felt wonderful! The penetration was long, and slow, and yet there was no stopping it, even if I wanted to. My mind kept seeing images of my skirt up, and my exposed body surrounded by naked, powerful black men, all of whom would take turns ravishing me. Each one cumming deep inside, using those powerful hips to drive their cocks deeply into my fertile valley, the heads of their cocks pushing their semen against my cervix, as if they could squirt some of their virile black seed past my body's last protection, and impregnate me. The vision if black seed invading my womb and, my belly swollen with an unknown man's black baby was enough, and it pushed me over the edge.
I shuddered hard, and felt a hand clamp over my wailing lips as I cried out in passion, a small splash of my fluids dribbling from my crotch and splattering on the floor, to mix with the dripping lubrication that was already there. A moment later, my head smacked the wall, as I took a final, erratic and bone-jarring pelvic thrust, and my lover climaxed, indeed doing as my visions predicted, holding his thick black cock completely inside me, as the mighty warrior pumped his African seed into my willing pussy. I could feel his spasming black spear as my cervix was scooping into the pool of superior black genes, my body eager to suck in all it could.
I grew warm, and had this wonderful feeling of contentment, though I whimpered as I felt my void vacated, and empty, save for the deposit of semen, hearing him zip up, and then start to walk away.
"Thanks for the fuck, bitch!" He called out over his shoulder, his boots sounding fainter with every step.
I stayed that way, gasping for air as I recovered, having just had one of the more intense sessions of intercourse of late. I wasn't distressed, not sure why, but my mind went to make a comparison with the rare occasions I slept with my husband, it just wasn't the same. He was lacking in almost every way, now, at least for me. He couldn't satisfy me, and as I stood there, bent over, ass rotated to accept another man, I had a dream of another black man taking me. It was short-lived, however, and as I came around, I realized I was alone, and disappointed of that.
I looked around and quickly found my thong, which was still wrapped around one ankle. Pulling it back up, I made sure to securely ensconce my folds into it, keeping any of that man's semen from spilling down my thighs. It was too important to let a single drop go to waste. I was a firm believer, somehow, that every drop of black seed was precious, and not to be wasted on the ground. My place was to enjoy and consume every drop, no matter where a black man placed it in me.
I had started back down the stairwell, my circle skirt billowing up and out unrestrained as my phone rang. The custom ringtone, a version of a recent song that was a hit amongst the teen girl demographic told me it was my husband.
"Hey, Honey!" I chirped out cheerily.
"Are you running late? I need your help to decide what to do!" My husband's voice whined.
"Five minutes. What are your choices?"
"Oh, the usual, like the one I just am turning in, and one by some fruit-based company, but I can't stand them. Too... too... bossy. But they have this phone by a company called Rhino. It comes pretty well loaded, and has this great sound system. It feels good in my hand, and it has a good case on it. It's a shiny black and looks, I dunno... powerful and mysterious? I kinda' like it, but it requires a contract and an extra fee."
"Honey, I'm now an employee of Rhino, remember?" I rolled my eyes. He could be so stupid at times. It was like his brain was the size of a pea, and had the consistency of tapioca. Ever since he started watching our new TV, it was like his IQ dropped daily. "I'll be right there and use my ID, and we'll get the company discount."
******
Zack was still standing holding the phone in his hand when she came into the store. If she could have got inside his head she would have heard ...
... When I got my new phone, I was ecstatic. I loved the way it felt in my hand, and how dense it felt. True to her word, my wife showed her ID and we got a lot of the nuisance fees and other miscellaneous costs eliminated. I was impressed with how capable she was, and how easily she could get things done. If only I could do things as well as she could!
I followed her home to our rented house and admired the view of the rear end of her new car; it was almost as beautiful as the sight of her own 'rear-end'! I felt blessed. Since our temporary move to Hawksville I had so much to love.
Entering the Rhino-provided house, a nice, modern, and well-equipped suburban ranch-style with four bedrooms, a Master suite, and three more full baths, I wanted to grab my wife and hug her and tell her thank you. I got my arms around her and managed to get a single kiss on her closed lips, before she squirmed away. I was a little bit disappointed to hear her say, "Honey, it's been a long day, and I'm tired. Let's just get ready for bed, and call it a night, okay?"



I looked at her critically, and it was true, she looked like she'd had a rough day. Hair mussed, and her makeup disturbed, I was surprised how I didn't see it before. I'd started taking an interest in clothes and makeup, and what looked good, and just knew I could have given her a nice touch-up. Not that I don't already help her with her wardrobe. She brings home all of these really sexy clothes, and I help her select the best one for the day, and even help her get dressed especially when she's going out for an evening dinner meeting with her co-workers and bosses. She has been having more and more of those, and they must be really taxing, because she comes home really beat, looking like a wreck. More than once, she's come home wearing someone else's boxer-shorts, too, and I can only surmise that the meetings are so tough that she's had an accident. My poor wife!
There is a pleasant side-effect to her dinner meetings, and even over-night stays. It gives me the opportunity to bring out my own clothes and play!
Once she's left the house I'd start by turning the TV on, that nice, new Rhino 60-inch flat-screen in the family room, and watch porn. Lately, I've been finding not only interracial porn so hot I could blast-off without touching myself but then I discovered this other topic called sissy porn.
It is where I can dress up, and be as good looking as my gorgeous wife, and then dream about some black hunk having his way with me! I would watch the screen and get lost in the dreams of my legs being split wide, and held open, as a long black spear is invading my ass. No, not 'my ass', it's called my boi-pussy, now, so I am realizing. I've started to sneak some shopping on the internet and found some great sources for women's clothes tailored for my frame, from skirts, blouses and dresses, to even heels, lingerie and sleepwear.
I didn't dare buy anything that looked similar to clothes my wife had. Though I was tempted more than once, because she has such a sexy and tasteful wardrobe, I couldn't take the risk of our clothes getting mixed up. So my favorite was this diaphanous chiffon and satin nightie that draped from my arms and across my flat chest, and ended just at my butt. It was so light and filmy that I couldn't help walking around in it, giggling and trying to sound like my wife, as if it was her in the videos. Doing that play-acting just felt so right, I began to hold out hope that one day I could do it all the time!
I was startled from my reverie as Suzi came out of the bathroom, all scrubbed and clean. Even without her makeup, she looked devastatingly gorgeous. She saw me staring at her, and smiled that brilliant smile.
"Thank you, Honey. I know that stare. I'll take that as a compliment," she sniggled softly as she climbed into bed.
She was under our silky pink satin sheets that clung to her form like a glove and again showed her sexy form. I found myself making my way towards her side of the bed, a signal that I wanted her. Again I was rebuffed, "Not now, Honey, honest. But I'll be good to you tomorrow, ok? I promise! Besides, you need to get your new phone charged up and ready for tomorrow. You'll want it with you." Again, she flashed the killer smile, turned over and was almost instantly asleep.
On the plus side, when she slept, she was like the dead. Nothing short of physical touching would wake her for hours. So that was my opportunity to get dressed up, and enjoy wearing my nightie!
I padded away to the kitchen and after plugging in my phone, I went back to shut the bedroom door, just in case. The only sound was to hear her snoring softly as the door closed. Perfect.
I couldn't help sneaking around the house, even though she was dead to the world. I kept most of the lights off, only turning on those I needed to be able to see. From the outside, it appeared as if we had turned in for the night but the truth was far from it! Stealthily sneaking into the garage, I pulled out my sheer and soft nightie, and grinned as I reached behind the box in the closet and pulled down my pink stiletto heels. They were similar to the ones my wife wore to work, I loved the look and how they made her walk and I wanted that same sultry and sexy sway of my hips. Slipping them on my feet, I was instantly much taller, but felt petite and sexy!
Spinning on my feet, I let the nightie float widely, and found my little pecker getting rock hard. It was a respectable, to me, almost five full inches, and my wife had never said anything about the size, though after watching the porn channels, especially the ones of a redhead getting screwed by these black monster cocks that were probably twice my size, I did begin to understand that I should keep my wife from seeing any of these movies. I laughed to myself as I thought she might realize what she was missing, and have an affair!
I went back into the house and stood there, watching the TV for a moment, and felt this need to go all the way, and dress like a real girl would. I had done it before, and found it very exciting, only to be scared out of my mind when Suzi came home early, with a co-worker, no less! On that occasion I had to hide in one of the spare bedrooms until the house got quiet before I could sneak out and then was able to change back into male-attire.
As I crept down the hallway it was for me to figure that she must've left something in the bedroom that she needed to show him for they were both in there talking when I passed by the door. I couldn't hear what they were saying, other than it sounded for all the world like she had back-talked him as I heard a sharp, resounding slap, followed by her yelping in surprise and then moaning. It went quiet and then they got into this quiet communication.
I didn't dare disturb her to see what was going on but I wish I could treat my wife like that sometimes, especially for refusing me in bed.
Tonight I decided the best thing for me to do was sneak out and come back, later.
I exited the far bathroom with my makeup and wig on, as well as my nightie and heels. I felt so feminine and went back to the TV, to watch more porn. I loved to watch what happened to the actors, before I couldn't stand it anymore and exploded myself.
There was a new video being streamed and the image I saw was of a woman, another redhead, only she was in a parking garage, bent at the waist, her satin skirt up on her back and three naked black guys standing around her. They were taking turns with her, alternating fucking her from behind, or shoving their cocks past her lips, and down her throat. The video ended with a man calling out, "Thanks for the fuck, bitch!" and she was left standing there for several minutes, her skirt flitting about as she was ready in case another black man came by.
I secretly hoped one would because it looked so exciting, and I began to fantasize about my Suzi being that girl, and having all these men fuck her like that, anonymously, bareback, and unprotected, making her risk having the baby of a random black stranger.
It wasn't difficult to fantasize for the woman looked very much like my Suzi, the red hair, the sexy clothes and lingerie just like that she wears. It was so very arousing to me! It was really exciting when I could see her throat distending her neck as she took the whole length like that, and I wondered how it would feel if I did that, and so I decided to try.
Prancing my way into the kitchen, I bent at the waist to poke around the refrigerator, and found a small zucchini. Pulling it out, I looked at it, and stroked its length. It felt cold to the touch, but was warming up as my fingers delicately tickled along it, and then I began to stroke it in earnest. It felt wonderful in my hand, and I found my lips starting to drool, so I made a mistake of slurping it all up, and swallowing.
Shaking my head, I continued to stroke my new toy, and then my concentration was spoiled for my new phone chimed. Distractedly, I went to it, holding onto the green phallus while I sucked it in and out and checked the new device. My phone was telling me it was fully charged, and it began to display these amazing colors. They were so pretty, and so attention grabbing. I brought the phone and zucchini with me into the living room and sat down in front of the TV.
I found yet another a new channel, one of sissy-girls frolicking and playing, stealing kisses from guys and teasing them, while my phone started to vibrate, but just a hint. Suzi had told me it might do that, as hers did, so I ignored it as normal, and began to shift my attention back and forth from the small screen to the big one.
Next thing I knew, I was on my knees on the floor, bending over and balancing the pretend-cock on its end, lowering my lips to it, and kissing the 'head', before opening my jaw and starting to suck on it. I pushed my lips farther and farther onto it, until I felt it tickle the back of my throat. It was enough to make me wretch, but I managed not to vomit. I found the vision of my green cock mesmerizing as it was coated in my saliva, and I wished it was a real one. Like in the videos, especially the one of that redhead girl getting royally fucked in the parking structure. I wanted to be here, so I thought I would try it and see how much of the newfound cock I could take in my boi-pussy.
I had already discovered that wearing heels made it far easier to squat, and lower myself down. Whoever invented high heels was a sheer genius! I aimed the sloppy-tip at my boi-pussy and began to lower myself, letting gravity do the work. All the while I watched the TV, and found a video of some sissy cross-dresser like me being reamed hard by a black man and his hard meat-missile. She was wearing a full-set of lingerie, but had no boobs to speak of, and while she wore heels, she hadn't any wig or dress. I resolved then and there that I would make sure to get the lingerie and be better looking than any other person on the sissy channels. Maybe they would one day select me to be featured on it!
The thought was enough to push me over the edge, and I let loose a loud grunt, my bum surrendering to the invasion of the pretend cock, and I slid further down. I felt so full, and so sexy! It felt so right to be like this, and I resolved to do this more and more. I began to rock my hips and flex my thighs up and down, until I was being fucked like a real girl, and my pecker began to leak. Small droplets of pre-cum splashed against my nightie, and my feet and legs, and even small spots on the carpet but I didn't care. This was so thrilling I vowed to do it with a real man, the dream of a real man fucking me like that girl on TV was the final straw and I spurted my couple of small ropes of semen uselessly on the carpet, while I sighed in frustration. No man's cum would fill me... For now.
*******
"And this is all that's worth noting tonight." Then the new news anchor broke into her almost porn-star wide smile, and finished out the evening broadcast. "Good night, and be safe everyone... Bye-bye."
Having been hired by the new Rhino Multi Media Corporation, Mrs. Suzi Recreant had become a bit of a ratings sensation. Thick red hair, styled in a gentle wave that trailed half-way down her back, and tonight wearing a deeply draped mint-green satin halter dress that showed her complete cleavage. The material flared widely at her waist to reveal black racy garter and suspender straps when she pivoted, which her stage director had her doing at least once a broadcast. She had taken to wearing only the most scant of panties, or a thong that was thin mesh, and revealed her trimmed landing strip. Her viewers knew that there was no doubt, Suzi was a natural redhead. Combined with the smoky eyes and bright red lipstick, she was the quintessential fuck-fantasy for more and more men. Her ratings were skyrocketing.
The RMM creative team knew what they were doing, and electronic billboards were popping up all over town, short videos of Suzi smiling and turning, looking back at her viewers and smiling or blowing a kiss, as a strategically-placed fan threatened to billow up her short circle skirt to her waist, and reveal her charms. Accompanying text revealed her broadcast times, and soft flirts, like "I can't wait for you to see me!"
When the billboards first went online, there had been several car accidents, with male drivers' attentions diverted from the roads, and deep into their sexual fantasies, along with noting the channel and times to see the buxom woman. Her popularity had grown so high that she could not allow herself to be seen in public unless she was dressed for broadcast, even if she was just running to the store for groceries. White males wanted to be with her, white women wanted to be her, and black men? Well...
******
Having finished her late-night news outside broadcast, she was making her way to her Mercedes, strutting her hips as she walked, shoulders back to advertise her 'girls', and cross the street to cut down the alley to the parking structure. The alley was littered with overflowing trash dumpsters, as there was a city-workers strike, which Suzi had dutifully reported on, interviewing one of the black sanitation workers earlier that day.
At the close of that interview, she turned to him and placed an aggressive, deep, tongue-slathering kiss on his lips. The camera continued to roll, of course, and recorded her as she whispered to him that she would 'see you later'.
The Camera crew had already left her and had returned to the studio where back in the broadcast center, the techs were astounded and growing more aroused as they witnessed her behaviour. There was no doubting that Suzi was becoming more susceptible to the Rhino programming than most. Was there a weakness to be exploited? Was it redheads? They would have to study her more closely ... but that would have to wait for later.
For her broadcast, Suzi was wearing one of her trademark outfits, a pink satin shirtdress, hemmed at mid-thigh, with the bottom two buttons undone, revealing the tops of her stockings. The top was unbuttoned to advertise her girls, halfway down her cleavage, and her white heels gleamed. None of this registered with her at the moment. Suzi wasn't in plain sight, not that she would have cared, and her phone was humming pleasantly in her purse. Neither did she care to look up and see the Security CCTV camera blinking its red light to indicate that every movement in the alley was being recorded.
She entered the dark passageway to see the man waiting in the shadows. She caught his arm and dragged him down and started to throw herself at him. It took her no time at all to pull the man's coveralls open, and her perfectly manicured fingers were caressing his growing member, teasing the turgid rod to full-mast.
The worker was no fool, and recognized his chance, grasping her by the hips as he lay down right there in the alley, lying on his back as her tall heels straddled his thighs. She started to squat, her slender fingers trying to aim that long, throbbing black missile as it started to dribble some of his virile pre-emission. She sighed loudly, her blue eyes rolling up in her head as her slick labia parted from the contact of the sanitation worker's dark meat. Engaging the head, she then let gravity take over, her soft voice emitting along, feline growl. She lowered herself fully, the silky hem of her dress flaring out as she did so, exposing her backside to the man, and her black cock-filled pussy to the camera.
Hard, calloused, black hands reached up under her dress, and began to maul her butt cheeks, the grasp so hard it made her yelp softly, each finger leaving a constellation of small bruises. For several days hereafter, a lucky television viewer might notice the extra marks on her flesh when she twirled on the set. She was a marked woman, marked for and by black men.
Suzi was bounding up and down on the black sanitation worker, letting her thin skirt rise and fall effortlessly, as the camera rolled, and she flexed her core muscles. Her soft voice mewed with each caress of her sweet spot by the thick, turgid rod. As the strokes grew in number and intensity, her voice grew higher and tighter, until she could no longer do anything but take deep gasps of breath, and whine loudly. Then she felt him erupt inside her, and she could no longer hold back. She flexed her Kegel muscles and shuddered violently, as her body slammed onto her erstwhile lover's shaft, where her body worked to take his semen deep into her willing vagina. Her cervix began to sip the hot emissions blasting it, and trying to complete the mating action. Because of her desires to start raising a family, she had stopped taking birth control. Only she hadn't told her husband. She rarely had sex with him, and demanded he wear a condom.
Having fully inseminated the white news anchor, the worker simply used his hulking muscles to lift her up, and literally toss her aside, where she landed heavily, her mind somewhat blank. Getting to his booted feet, he stood and looked down at her, and on her. Laying there, on a smattering of wadded up newspaper and debris, Suzi was gasping for air, and her legs were loosely folded, while the hem of her dress lay at her waist. Her thong was pulled aside, plainly obvious for the camera to record.
He spoke in his deep baritone, "Thanks for the fuck, bitch," and he strode away, his dour day somewhat brighter. She remained on the ground surrounded by trash feeling strangely fulfilled and tried to gather her jumbled thoughts.
******
For Suzi's sake, all she had felt was the keen sensations of a cock deep inside her, far deeper than her white husband could reach. Zack had tried to make love to her the night before, but failed. His erection, if a disinterested observer could call a half-masted pole hard, reached only to about maybe five inches on a generous scale, and she barely felt him. Even his penetration required extra effort, and she found herself barely stifling a laugh. She could tell something was changing between them, but she wasn't sure what it was. For some reason sex between them, while never great, was growing worse, and more difficult to come by. Whether it was her late hours, or her husband's pathetic lovemaking skills, she was beginning to contemplate different options for becoming a mother. The fate was sealed when he fell out of her, and couldn't re-enter, his confidence shot, and his erection deflated like boiled spinach.
Sitting up, she tried to talk about it, to ask him what was wrong but then her phone began to softly vibrate, and as she saw it, the pretty, colored patterns subtly shifted to enchant her. It had also begun to affect him, and they both sat there, lost in their fantasies.
Suzi saw herself impaled by an army of black men of all types, persuasions, and occupations.
Zack imagined himself wearing his nightie, dressed as pretty as he saw himself, and being fucked by that same army.
******
The crew in the broadcast center knew that she would make her way back shortly. In the meantime, they had to post their video and send it into RMM and the Hawksville headquarters. The porn show she had just completed would be on the Rhino porn channel within hours.
The homeless man who had been sitting nearby, hidden by a dumpster, had witnessed the whole encounter and watched it live, he didn't have or need access to a TV. He rose up, and approached the prostrate woman...
Her black-encased phone hummed its seductive message; as she looked up to see the rough-looking gnarled old man pulling out his stiff black cock the CCTV camera swivelled and refocused.
*******
Oskar reefed through the weekly reports from his section leaders and after reading RMM's comprehensive breakdown mused to himself, "Hmm, that Suzi Recreant is proving to be quite an asset."
The next report he read was from the newly formed West Coast office based in La Jolla. They confirmed what he was waiting to hear, that the infrastructure was in place to allow the expansion of Rhino's business to California and for 'the word' to be spread to this agreeable part of the nation.



He was of the opinion that the experience gained in Hawksville with Rhino Media and broadcast news had been a most effective method in influencing attitudes and acceptance of the Black man's inherent superiority. It was time to send Suzi back to her San Diego roots and for her to be at the vanguard of spreading the message according to .Rhino.
Simone knocked on his door and entered carrying yet another file needing his attention and approval. She placed it on the desk saying, "Here are the travel and accommodation arrangements for the Africa trip next week. I thought you better check them out and sign-off before it gets too late."
He sighed as he reached to pick up the papers. He was clearly feeling the strain of the constant demands for his attention.
Simone recognized the signs and knew exactly what to do to relieve his tension. She walked around to his side of the desk, dropped to her knees and told him to lean back in his chair. He made no objection as she unzipped his fly and with little resistance drew out his cock. It took no time at all before she had encouraged it by the deft use of her hands and mouth to bring him to an impressive erection.
He sighed again but this time it was one of contentment as for the next few minutes he felt her suck and for the pressures of work to drain away. What a treasure he had in his choice of employees he thought as his spunk began to pulse and spurt over her face.
As she cleaned him off he decided that she ought to be included in the party going to Lerotica as a reward for devoted service. "Thank you Simone, I needed that. Now, how are you fixed for the next couple of weeks?"
******
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------
"What do you mean I have to go back? Do you have any idea who is in that place? Thugs and criminals! It's not the boy scouts!" I was almost yelling at my boss. He was actually a nice guy, and didn't deserve this pushback, but I had literally just gotten back last night from the trip. I was sore all over, and I really wasn't sure why, though I was growing afraid I had picked up a yeast infection. I was leaking some thin, whitish fluids from time to time.
The initial trip to the prison had been to document the efforts of a local church to rehabilitate the inmates, and have social contacts made by church members to establish relationships with the inmates when they were released. The visit was just myself, a lady from the church, and a couple of management types. Oh, and my husband. He had been whining about my being inside a prison with so many male inmates, and was worried for my safety. My station agreed to give him a spare camera and call him a cameraman. But we got separated inside, as there was a limit to the number of people allowed in the cell block. After that, my memories get really sketchy until after we left. Which brings me back to the present.
"Sorry Suzi... It seems that the story you sent back in wasn't what they were looking for at the network. This time you have to dig deeper. Get into the daily life of an inmate. Get inside their head. Find out what makes a man want to risk going to prison for, maybe?" My boss told me calmly and rationally.
I arrived home after my late-evening broadcast, sore, achy, and a bit pissy. My cell-phone had died when I accidentally dropped it on my way to the set, and one of our clumsier stage-hands decided to step on it with his size 9 boot, immediately before I went on air. The crunch was immediately recognizable, and about twelve people turned to see my poor phone cracked and damaged beyond repair. At the first commercial break, my sexy smile fell into a total-warfare frown, and I immediately began to lambaste him, and he got to take my ire and frustrations over my having to go back to the prison, and do more interviews. Truth was, I hated being inside there. All I remembered was how dreary it was when I walked in, and yet how exhausted and sore I felt as I walked out!
I pretty easily dismissed my husband's welcome home perfunctorily, and began to strip down in our bedroom. I was starting to think of it as my bedroom, as my husband, Zack, rarely went to bed when I did, and awoke after I went to work. I had stopped having sex with him, because he just wasn't even making any real attempt to be a man anymore! The more I thought about it, the more I realized my husband was acting really strange. It was like he was taking my PMS medicine or something. I spied him the other night, wearing what I first thought was one of my sheer negligees, but when I realized it wasn't in my color, I had to lift my brows in confusion. I was even more shocked when he stuck his feet into a pair of heels that had to be his, for his feet were like flippers compared to mine, and he snuck out into the front yard. Just where the hell he was going, I had no idea, but given my state of feeling just awful, exhausted and with a desperate need for sleep, I just got my drink of water and went back to bed. I'd deal with him later. Later wasn't arriving yet, as I was still so furious about having to go back to that creepy place!
-------
"Hey, Zack... Oops, I mean Nikki. You made it, and you look so pretty!" The words made Zack blush despite the butchering of his girl-name, but he giggled in a higher voice all the same. He had remembered to take his cell phone with him, in case the damn thing went off while Suzi was home alone. It was vibrating softly and making a pretty array of colorful displays. He loved his phone, because it not only worked great, but somehow he felt better with it.
"Thanks, Honey! I'm glad you like me!" He giggled to his neighbor, as he twirled, letting the motion flare out his nearly see-through attire widely and expose him below the armpits. His name tonight was Tony, but when it was his turn, his name was Toni. He had it simple. He was wearing a short dress and heels similar to Zack's, but unlike him, he had my chastity cage on. They used to debate on-end about who would get to be the girl, so they decided to alternate. Tonight it was Zack's, so Zack wore the sexy little chiffon and satin negligee` he had seen on TV! He also got to wear lingerie and heels, and had done his makeup and donned a long brown wig. He had started using a depilatory cream as well, and was now pretty much hairless below his neck. It was no real loss, actually. What he had was thin and sparse, but it still showed when he wore stockings. He was growing to hate body-hair!
From a distance Zack could pass as a girl, if the light was dim, and there wasn't too much light. He was even walking better in his heels, since he was practicing every chance he could get. He was finding being a girl so much more exciting! Since he was starting to get a really good handle on Suzi's schedule, he knew to within ten-minutes when she was coming or going. This was letting him do more online shopping and buy more sexy outfits, as well as practicing his makeup and hair styles. Besides, with the time home alone, he was able to watch some of my favorite TV channels.
Their TV was great, and had all the latest technology, including ultra-high definition and surround sound. Sometimes he would watch one of the interracial, sex channels, and hear every moan and slap of the stud's heavy balls as they slapped his girl's ass. Or chin. Or pussy. It was all depending on what position they were in. Sometimes Zack would look hard and could imagine it was his wife on TV, and having incredible sex with random black men, which he was finding so terribly exciting to watch. He would get dressed up as Nikki, and stand in front of the TV, playing with himself until all three of them climaxed together. It was great fun! It was forming inside him an idea to try and do what the girl was doing, someday.
"You know, Tony... I think one day you will have to take me on a date. I just got my new dress, and it looks really pretty! I can wear it with my black lingerie and my long hair, and be just like a college co-ed!" Zack smiled to him.
That was when Tony grabbed Zack by the neck and mashed his lips to the transvestite, and they moaned as they kissed, making Zack take Tony's tongue fully into his mouth. Zack tried to kiss him back, but he was so forceful, powerful, and dominant that Zack simply wilted.
-------
"Zack..." I got my husband's attention in my sweetest voice the next morning. "I have some news for you." My words ended with my trademark brilliant smile. His eyes immediately narrowed. He knew something was up.
"I'm sorry to do this to you, especially after just getting back, but I have to go back to the penitentiary. It seems the office wants a more in-depth follow-up on life on the inside. Since I was just there, I guess I am still the best person to go."
"What do you mean, you have to go back?" he exclaimed sharply!
Raising my hands, I just groaned to him. "I know, I know...I don't really want to go back, either, the place gives me the creeps! Being in there, alone, with so many hardened criminals and thugs is pretty damn scary to me!"
My husband grunted, as he sat at the breakfast table, wearing a short satin robe, and what looked all the world for little sockies I wear with my tennis shoes. His face was reddened, too. Maybe it was because he was suddenly surprised with the bad news? I know the last time; he went with us at my insistence with the station. I really wanted someone to be able to look after me while I was inside. So we posed him as a cameraman to the prison, and they bought into it. Though we did get separated, and I have no idea what happened to him while I was with the church lady and the others.
This time it would be me, and an assigned cameraman from the local affiliate station, I explained as he sat there, a cup of tea in his hand. I really was frustrated at going back, too. My preferred crew got to stay home. Most of them quickly planned vacations in my absence. His hollering brought me back from that thought.
"You are going alone? Just who is going to protect you from those very same thugs and convicts? I mean... they are robbers, gunmen, and even rapists!"
"Honey... listen... I wasn't given a choice. This came down from Network, and they say they want more, so I have to give them more. It is called continuity of coverage, and for credibility, I have to be the one doing the reporting. They also said that the prison wasn't really happy having to make accommodations for you, so you are most definitely staying here. I will have an assigned production team locally, and it should be no more than one day inside, or perhaps two. I'll only be gone four or five days at most!"
I could see my husband being somewhat mollified, but still unhappy. 'Well, tough shit...' I was thinking. Here he was giving me flack, and I was the one actually taking the risks? I had to struggle to contain my composure. He was whining more and more, it seemed. It's not like I had a choice, did I?
As I packed my bags, I made sure to bring an extra couple of outfits, as I was also told that I had to have my wardrobe approved by the local producer. Something about making sure my ratings were kept above the basis point. As if I would ever let my ratings dip!
Wearing a pink satin blouse, and black satin split-leg pants,I gave my husband a quick kiss goodbye, and made straight for the limo to begin my journey. My heels clicking on the sidewalk as my husband forlornly shut the door behind me.
-----
"Welcome back, Mrs. Recreant... We are pleased to see you return, though we are perplexed as to why."
I sat on the proffered padded chair in the warden's office. The portly white man wore an ill-fitting suit, and his demeanor was a bit off-putting, as his tone was very haughty and filled with self-absorption, but I put that due to his having to work with so vile 'patrons'. I remembered on my last visit that race seemed to be a non-issue. There were plenty of all races to go around, though I did notice relatively few Asian men. It was just a passing thought as my attention was dragged back to the present, and the monotonous drone of the warden.
"As a reminder, you will be seeing men of all types and descriptions. As your network has requested, we are going to pull back our security somewhat. While this will place you at a higher additional risk, you will get to sign a waiver of liability, saying you assume all risks for your health and safety during the interviews. Your network has, of course, already agreed to this."
His stumpy fingers pushed a few sheets of papers at me. I normally shuffle this sort of thing off to the producer, but as I made my habitual slide, I remembered I had not yet caught up with my production crew. That would be later in the day. With a soft sigh, I signed the paperwork in my feminine, soft, flowing script, a lettering even Miss Manners would have approved of. It was something ingrained in me by my mother.
"Girls simply didn't have chicken-scratch!" her voice echoed in my mind. Shaking the thought off, I slid the papers back.
"Excellent, now, if you would please stand? This will be your first security inspection. To be fair, you will be undergoing a few of these, but to familiarize you with the process, I will be doing your first one myself."
I rose to my red heels, the stilettos sinking into the soft padding of the rich carpet as I brushed the folds of my satin dress into place. A brilliant red and orange pattern, it favorably enhanced my auburn hair, and gave me a nice glow to my pale, Irish-heritage skin. I was a bit self-conscious as he moved, actually, he more like waddled, around the excessively large desk to reach me. I took that opportunity to try and make my skirt just a tad longer, if I could, so he would not get a glimpse of the tops of my tan thigh-highs and my garter-belt straps.
The dress was very high-necked, and the man's collar closed tightly about my neck, with matching cuffs at the long sleeves. All in all, I was pretty well covered, I thought. Far more than my usual work attire, but I had just come directly from the airport. The miniskirt-length hem had gotten me plenty of attention already. I didn't particularly want, or need, more. Certainly not from this fat slob.
"Please your arms out from your sides and spread your legs." He said matter of factly. All the while his hands started to feel my body. He was definitely making this thorough, as he started at my full mop of hair, and ran his fingers through to the end, where his fingers then gripped the ends, and yanked my head back from behind.
"You can expect to be like this." His suddenly sinister voice menaced in my ear, his hot breath making the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. " If those animals get to you before we can, you can expect they will be rough with you, at the very least. At worst? Hope you are on birth control."
I stood still, pursing my lips as he 'informed me' of what I can expect. All the while, his hands never stopped moving, the silky satin print allowing his puffy fingers to explore me. His fingers reached around from behind me and groped my very ample breasts, ending by pinching my nipples, hard, and while he tried to twist them, the satin wouldn't let him get a good-enough grip. Score one for fashion!
I was taking a series of slow, deep breaths, trying to control myself. I was at once angry, scared, and frustrated.
Here I was, a highly-posted news reporter being felt up by some brute of a warden, who was obviously using his position and opportunity to get his jollies off. His hands slid lower, and around me, feeling nearly every contour and curve. Under my breasts, down my abdomen, and over my hips. He was giving me a very thorough, lewd, and rude 'security check.'
"Turn around and keep your legs spread." I looked down at him, now on his knees, turning to face him as he licked his lips. I stood before him, as he required, and started to drop my arms. "Keep them up." He commanded.
It was humiliating, being like this, just he and I in this expanse of an office, while he molested me at his pleasure. I couldn't see below his waist because of all the flab he carried, but I imagine he was sporting a stiffy. His hinds reached from my waist down to my hips and then to my backside, where his fingers groped me a little more than firmly, confirming by touch I was wearing a thong instead of panties. I had little doubt he was going to find out just how small they were, when he leaned forward and buried his nose into my crotch, inhaling deeply, while his fingers slid under my skirt and started to probe along the crack of my ass.
I groaned loud, in disgust, my head falling back on my shoulders in a display of annoyance and aggravation. Unfortunately, he mistook my utterance as pleasure, and he shook his head back and forth, the shiny satin yielding to him as his nose managed to lift it, burrowing to my crotch under my dress. His breath was hot against my vulva, and the landing strip ruffled softly in his hot exhaling. That was when I felt his fingers slide along under me, and across my exit. I stiffened as he did that, circling my brown hole a few times as his tongue started to lick at my tiny triangular sheer thong. The material was Vee'd, leaving my clit exposed when aroused, something my producers just loved, and had even managed to buy a multitude of pairs, in so many colors that I never had a problem finding the perfect match, or contrast, for my outfit.
His licking went on for what seemed like an hour, but was only enough to coat my thong with his drool. I think he was disappointed when his fingers found my thong so tight against my petals that he couldn't penetrate them. Still, his fingers began to circle around my pearl, as it was just showing that, despite my resistance, he was arousing me. My breathing had grown even deeper, and I would occasionally suck in air between my teeth. Then he shifted his face, and nibbled on my clit.
"UUUNNHHHH!" my soft voice exclaimed, proving my sexual pleasure, as my hands fell to my sides, my feet climbing to my tiptoes. I was trying to deny him, and at the same time follow orders. I didn't want to blow this and have to come back yet again. My hands moved to the back of his head, mostly for balance, but as he kept tickling my button, I had to grasp his thin shock of gray hair, and hold on.
Every breath I made was now a mewling of pleasure, and my legs started to tremble. That was when both his hands dug into the thin straps of my thong and drew them down over my hips, and to my ankles. He then bumped my crotch with his head and pushed me over, where I fell with aloud thud and oomph to the floor.
I worked on getting my breath back as he worked on getting his pants down, not even bothering with his coat, shirt, or tie. I glanced down and all I saw was his huge, flopping belly as he moved, making me think of Jello Jigglers. With his pants at his knees, he used his hands to grab my thong and to elevate my legs, until they were flat against his flabby chest. I had a momentary desire to laugh. I had the thought that his bra size might be bigger than mine!
That was when I felt him start to poke at my labia. Using one hand, he was trying to use the head of his shaft to open me, so he could slide in. Fate was on my side, as the man just wasn't big enough to overcome his waistline. I had a sigh of relief, and started to speak.
"Just stop... Stop now, and I won't report you. This will be just... the price of admission, and we'll move on."
"Fat chance, bitch," He fairly snarled. "I missed out on you last time. Now you're mine!"
He used his beefy hand to snap my thong over my heels, and then rolled me effortlessly onto my side as my skirt slid to my waist, revealing my matching garter-belt and stockings. He was definitely not lacking in brute strength. He had to be strong, even to move! He then straddled my bottom leg, while stretching my top one up high, until he could crawl in and snug his crotch against mine. That was when I felt his hardness begin to poke harder at me. Crotch to crotch like this, I had no chance. His free hand then made my back arch as he managed to force me open, and the tip of his manhood penetrated me.



His version of making love could be more accurately described as a pig squealing as it was rutting. That was what my ears heard, as he pumped against me, his one arm holding my knee had against him, holding me fast, while his bulk flopped onto me again and again. I could feel him in me, but I wasn't getting much out of him. He just wasn't as long as many men. In fact, I think he would even lose a distance contest with my pathetic husband. He also didn't last very long.
It was over in just a few minutes, maybe three at best. His high-pitched squeaks grew louder until he grunted and drove into me as far as he could. That was the only indication he had climaxed. I couldn't feel a thing, and couldn't do anything about it. The very last thing I wanted to do was finish to myself off. Not anywhere with him around. I couldn't give him the satisfaction.
After several hard gasps for air, he flopped lazily aside, and rolled onto his back. He was sweating profusely, and I had to lie on my back to see him. I lay there, feeling a tickle of his ejaculate leak. He couldn't possibly have shot deeply into me. I was just starting my safe period on my last visit, but had little worry of his impregnating me now. It had only been eight days, and he was hung like a mouse.
"You may go." Was all he said between gasps.
I reached for my thong, but he managed to snatch his hand away from my reach. "I'm keeping these."
I just rolled my eyes, and rose to my heels, smoothing my dress back into place, and spying a tissue box on his desk. Wiping between my legs, I managed to do a very decent job of clean up, mostly because the mess was small. As I turned to leave, I dropped the tissues on his rotund form.
"Thank you for your time, Warden. I'll give my husband your regards." My smile was more for me, than for him. For once, I had finally found a man with a dick smaller than my husband's.
I gave my best sultry strut as I stepped over him and made my way out, not looking back.
-----
Zack went into the kitchen and pulled the phone off the hook, dialing his neighbor's phone number.
"Ok, Tony. She's gone for at least a few days. Wanna come over and play?" He was asking in a conspiratorial whisper over the phone. Left behind as his wife went to re-shoot her news story, he was now gifted with the freedom to work on his primary passion. Becoming a girl, or at least as close as he could get.
His moniker, Nikki, was from his favorite porn starlet, a redhead who looked oddly like his wife, and had similar taste in fashion. Sexy short skirts and dresses, four-inch heels, and a long wig made him look like her, at least in his eyes. To the rest of the world, he may have looked like a small-statured man with no real defining characteristics in his build. This made looking like a girl somewhat possible, though he would need dim light, distance, and alcohol to help others see Zack as more than some strange looking female, or as a guy in drag.
"Nah, I can't... Too much going on here. How about tomorrow?" Tony answered.
"Sure... Make it around nine, then..." He replied. He was standing there, dressed in short baby blue satin robe, white lingerie and heels. As he stood connected to the wall by the phone, he couldn't help but dance a little in those heels, and checking out his legs, encased in white thigh-high stockings, the garter belt holding them in place well.
After hanging up, he went to the TV, to turn on his favorite channels, porn. Lately, he'd been taken to switching between sissy-porn, and interracial sex. His very favorites were videos and movies of buxom women who were accosted in public, and had sex with hung black strangers. Or so the titles said. He was sure that they were all paid actors. One actress he especially enjoyed was a stacked redhead, who wore patent-leather 'fuck-me' heels and satin outfits. Even just watching her walk across the street and letting the traffic-created wind gusts blow her skirt up was enough to make him start to leak droplets from his four inch dick. Her face was never really revealed, and there were internet chatrooms and websites dedicated to identifying her. But her face was either blurred out, or obscured from view by her full mane of auburn tresses.
The actress was insanely popular, it was turning out, and her most recent release, being bedded hard by a number of 'inmates' from the 'state penitentiary' looked very realistic. Zack couldn't help but to start jerking off with his robe over his throbbing manhood as he watched black cock after black cock fill her with virile man-juice, while others held her legs up and wide, and her arms lay at her side, with her dress at her waist and her thong hanging from one heel. All the while he was wishing he could be her, and be subjugated by those powerful black men.
The movie had to have been fantastic, as when it had ended, almost four hours had gone by. He yawned and looked down, somehow unable to remember how he had shot so much of his ejaculate on the carpet. He wasted no time in tottering to the kitchen and get what he needed to clean up the mess before heading to bed.
------
My fresh smile was a little forced, as I went to meet with the producer and tech crew for the actual shoot. They had a new credential for me, and after exchanging pleasantries, the producer, a smarmy little white pipsqueak with dirty-blonde hair named Gary, looked me over. Shaking his head, he tsk'ed at me.
"Suzi, this just won't do."
"What? My outfit?" I was semi-incredulous. I was wearing the same outfit that the warden had just found unable to resist. "It has already been approved by the warden for being inside."
The last thing I wanted to do was get naked on security cameras in this place. Hundreds of guards would be ogling me within an hour, I was sure.
"Yes. Your outfit. The Network has given direction on what you are to wear, and they are so serious about it that I am to take you shopping if you didn't bring along the appropriate attire. Think in terms of what you would wear at the studio. That is what they want."
I rolled my eyes. "Greeeaattt..." I muttered, and looked for a place to change, noting that the crew already had my suitcase. "I need a room to change in."
"Already arranged. Just go with the guards, and they will get you situated. Be ready for makeup in ten minutes."
Sighing heavily, I looked to the crewman, who handed my roller to me. With a look to the guard, I nodded and gave him a very nice and polite smile. If something went bad during the interviews, he, or someone just like him was going to come save my ass. I hoped. No use trying to piss him off. "If you please, Sir?"
In the conference room I pulled out my potential outfits. One was simply my travelling outfit. Pink satin blouse, black satin split-leg pants, and pink heels. No way was that going to fly, except on the plane home. In a way, that was good, because the overlaying fabric joined at my hipbone, so there was very little to hide me, and no way to develop any modesty if I sat. On an airplane, at least, I had some sense of decorum. The Mile-High Club was pretty much dead, nowadays.
A black and white skater dress was next. I shook my head. The neckline was too high, with an Oriental collar, and the hem, while cute, wasn't going to flare nearly as much as my wardrobe on set at the station did. After laying it aside, I pulled out a gold draped-front top, held up by two bikini strings, and a black satin miniskirt. The skirt was a tad long, actually, hemmed at my knees, and not the length I normally wore. This became my plan 'B' outfit.
Last was my white-satin halter dress. It was hemmed at mid- thigh, and had a very high waist. The flare was very wide, and the halter was a very low-dipping drape, that accentuated not only my chest, but also showed a lot of side-boob and even the hint of the curves forming my cleavage. The halter tied in a large white satin bow under my hair, but was actually two button-snaps. I tied the wide white satin sash behind me in a large bow. The tails of the sash hung from the knot just below the hemline.
This one I knew was a winner, my Plan 'A'. I had worn it before, or tried to, at the station, but the camera guys all had a stroke about me wearing white on set, because of a conflict with the lighting. But in the prison? There weren't the harsh lights of a TV news set, and the color would help me stand out from any prisoners. I could even wear it with my red stilettos, which were the only matching heels I had for it. Only down-side was I didn't have panties to wear with it. The warden had decided to keep my only color-coordinated ones, and I had little doubt there were going to be angles focusing on showing some extra leg. Shrugging, I decided to do without.
Pulling up a chair, I changed, peeling off my stockings and pulling on silky-sheer white ones, and a lacey garter belt. All the while I kept sneaking glances up into the corners of the rooms. Yep. Security cameras in all four corners, and I didn't have to be told that they were all actively monitored. I slid the new dress down, from my shoulders, and gently tugged and smoothed it in place, aware that since I had zero privacy, I was giving my own porn show as the guards got to watch me nude, save my heels and lingerie. I was going to be some guard's fist fuck-fantasy tonight, that much was certain. Exiting the room, I pulled my newly-packed suitcase behind me, and made my way to the makeup artist, to get my 'broadcast' face on. Smokey eyes, longer lashes, blood-red lipstick that glosses brightly and a reddening blush, and finally ready, I was shown back to my crew, and given my new instructions.
I met the General Population, or 'Genpop' as they called it, Chief of Security. He reached out with his open palm, and spoke tersely.
"Mrs. Recreant, you should know the following. Per your Network's request, we are modifying our normal security past this door. Once you are inside, you and your crew will be on your own. Of course, in the event something goes wrong, we will rush in and try and save you, but in those crucial moments, when your need is more dire, you will be... on... your... own."
I forced a smile and nodded.
"Thank you, Chief. I am sure my Network has its reasons for this. But I will not hold you responsible."
As the Chief went about the final preparations he needed to do, I shot a death-stare at Gary.
"Gary, when this is all over, you are going to die, if I have to choke you myself."
Gone was the nice, soft, normal Suzi voice, and out was a soft, feminine snarl. I sounded more like an angry kitten, and I knew it, but there was no mistaking the look in my eyes. After making damn sure he got the message, I turned, and resumed my 'happy smile' face, and made my way into the cell block, where inmates started to whoop, holler, and wolf-whistle. They were loud and raucous, but not nearly as deafening as the sound of the portal being shut behind us. That loud clang left me alone with my one cameraman, an older black man, who I doubted could protect himself from an angry cluster of girl scouts.
"I'm ready for a mic..." I said plainly to him. My irritation was pretty high at present.
The dark-skinned man shook his head gently. "No need. We aren't allowed to use one, so this will be shotgun mic only. Just don't let anyone get between you and me, and we'll be fine."
I took a deep breath and sighed. A plus, for wearing a mic pack meant hooking the transmitter onto the sash of my dress, but the large bow would have gotten in the way, and I did like how to white satin bow tailed and hung off the hem, like a teasing offering. Of course, not having a mic meant that if I got into trouble, it would be possible no one could hear me scream. So far, my fears were coming true. This was going to be a nightmare story.
With a loud clang, the sally-port door slid shut, and it was finally just me and the cameraman. That and about forty convicted thugs and criminals, all of whom were suddenly looking at me in various lustful gazes. I gave my cameraman a look, and when he nodded, I strutted forth towards the middle of the group, wearing a warm smile, my stilettos making my hips sway in a sultry swing, as the hem of my light satin dress flitted about and trailed behind me.
"Hi, everyone. I'm Mrs. Suzi Recreant, and I'm a news reporter from the Rhino News Network. I'm here to do a story on you, and perhaps you can say something to your friends and family back home!"
There was a general stir, and some of the men began to approach me, stopping not far off. Oddly, there was also a lot of looks at the cameraman, whose red light on his camera told them he was recording everything. Still, it was eerie as they started to surround us. In no time, we were completely surrounded. I looked back at the faces. All of them were hard, eyes fierce, and focused on me as I looked at each one. They were of various races. Black, White, Hispanic and even Asian. One thing they all had in common was tattoos, however. Lots of them.
"Will you get a message back to my wife, if I talk to you?" It was a voice from my rear quarter, and I spun on my heels to see who it was.
The hem of my dress flared widely, but it could not be helped. There was a general murmur of appreciation as it happened. My eyes met the gaze of a young man, younger than I am, by the looks of it. I gave him a genuine smile.
"Certainly... You can say what you want on camera, and I'll make sure she gets a copy of if."
He nodded, then broke into a smile and started to speak. "Deal... My name is Dwi-" and he got cut off.
A loud, booming voice from behind me broke in, and made me spin quickly, the pirouette this time making my skirt very widely, and above my thighs. This time, no one reacted to that. All eyes, including mine, were focused on the source of the booming voice.
"What da' fuck is this? I go take a shit, and come out to some white bitch in my cell block?"
My blue eyes kept looking up, as my gaze had started at a normal height, and had to keep going. This was easily the biggest man I'd seen in a week! Or maybe even a month. I finally was able to take in his features.
His body was just... imposing. He was easily six-foot six, or maybe taller. He had bulging arms, the muscles obvious, even under his inmate uniform. His face was scrunched, and not at all handsome. A pug nose, a receding chin with an overbite framed by overly thick lips, with bulging eyes, his countenance was never going to be considered fair. He also bore along, heavy scar, from his forehead, down the bridge of his nose, and to his cheek. The scar was wide, and had filled in with a stretched scar-tissue. His teeth were yellowed, and one of his upper fronts was missing. He was bald, and his skin was heavily tattooed. His giant frame was covered in the darkest black skin I had ever seen, and had an oily sheen to it, like he had just taken a bath in baby oil. I stood there, my jaw gaping, as I just absorbed, or maybe endured, his presence, just like everyone else.
In a long couple of seconds, he had managed to insert his dominance of the room, including me. I gulped, and glanced around, as the crowd began to separate between him and me. It must've been an interesting sight on camera, like a petite angel in white about to do battle with a dragon twice her size, and reeking of evil. I glanced at the sally port window. Nobody was there. So I did what I usually did. Try and charm my way out of trouble.
"Hi" I began, my smile bright. "I'm Mrs. Suzi Recreant from Rhino Ne-" and he cut me off.
"I knows who you are bitch, we all do. We get TV fo' hours a day, an we all watchin' yer ass."
Inwardly, I was relieved. Outwardly, I tilted my head momentarily with a soft shrug and then dropped the cheerleader bit.
"Alright. So let me share why I'm here? Unless you have a fly on the wall in my boss's office, I'm pretty sure you don't know that." There, my first attempted parry at his initial thrust.
He looked at me, and I felt his eyes making my dress invisible in a heartbeat. All the while, my own heart was beating heavily. The man was scary as all Hell, and I had no doubt he could snap me in half with his pinky and a spork. The silence was deafening as I waited to see his reaction. Any fears of being raped were long evaporated. I was more afraid of being dismembered and eaten, and all of it on camera!
"Well, I'll give ya' that, Whitebread. Ain' nobody, throw dat in ma' face. So yeah. Tell us why the white fuck fantasy is in my cell block?"
"Well..." I began, being careful not to bite my red-painted and glossy lower lip. "My network wants to know what it is like on the inside. The real story. What it's like to live here, what you go through on a daily basis. In short, we want to show the public what goes on, maybe dispel the rumors about who actually runs a prison, or... maybe not?" I finished with a raised eyebrow. I had just set the baited hook in the water.
He stood there, and his eyes narrowed, suspiciously. The more he contemplated, the more the others moved off. It wasn't long before it was just he and I, and my cameraman.
"So, Whitebread... What's in it for me?"
Inwardly I smiled. He was nibbling.
"Well... first, you will have a chance to tell your story. You can say things from your point of view. You can tell the whole world why you don't belong in here... "
He wasn't looking very convinced. But then, I had little else to offer him. It wasn't like I could sneak even a candy bar into this place. As much of a lecherous jerk the warden was, he knew about security, that was plainly obvious. For a fish, he was pretty cagey. So I played my last card.
"That and I'll make sure you get to send a personal, private message to your family. We'll record it, and I will personally ensure it gets where you want it to go."
The giant thug stood there, looking me in the eyes, my own held there, open and deeply in his gaze. He was taking his measure of my honesty, and I could understand why. Likely he'd been lied to so much telling the truth was a rare luxury, and here was some pretty white girl dressed to kill offering him that very luxury. If we were reversed, I would likely be as dubious as he was. My heart felt like he could hear it beating, and I was struggling not to tremble under his gaze, all the while my cameraman continued to roll. I swallowed nervously, and then he nodded.
"A'ight, Whitebread. You got a sorta' deal. But I doan' wanna' do this here. Back to my cell. An' bring da' camera. Dis way you can't fuck me over by lyin'."
I nodded, with a soft breath of relief, smiling inwardly. "Fair enough... and thank you." Bang, and thank you very much! I had just landed the biggest fish in the lake!
I gave a gesture with my head to make sure my cameraman followed us.
"But I promise you, I'm not lying. I'm a journalist. I'm held to a higher standard of integrity. At least compared to my competition on other networks. I wouldn't advise talking with them... ever."
I had to smile widely at that. Unlike my other network competitors, I had no hidden agenda, nor was I trying to slant their viewer's perceptions and views. I always told what happened, and let the viewers sort out what it all meant. I am a reporter, not a parent. It was part of what helped my career and ratings remain so high.
We reached the cell, and he used one hand to slide the heavy cell door open, effortlessly. The door itself was heavy metal bars and plates, all very securely welded, plus a portal for meal trays. It was another demonstration of his power, strength, and even dominance. Yet, he was even polite enough to enter first, and show me that he wasn't going to trap me. So far. My cameraman set up just outside the cell, and aimed his camera in towards us.
The cell was pretty much like all of the others. A bunk-bed arrangement made of heavy metal, and a small shelf that held his personal effects and toiletries. The top bed was empty, not even a mattress or pillow. He also had a small chair, which he sat on, plus one of the true luxuries I didn't expect. His own television. He looked back at me, standing there, my stiletto heels together, my hands neatly clasped in front of me, and gestured me to have a seat on the lower bunk. I suddenly discovered where the upper bunk's bedding was. I was now sitting on it. As I lowered myself, my skirt floated, and landed in a splayed circle about me, the front draping from my thigh as I crossed my leg at the knee.



"Thank you..." I replied to his kindness. My hands went to smooth the hem of my skirt, hoping to make it longer than it was. There was no doubt that anyone walking by could get a look under my skirt and see a lot of my stockings and even the garter-straps. A quick glance told me that there was a near-continuous parade of onlookers who never stopped to gawk, but kept moving. Not to look at him, but at me.
He sat there, looking at me, his face impassive, and his eyes bore into mine again. This time, however, I now had an agenda, a task, and was more in my element, even as I sat in his.
"So, please... what is your name? What would you like to be called? Is there some screen name we should be using? I don't know... for your protection or something?"
He grunted and he sat there, and said nothing for along few moments. He just stared at me, though I could tell he was starting to sport a tent in his clothing. Just having me there had to be an immense turn on. I was well-dressed, clean, sexy-good looking, and wearing my trademark vanilla and citrus perfume. I was aware of the effects I had on men, but being that he had so little contact with females, likely he was unable to open up easily. Was I intimidating him? I narrowed my eyes as I realized cracking his guy's mouth open was going to need a pry-bar. I needed to sweeten the deal further.
"Alright, how about this. Let's play a game. An easy one. Truth or dare. I ask you a question and you give me the truth. Then you get to ask me a question, and if I refuse, I'll do a dare. Does that sound fair?"
Another long moment.
"Deal."
I smiled, and then repeated my question. "So what should we call you? What name would you prefer?"
"My name is Jewan... But every calls me Big J. Or just J. Use that. Big J."
I smiled to him. "Thank you. Now that didn't hurt, did it?"
His face dropped into an immediate frown. "That ain't the way it works, Whitebread. Your game, your rules. You only get one question. Since you din't let me ask one, you do a dare!"
My jaw dropped in shock. I was at a loss for what I had done, until I thought about it. My efforts to be polite and even disarming had backfired. I had asked him a second question, and didn't realize what I was saying. I'd have to be damn more careful in the future. I had underestimated the man, and underestimated the environment. This was truly a jungle I suddenly realized, and if I wasn't careful, this tiger could eat me alive! I had the assumption that all crooks were somehow not as bright as those on the outside, but now I am learning that only the quick, the cunning, and the clever survive.
"Alright... you win, Big J. Your turn." And I gave him a gracious nod. I had to submit to this, and play the game honestly. If I didn't, there was no telling what he could, or would do to me before security came to my rescue. Not to mention my losing the interview, and heaven-forbid, my having to come back here.
"A'ight, girl." He started, looking me over. "You said you wuz a mussus. So why's yer man lettin' you in here? A girl like you? I wouldn't let you outta' mah sight."
I had to roll my eyes, not at him, but at myself. He had started to pick at a particularly sensitive area. My marriage. Off the block, he had found my weak point.
"Well... To be honest, he was very much against my coming back here. But my network pretty much made it mandatory, and I don't want to lose my job. He doesn't either. So here I am." I raised my hands, palms up, in a futile gesture.
"A'ight. So's yer turn."
"Thank you, Big J. It seems you are the leader in here, after watching the others. Why?"
He sat back, and tilted his head, silent, again, for a long few moments before he spoke.
"Simple. No one can take me. I can whip every ass in here, an' twice a week, easy." He simply folded his massive arms in front of him, as a display of power. I had to admit. Those arms looked like jackhammers, and every bit as powerful.
"My turn."
I nodded to him. "Go ahead."
"So yer husband doesn't like you bein' here. How's he like knowin' you like chocolate. A whoooole lotta' chocolate?"
Now I was just floored. How in the Hell did he know my fantasies? How did he know that I have had the occasional black lover? I gave a single, inadvertent laugh, and the shock was plain on my face.
"H-... how... how would you know?"
"EEERRRRR!" he made a buzzer sound and quick as a cat, he was on his feet, standing in front of me. "Wrong answer, Whitebread. Now you doin' a dare on me."
I was flummoxed! I was being beaten at my own game, using my own rules! I swallowed, now nervous and looked up from my seat as he towered over me. Before I could say anything, his hand had unzipped his prison jumper and he was shrugging it down off his shoulders, and to his trim waist. He was built like a chiseled warrior. Heavily muscled, low body-fat, and a perfect black Adonis. If we were on the outside, and he propositioned me, I would have a very hard time turning him down. On the other hand, turning him down right now was out of the question. Not if I wanted to get the story I needed to keep my job, or leave here intact.
"Kiss it." Was all he said, and he reached to the root of his man-meat and started to wave it at me. I was so shocked, I couldn't even move, until he started to slap me in the cheek with that thing. He was easily the biggest man I had ever seen. He was semi-flaccid and nearly ten inches long, and bigger than any I had ever seen. There was no way I could use one hand on his black spear.
The last blow of the head of his cock slapping against my cheek shook me from my reverie, and I tentatively reached up, my perfectly manicured glossy-red nails shining in sharp contrast to his ebony dark skin. I grasped him mid-span and looked up to him, as I lowered my face to the end of his manhood. I didn't need further guidance from him. Every girl knows where men like to have their cock kissed. So I made the most of this and placed a soft, pouty kiss on thick mushroom, and then ended with a teasing flick of my tongue along the slit, all the while keeping eye contact with him. I wasn't positive, but I thought I could taste some of his pre-emission.
"Wow... You are big..." I commented as I resumed my posture.
He was starting to sit back down as I had spoken and he grinned.
"Ok, my turn, Whitebread!" he exclaimed gleefully.
I held up a finger. "Nope. By the rules, we are asking questions. I simply made a comment. I never asked you about how big you are."
He grimaced. Round two went to me. So we were tied. Well, he was actually ahead, by a kiss. I was now sure I could taste his pre-cum on my lips as he sat back in his chair, his long, meaty black snake dangling over his thigh.
"Fine." He raised a meaty hand up in acceptance. "Go ahead."
"So tell us what your day is like here? What happens when you wake up?" And I gasped, then cut myself off, placing my fingers over my lips. I had screwed up again.
Big J never missed a beat, and he let the remainder of his jumpsuit hit the ground as he stepped out of it.
"Whitebread, you jes' can't help yerself, can ya?" He grinned as he approached me, a distance of a step.
"I'm gonna' be more than fair to ya', and I'll answer that, an' at the same time, you git ta' do yer dare. So lie down on the rack."
I sighed at this, and didn't even bother protesting. I was so used to follow-up questions, a standard journalistic practice, that I was kicking my own ass at this game. So I sat back and rotated myself, until I was lying flat on my back, my ankles crossed. I used my hands to again try and make the hem of my miniskirt longer, not that it helped, or would matter.
The bed creaked loudly as he joined me, and lay next to me, his long snake draped across my own thigh, now. I could feel his body heat, and his skin as it rubbed along mine. I looked up to him, as he looked down, resting from his side. He left his snake dangling on me as he spoke.
"Your dare is going to be a simple one. Who can last longer. I'm not gonna' rape you in here. Though it would be easy. Easiest ass I ever had. But I'm getting' out soon, an' I ain't gonna' fuck that up. So the dare is simple. I'm gonna' dry hump yer pussy. If you spray first, then I get to fuck ya'. If'n not, then you get to ask yer next question. I bet I kin make ya' cum in less than five minutes."
I sighed and nodded. "Alright."
It wasn't like I had a choice. Besides, something was just starting to make my motor running. I finally got a look at my cameraman, who was obediently recording, while he had his cell phone out. I assumed it was for his own personal records.
He placed his thick hand on my knee and pushed it over, and I slid my legs apart, so he could climb into position. His knees landed inside mine and his greater size forced me to widen my thighs, as well as lift them higher, until they were resting atop his well-muscled ones. It was at this moment I lamented my encounter with the warden. I was desperately wishing I was wearing underwear, any sort of panty, even a thong! Then he laid his shaft along my womanhood. I could feel his body heat, as he got himself comfortable on top of me. My face was more to his neck as he settled in, and with his first stroke, he began to speak.
"I start my day waking up, usually on my back. My bed is too small to get comfortable in, and so I usually sleep like shit. I haven't had a good night's sleep since my last conjugal visit 'bout a year an' a half ago. Not since my bitch wife ran off an' left me ta' rot in here."
I was feeling shockwaves of arousal through me as his cock slid gently up and down in long strokes. He was gentle, and just laying along my petals, yet the sensations were incredible. The length he sported was making me endure ever longer blasts of arousal as he, too, began to grow harder. I had a flash vision of what the camera was seeing, a petite redhead, her short white satin dress up to her waist, and a huge, strong, black thug imposing his will on her, and in her. It was like a bride being defiled on her wedding night, and that thought was a really bad one for my head. It sent a shockwave of pleasure through me, and I mewed, loudly. If he had heard me, he didn't let on as he continued to talk, and answer my question.
"Nex' I straighten up and wait fer' breakfast. Then I eat, and come back here, and deal wit' business. Then I exercise."
A question had been stirring in me, but it died along with more of my resistance. I had no idea how long it had been, but now I was feeling more and more of him, as I got more and more aroused. I tried to think of other things. Paying the bills, more of my husband's weirdness. Buying a dog. Anything except the powerful thrusts that were now making my leakage evident and my folds open for him. Yet my voice was betraying my will, and displaying how weak my resistance was, and it was crumbling.
Every breath I made was a long mew, or moan, and he started to use more and more of his length to slide along my open gates. He kept talking about his daily schedule. He would eat lunch, more business, whatever the hell that was. More exercise. He had a class to attend, to prepare him for life on the outside. His damned voice never broke stride, as mine started to grow higher, and louder. I was losing the battle.
His voice droned on, now, about the ability to watch television, though he wished he had waited a little while to get his. The Rhino ones were much better, he had said, and hoped he could work a deal with another convict. By now my hands were roving his body, and my knees had lifted higher. My heels were dangling as my calves were now parallel to the bed, and wide apart. His thrusting was growing more insistent, and my cries were, too.
"Three minutes." He spoke loudly, not breaking stride.
I didn't know if that meant time to go, or time elapsed. But I couldn't ask. His thrusts were growing even harder, and longer. His mushroom had started to probe at my opening a couple of times, now. I was in danger, but couldn't do anything about it, or say a word. I couldn't even speak, other than moan as his cock kept smacking my clit, or sliding along my slick furrows, and making me feel more and more of his passion.
My hips started to rise up to meet him, and to pull back when he withdrew, and that was when that thick mushroom fully engaged with my opening. I felt him, and the danger. If he thrust into me, I was doomed. I cried out.
"No! No! You aren't wearing a condom!"
It was stupid, my worrying about birth control, when I should have been telling him not to enter me. I was just not myself. I was better than this, and sharper. I was the intrepid reporter, doing the stories nobody else would touch. I was tough, I was strong, and in the next split second, I was fucked.
He sank his cock into me, the long, inexorable plundering of my pussy made my lungs inhale a full and audible gasp of air, while my eyes rolled back into my head. My back arched and my fingers started to claw into his ebony dark skin, his natural oils feeling like the same satin I was wearing. I had lost the contest, but I didn't care. All I felt was the sheer joy of a far superior man mating with a now-willing woman. Then his legs moved under me, and he curled his thighs to cradle my hips. I was now trapped inside the cell of his body encompassing mine, while his prison cell encompassed us both. Yet I loved it.
He took his time, or what would pass for patience, for a guy who hadn't gotten laid in eighteen months. He made me feel every fraction of an inch of his hardness, until I was full, and he bottomed out inside me. I had taken most of him, but there was just a last inch or so that wasn't going to fit. His new thrusts, deep inside me, made him growl in a new, deep voice. The walls now echoed with my soft voice whining in a loud unison as we fucked. My body doing its best to do what it was destined to do, while his did the same, to procreate, and to make new life. The fact that we were from different races, and far different socio-economic backgrounds meant nothing to nature and to our bodies. My tongue began to stick out from my ruby lips, waggling in a desperate attempt to passionately kiss my erstwhile lover, and yet all I wound up doing was lick at his neck, and his earlobe, while his hands began to grope me, and maul my ample breasts. His thumb and forefinger began to tweak and pinch my nipples which were already hard and erect grapes atop my impressive melons.
There was now a crowd at the cell entrance, with other convicts leering, watching and few even had their Johnsons out and were openly masturbating. I had a fleeting glimpse of this as his cock sent a shiver through me. A pre-cursor for what I was about to experience. That was when some reality took over.
"Please... please... pull out... I'm... not... on... the... pill..." I whined with each breath forming a single word.
"Your game, your rules, Whitebread. You lose, so I'm gonna' breed you good!"
His voice was almost snarling, all the while his fucking grew more intense, and I was being jolted harder and harder. It was starting to almost hurt, but just a little and it was a good pain. That was when I felt it, that familiar tingle from deep in my pelvis. It was the start of my demise.
His pounding inside me was growing faster and faster, now, and my voice was growing louder and louder... I started to beg him.
"Please... pull out! "Don't cum in me. Don't... make... me... your... biiiiIIITTTCCCCHHHH!" and I screamed in orgasm, my body shuddering violently as his pounding grew sporadic and frenetic. The heaviest blows signaled his own ejaculation, and I actually felt the increased heat inside me as his heavy jewels unloaded inside me, spurt after spurt of his black cum splashing against the walls of my pussy and my quivering cervix.
Every blast of his seed was being pushed further and further into me, filling my depths with a pool of his essence that my cervix was now sipping into. I was laying under him, gasping for air, my eyes softly leaking tears. I wasn't crying so much as just... spent. My own climax had been destructive to my psyche. I had no idea how intense a black man could make me orgasm, and I had no idea how much passion I could be infused with. I was laying there, cradled by his legs, when I started to try and get loose. I then felt his hands cradle under my shoulders and then curl and hold me to him. He held me still, as his cock was hard in me, plugging my vagina. A trickle was leaking, I was pretty certain, but no doubt not nearly the amount he had spent inside my body. Intentionally or not, he was trying to get me pregnant.
"Stay, Bitch." Was all he said, and so I did. I had to be compliant. I couldn't outsmart him, and I couldn't out-muscle him. What the hell else could he do to me? I was able to look at my cameraman, who was still running tape, but now talking emphatically on his cell phone.
------
"I tell you, I got pure gold here!" the cameraman spoke into the phone.
"You better be fucking sure, Dude." The Rhino Multimedia Center tech said. "We lost your feed before you got started. Don't let that tape outta your sight... Mr. Botha said he wants a personal viewing."
The cameraman nodded into the phone as he spoke.
"He won't be disappointed. He outsmarted her from the beginning. She never had a chance, I tell ya'. He had her on her back within five minutes, and he might have even made her pregnant. It's great stuff!"
"Fine... Then fold up your sticks and get your ass back here. Let the producer deal with her now."
------
As I lay there, recovering, I saw my cameraman begin to put his camera back into the bag, and head out. The asshole was leaving me here, alone with this thug! I struggled again, only to be held tightly in place.
"Listen... J... Big J... Alright... you got what you wanted. You got to have sex with me... Now lemme go..." My voice was softer, and now I was trying to plead my case for escape.
He remained silent, and yet held me tightly.
"Listen... Lover? I need to go..." I started to play it more feminine and coquettish. "Please?"
I finally got a response from him. It was the sound of his snoring.
------
Oskar Botha sat in his private viewing room, the remote control in his hand. It had been two days since his protégé` of sorts, Mrs. Suzi Recreant, had unwittingly created one of the best fuck-films ever. She had practically guaranteed herself stardom in both the newsroom, and now the cinematic interracial porn world. He clicked on the phone next to him.
"Where's she now?"
He listened and nodded softly. "Excellent. Get her transfer going. I want her into that new market in Southern California. The place is ripe for conditioning and a takeover."
He paused and then spoke. "Her husband? Who gives a shit. Send her a program and get her to leave his ass behind. I got no use for him anymore. But no divorce, she has to stay married to him... Viewers love to watch a wife getting banged for all she's worth."
He hung up the phone, satisfied. His plans for expansion were coming along nicely.
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Our story thus far...
The heroine, Suzi Recreant, has just returned from a rather successful follow-up expose` for the Rhino News Network. RNN, of course, is a subsidiary of Rhino Multimedia, or RMM, which is in itself a subsidiary of Rhino Electronics, all of which is owned by a Mr. Oskar Botha. More information about Rhino can be found in the series titled "Out of Africa", found on several websites.
During her interview, where she was able to obtain the inside story, she was also tricked and taken advantage of by one of the leaders of prison life, a black thug whose name was withheld due to security concerns. What was not withheld, however, was her being ravished by this hulking coal-black convict, and how he unleashed his pent-up demand in her body. Using the agreed-upon rules of the interview against her, the coal-black man had her on her back, her skirt above her waist, and legs splayed in short order, giving her the bliss all women desire of a lover, as well as his release virile black seed into her unprotected and possibly fertile womb. He was strict with her, and not abusive, though it was a day or two before she could walk normally, and she was ready to resume her normal daily duties.
The Rhino Multi-media photographer managed to capture that very well, and the new porn movie went into distribution. Unbeknownst to Suzi, she was a rising porn starlet, as well as her 'normal' job as a television news anchor, currently based in the Hawksville area.
After review of the 'interview' and approval by Mr. Oskar Botha, the President of the Rhino Electronics conglomerate, Suzi was being sent out to a new market, San Diego, California. Mr. Botha's feelings were that the time was ripe to further subvert the population and give rise in power and prestige to the black race, and what better way to do that than to use the 'Rhino Effect' on an unsuspecting populace, one who was drawn to watch his newly risen star, a buxom red-haired beauty who had not only been subjugated by this same 'Rhino Effect', but also was now starring in the very same porn movies that featured interracial relations. What better way to make reality TV a weapon against the establishment and further Mr. Botha's cause?
----
"What do you mean we are moving, again?" Zack nearly shouted at his wife. "Do you realize what this is doing to my career? I can't keep changing jobs like this... my resume` is a wreck!"
It was nearly 1:00 AM, and both were tired. Zack, from staying up late, waiting for his wife to come home from work, and Suzi from her long day, first at the Rhino Multimedia, or RMM, headquarters, and then her three news broadcasts, each of which featuring her in very flirty attire, revealing more than was proper for a news desk anchor. But it was that 'accidental' exposure that made Suzi so popular, and despite being, at times, a hard-hitting newswoman, she had considerable sex appeal. Couple that with the Rhino Effect, and she was every male-viewer's fuck-fantasy. Place her exploits on RMM Interracial Porn channels and gallons of cum were being spilled nightly, either by men and women coupling, or men alone, who had to take matters into their own hands. All of whom, however, were deeply fantasizing about white women having sex with black men. Such was the Rhino Effect.
Suzi sat back in her chair at the kitchen table. She was wearing a short pink satin robe, loosely tied by the matching sash at her waist, exposing her cleavage nearly fully. The full, firm, and round mounds are part of what made her famous, and it helped that she didn't need a bra. Her girls', and of course the rest of her Playboy magazine model-worthy body, plus her propensity to show her charms off during her broadcast news shows. The rest of her attire consisted of white Louboutin stiletto heels, matching stockings, a lace garter belt and frilly white thong. The fact she was dressed to entertain was lost on her husband at the moment.
"Zack... I've been transferred." Suzi replied matter-of-factly in her soft voice. Another feature that made her a porn favorite. Her soft voice had a sex-kitten allure, and helped build that 'total-woman' persona that made her famous. Suzi had been actively participating in a number of interracial-porn movies, only she wasn't fully aware of it, thanks to the 'Rhino Effect' from the various electronic devices. In fact, Suzi's own device, her cell-phone, sat on the kitchen counter, charging, a replacement for the phone that had been broken earlier at work.
"This is just the facts of my career." Suzi added. "Since my salary is almost four-times yours, I think your career can take a back-seat to mine. So you basically have a choice to make. Come with me to San Diego, or stay here and try and make it on your own. I know you are good at what you do. Someone should hire you, if you don't stay at Rhino."
Zack steeled himself, and worked to control his growing temper. He was also employed by RMM, as an accountant. It was a job he had a talent for, despite it being boring at times. What was lost on him was that his wife had helped him get that job, and an ensuing promotion. Suzi instinctively knew how to get what she wanted with a smile, or a delicately-flirting caress. Or, when her cell-phone was engaged, her thong dropped to the floor as well as herself.
"Alright... alright... You win." Zack admitted resignedly. "I'll go, but I have to put in my transfer request. I can only hope that we will be transferred together."
Suzi's cell-phone had signaled a full charge, and emitted a glorious color display, and humming softly. The tensions that had been growing in the room were now being suffused, owing to the charms of the phone and the Rhino Effect. There was a side-effect, however. It made Suzi start to have lewd thoughts, her body being plundered by a black man, or even men. She had stopped being picky. Even the who was not so much a matter anymore, as long as the man was black.
Suzi sniffed at her husband as she rose to her heels and brushed her robe down, and adjusted to her petite frame. The robe still did a wonderful job of revealing her ample bosom, and displayed almost indecent cleavage, and yet hung just far enough below her rear-end to provide a flirty flip with every step. Her modesty was covered by the overlapping silky material, but a hint of breeze, and everyone would see she was a natural redhead. But then, so had everyone who had seen one of her 'special' broadcasts.
"I'm going for a walk. I need to get some fresh air, and have some quiet time. I'll be back in a little bit." She then made a more careful inspection of the kitchen.
"You are getting better at cleaning the kitchen. You can go to bed, and I'll be back." Her soft voice had been almost a command, rather than an offering. With that she reached over and took her now-charged phone and strutted her way out, leaving her husband to stand there, watching his wife and sex-fantasy leave him at home.
---
"Damn he pisses me off..." I grumbled aloud, before keeping my thoughts to myself. Here I was, providing a substantial income for us, and all he could do was bitch, bitch, bitch about his job, and before that, his needs, and before that how unsatisfied he was with our arrangement. Hell the damn thing was his idea to start with!
I continued to walk, and took a left turn at the end of the driveway. I glanced at my phone, to see what time it was, swiping it on, and seeing that it was, indeed, after 1:00 AM.
"Ah, well... part of the life of late-night TV..." I sighed resignedly. I began to feel calmer, as the gorgeous color schemes on my phone covered the screen, and I felt better. I was more relaxed, even care-free. I had a smile, as I remembered my late-morning meeting. It had been kindly scheduled late-enough so I could get some sleep before having to go in today. Or was that yesterday?
-----
"Thank you, Mr. Botha. I am as surprised as you are about how well the prison expose` went. I can't believe I am getting a thirty-three percent rating, and a forty-percent share!"
Oskar sat across the massive desk from me, the rich mahogany reflecting not only his visage, but also his status. He was now a wealthy and very powerful man. I had even heard rumors of political aspirations. I wondered if he would need a press secretary, if he ran for office? But the thought died when he spoke.
"Indeed, Suzi, we are quite happy with your... performance. You draw in a significant market share in your time-slot, and are decimating the nightly network news. The next phase in making you a success is to move you to a bigger market, where you will have more impact..."
I remember smiling widely at that! What news anchor doesn't want more and bigger audiences? Besides, San Diego was a great town! I was born near there, and looked forward to seeing family, old friends, and who knows, maybe an old boyfriend. It wasn't a big family secret that I had let the real man of my dreams get away, but instead had focused on my career. I couldn't blame Erik, for he had his own bright future in professional sports. But I wouldn't be the wife of a pro-football star. I had heard too many things about the players not staying true to their wives, with the hordes of women literally throwing themselves at the men on away games.
My parents were, secretly, thrilled, I think. Oh, they were cordial, and even pleasant towards him. But we came from an upscale background, and Erik, not so much. He was definitely an athlete, and handsome, but between his lower social-status and his very dark skin, he was not high on the list of potential suitors my parents would have approved of. Zack, however, was much more to their liking.
I was trying to focus on Mr. Botha's wisdom, when things sort of went blank for a while. The next thing I remember was my knees were sore, and I had a salty taste in my mouth. If I didn't know better, I would swear it was semen. I have given my fair share of blowjobs to men in the past. Especially Erik, when we couldn't find enough privacy for some real shared pleasure.
Zack? I could only remember twice. Once was only memorable because it was in the limousine on our way to our wedding reception, and the other was when we were dating and having to sneak in a little fun in the closet at his work. It was tiny, but where there is a will there is a way. It also helped that Zack was hung like a puppy. Four inches, max. But these times where my knees were sore, and I had the strange taste in my mouth seemed to becoming more frequent. I made a note to see a doctor, once I hit California.
-----
My reverie was interrupted by the sound of laughter. I hadn't realized just how far I had come, but I was very far from home. It was over a mile, easily. If I didn't wear stilettos all day, my feet would be killing me, but I had long ago learned not only how to select the right fit for me, but also how to properly walk in them. I paused in mid-stride, and peered into the darkness. I heard the voices, male, and at least two of them. For some reason, I followed the concrete path between two houses, and towards a small park and play area. The fact I was wearing next to nothing meant little to me. It was the sounds of my heels on the pavement that suddenly caused them to hush, with the very audible "Shhhh! Someone's here!" hissed out.
I stepped more clearly into view, the odd lighting creating shadows that hid whomever was talking. I was so relaxed; I wasn't even worried about anyone seeing too much. I felt totally at ease, with my cell-phone in my hand, and it humming along softly. I enjoyed how it felt holding it, and the colors were really pretty to see. I was the only one standing in the light, and didn't care a bit. I smiled, and spoke easily.
"Hi! What's up?"
This brought two young men out into the open. Both of them were easily five or more years my junior. One wore jeans and a muscle shirt, only he was white and minus the muscles. The other was wearing a dark track suit and hoodie. I couldn't tell much about him, at first. I could feel them undressing me with their eyes, and for some reason my nipples started to grow, showing through the thin pink satin covering them.
"S'up with you?" The white man started out.
Both men were approaching me, yet I stood my ground. It would be nice to have someone to talk to, who wouldn't whine and bitch about his day. Like counting numbers and using an adding machine was stressful. Sheesh!
"Oh, I'm just out for a walk, and some quiet time. I work late, so sometimes it takes a while to relax and go to sleep." It felt odd saying that, because I was feeling even more relaxed. I love my phone!
By now, both young men were within arm's reach of me, as I stood proudly, shifting my hips to show a bent knee, and a hand on my hip. I could still feel them looking at me, and I was growing warmer, inside.
The white guy continued speaking. "Oh? Ain't seen you out this way before."
My eyes shifted between them as I spoke.
"Actually, I usually don't go out this far, but my husband really pissed me off, so I am taking an extra-long walk. I hope he will be in bed by the time I get there."
"Oh... you don't wanna' screw yer old man, huh?" The other man said. His hand reached out and felt the sleeve of my robe with the back of his fingers. My blue eyes could tell he was black. His voice was a bit deeper, and definitely harder in tone. It made me think of a gang-member, or that prison convict I had interviewed the other day.
"Not tonight, that's for sure..." I had to agree. I wanted Zack to touch me like I wanted to have a colonoscopy.
The white guy chimed in. "Well, we can help with that..."
His own hand reached out, and started to caress my side, again, with the back of his hand. I don't know why, but every time I wore satin, and I wore it a lot, guys just couldn't keep their hands off of me! I smiled, one of my patented TV news smiles. I did it so often, it was almost instinct.
"Tell you what, Handsome..." I couldn't really see his features clearly, but why risk offending someone who could potentially be my neighbor? "I'll give you a kiss, just for not being a jerk."
I leaned over towards him, and puckered my lips, aiming for his. I was intending a brief peck on his lips, just something to give him a thrill. I expected to do the same next with the black guy. But that isn't what happened.
I felt my lips caress the white man's, and his mouth opened, his tongue beginning to work on my mouth. He wanted to open my lips and kiss me more passionately. It was just a kiss, so I figured 'what the Hell, why not?', and kissed him back. It was long, and passionate, and I could feel my chest heaving as I breathed deeply. I also felt two more hands on me, from behind. The non-existent coverage of my thong was baring my butt to whomever it was, but I was guessing he was young, black, and from the feeling, definitely bigger than my husband. Hands were on my hips, reaching softly under my robe, and caressing my skin. All the while I started to feel a slight bumping from behind, rhythmic and constant.
I let out a mew, as the kiss had grown quite steamy, indeed, and I was surrendering to it. My kisser was getting into it as well, as his hands began to slide over my breasts, feeling them through the silky satin robe. By now my nipples were rock hard, and almost painfully erect. My own hands reached to his neck, and just as my fingers enclosed about him, I saw a flash of light through my closed eyes, and the kiss broke off immediately!
"Shit... the cops!" my white knight exclaimed hoarsely. With that he was nothing but a memory, as he was far more fleet of foot, and had a better read on the situation than I had.
"Wait... wha?" was all I got out as I stood taller, only to feel a hand on my wrist, and start to pull me off into the park area.
"We need a place to hide!" The dark voice intoned darkly. "I got a record!" His pull got insistent, and I found myself starting off after him.
"Wait!" I called out in a hiss. "Other way... we can use my house!"
He took my advice and switched past me, nearly tripping me off my heels, until I could catch up. I still can't run in heels, but I can move along pretty smartly. We also had a good jump on the police. It slowly began to dawn on me how bad it would be to be caught by the police. "Famous TV reporter caught in lewd acts in public!" That would be the headline, and every one of my competitors would be flashing that as the lead story, followed by my mugshot, most likely. The thoughts spurred me on faster, until my sultry gait was a rapid-fire staccato of clip-clopping heels on the back sidewalk that went behind our tract housing. My robe had, by now, fallen wide open, and I did nothing to cover myself. My free hand was held by the black man, and my other held my precious cell-phone.
I had no idea how far we had traveled, though I knew we were on a shortcut back to my place. I actually liked the greenbelt and park behind my home, but since we didn't have a gate to access it, going out there was a major event. Well, this counted. In this case, after a while, we were pretty certain we had gotten away and were now slowed to walking. We were wordless as we still stalked along behind the rows of dark houses, interrupted by the occasion dog suddenly barking at us, as if we were intruders. That brought on a short spurt of faster moving, before slowing down again. Finally we reached the only house with the lights blazing. My place.
He stopped and turned to face me, and grabbed me by both shoulders, and then kissed me. Harder, and more passionately than his friend had, and my lips parted willingly to accept his tongue. I lifted mine to meet his, and we wrestled, heads turning and swiveling, my soft voice purring as I felt so wonderful. Filled with energy and passion, I was kissing him back, and my every sense was on edge. I could smell my own juices as our lips broke, but the kiss kept on going, our tongues slathering over each other in plain sight. He just felt so right; I could not get enough of him. But now that we were at my place, I could fix that. I finally tapped his chest with both my a flat palm softly, while my cell-phone hummed in the other.
"Listen, we need to get inside. How can we get over the fence?" I asked him softly. We were still trapped on public property.
"Easy."
Then I almost let out a loud squeal, as he hefted me in both arms, and lifted me up to his shoulders. Using my own hands, I was able to help him as he pushed me higher, until I was able to swing my legs over and then carefully fall to the grass, landing on my butt, unable to stop a muffled laughing. As I sat there, my legs open and my robe draping from one shoulder, he easily swung his legs up and over with an obviously practiced ease. He landed like a cat on the prowl, low and ready to spring in any direction. We made eye contact and I could sense a bit of uncertainty in his eyes. I reached up to him, and he pulled me to my heels. Using my free hand to brush my butt off, I led him down the side to my garage, and softly opened the door, waving him in behind me, smiling.
"It's okay. You are safe here, the police won't find you, I promise. C'mon."
I led him inside, and across the living room, and stopped at the den. That was where I saw my husband still awake, but changed into his white chiffon robe. I was guessing he might be naked underneath. He had taken to wearing more and more feminine clothes, and while it bothered me, I was reaching the point of not wanting to do something about it. It wasn't like his dick could do much for me anymore. It actually made some sense that he would wear panties, and I was actually happy he had stopped borrowing mine. I suspected my soiled ones weren't always from my wearing them!



"I'm still mad at you, Zack... You can sleep in the guest room."
I then led my new lover to the master bedroom, where I had every intention of sleeping, but not alone. After entering, I dimmed the lights softly, and then spun, looking my husband in the eyes as he had followed up. I made eye contact with him and shut the door in his face, locking the door with an audible click.
---
Zack had sat there for some time, after his wife left. In a way, he felt it was good she let off some steam. She had been quite tense these last few days. He was starting to think she was getting ready to end her monthly cycle, for she was getting into her 'grouchy phase' as he called it. But he was also excited, in a way. After she went through this, his chances of having sex went up astronomically. Well, so he hoped. His ego was still bruised from the last conversation about sex they had.
Her comments about his size, or lack of it had stung, but It was all he had. It had gotten to the point where she told him outright that she was going to be having sex with other men, just because he wasn't able to give her the release she needed. That hurt, a lot, but he could see her point. It was like accounting. The numbers jived, so he had to accept it. Numbers, like math, don't lie. But the facts were the facts. His four inches didn't measure up to bigger men. Most of the time, she must've been doing it somewhere else. Suzi had been particularly relaxed after her last field assignment to the prison. At least she wasn't rubbing it in his face. Until tonight. The look in her eyes told him everything. Soon, so did the sounds emitting from his bedroom, as he could hear her soft voice moaning and growing louder.
Zack even went so far as to shut off the hallway light and stand at his bedroom door, placing his ear against it, so he could hear more of what was going on. Like knowing would somehow be better. It wasn't. Soon his ears told him his bedsprings were protesting as his mind's-eye flashed the images. As he envisioned the things happening to his wife, his hand reached into his soft, frilly robe, and pulled out his thin pecker, and began to tug on it.
His ears told the story of his wife on her back, her legs widely opened and first the moans of her lover, some young black guy, licking her nectar from her honey pot. Then he could hear her mumble something, followed by a loud mew. That mew grew very loud, and interrupted a few times, as Zack could imagine that man's black snake needed several thrusts to open her vaginal passage up and accept his obviously superior-to-his girth.
Her voice was growing louder and louder, until she had her crescendo, crying out, as he heard loud grunting, and the headboard thumping loudly against the wall. Then silence. That silence was all he needed, as his small penis short a few drippy loads of his semen onto the wall, where it would drip down. All the while his mind envisioned his wife's cervix scooping more of her lover's virile black seed into her womb, where her white egg would be fertilized.
Zack leaned against the wall as he recovered, and then left to get a towel to clean up his mess. If he didn't, there would be Hell to pay when Suzi discovered it. While he was at the kitchen sink, wetting a towel, he heard the door open, and saw his wife come out, hair tousled, and her satin robe missing. Her hips had her sultry strut going on, as she was still in her lingerie and heels, and a smear of semen between her thighs. With her thong missing, Zack could see all of this plainly, including a darkening mark on her neck, below her ear.
She giggled to him and went to the refrigerator. "We need water." And she bent low to reach in, and draw out two bottles of drinking water, and then headed back. She paused before she went down the corridor, and looked back over her shoulder, where her ass was on display, showing several bruises.
"You better clean up your mess, or the next time we have sex will be after your funeral." She then giggled and went back into her... no, his bedroom, and again, heard the door shut, and the ominous click of the lock, eliminating him from invading his wife's privacy. But Zack had gotten the point. Clean it up, and it better be damned clean, or he wasn't touching her again.
So he set about his task, and as he did so, he could hear them starting again. The stranger's voice said something unintelligible, and she replied, giggling softly. Then silence. The bed then squeaked, and she let out that familiar loud moan. He could envision it, the man's cock entering her again, only this time her moan was long, slow and torturous. It made it obvious to Zack that she was now accustomed to his size.
He had just finished cleaning up, and risen to his feet, when he heard the telltale interrupted cries of passion. Her voice emitting the sounds of rising passion, interrupted by each of his thrusts as they hit home. Zack had just pressed his ear to the door for round two, when in the middle of a passionate cry, the door flung open, and there was his wife!
Well, it was his wife and lover, standing there. He was behind her, his black snake obviously inside the married woman as he stood there, his one hand holding her wrist in a tight grip, as the other hand gripping her by the hair as Suzi used hers had opened the door. Suzi then willingly swung her arm back, to be grabbed. Her red-painted lips were dangling open, and her eyes were glazed. Her firm breasts were jouncing with every thrust, which then grew harder. The young man was driving her forward with his cock, switching to holding both of her wrists to steer them into her home.
Zack tried to just stand there, but realized he couldn't. The man was going to drive his wife right over him, as she took step after halting step, until they were in the den.
----
All I could do was moan and cry out. The amazing sensations of his cock, as he took me from behind, and used his black spear to massage my sweetest of places with every thrust was clearly seizing control of my body, my will, and my mind. As the door opened, I was shocked to see my husband still standing there, but as I was pulled backwards by my shoulders, and forward by my pelvis, I was helpless to even acknowledge him. Or to even tell him to get the fuck out of the way! The man's sexual skills were just that good.
What was even more impressive was his stamina. I had climaxed twice when he was on top of me, and was losing my mind this second time he was fucking me. There was no other word for it. This wasn't making love, or even casual sex. This was pure, carnal, animalistic fucking. I was reveling in it. Sure, I was taking a risk, and a big one. I was wildly fertile now, after having taken the risks with the prison convict, and his having barebacked sex with me. Zack and I had talked about starting a family awhile back, before I started my TV news career, and well, we had never really gotten around to it. Rhino had kept me that busy! So busy, in fact, that I had never gone back to the doctor to refill my birth control prescription.
Every thrust he made caused me to make one more halting step forward, while my voice whined loudly. I could see my husband watching me, and yet I had absolutely no care in the Universe about him at the moment. All I wanted was another climax, and the only way to get that was with the black spear stabbing inside me repeatedly. I could feel my breasts as they bounced in perfect unison, demonstrating his poise and balance as he drove me through the house, using my arms to steer me, and keep my shoulders pulled back, and my boobs jutted out.
I could see my husband begin to jerk off again, his tiny penis no match for the meaty man-missile currently owning me. Owning me was the correct term, too. At that moment, I would have done anything for him, including confessing to the Lindberg kidnapping, which happened decades before I was born. I didn't know his name, or anything about him, other than his cock was larger than many, and he knew exactly how to use it on me. Or more precisely, in me. Zack moved nearby, to watch us, as my lover stopped me in front of our pane-glass window, the drapery open, save for the sheer curtain to allow us some privacy. With the room lit, I was fully on display, and I didn't care.
My voice was growing louder as I felt the rising tide of raw sexual tension building in me. My half-lidded eyes noticed a police car slowly drive by. It stopped, when they obviously saw me, and sat there for what felt like an hour, but was at most a minute or two. My voice was growing higher and tighter, as the thrusting continued, and my vagina began to quiver on that black shaft. My body was working hard to do what nature designed when a man and woman have intercourse. To mate and procreate, and make a new life. That fact that one partner was married, white, and rising in society, while the other was black, probably single, and definitely lived on the outer edges of society mattered not. My lover seemed not to care that we were putting on an exhibitionistic show for the public, and that included the police car that was obviously watching us.
It was my orgasm that caused the police to move on. I shuddered, violently, and screamed, while my pussy went into overdrive to tease my lover, and coax his body into flooding my fertile womb with his dark seed. My body was working with, and on, his to make a baby. A black one. My efforts were rewarded, as he gave a mighty bellow, nearly thrusting me into the air and I felt more of his sperm jet into me, as both of our bodies worked in nature's harmony. After along moment's recovery, I stood taller and looked over my shoulder, offering my lover a long, steamy kiss, stretching my tongue past my lips to feel his.
My husband, who had been witnessing all of this, finally shot another tiny few drops of his load, this time onto the coffee table. Inwardly I growled. I was going to positively kill him for that. But for this moment, there was just my lover, me, and the police ogling me. It was then that Zack got off his ass and closed the drapes. I never saw the police again that night.
Now I was more than ready to go to bed. Only my lover was staying the night, now. After staying bent like I was long enough to get all of his emissions as deeply into me as possible, I asked to rise, and he let me up. I turned, and lifted my arms around his neck and gave him the most passionate kiss I could muster. I felt wonderful!
"Lover... please... stay the night with me. I'll cook you a nice breakfast, and then make sure you can get away when the coast is clear." I softly offered. I didn't even look at Zack as I gave this stranger my dreamy-eyed gaze.
"A'ight.. deal." Was all he said and he picked me up as easily as he had to lift me over the fence, and carried me off to what was now going to be our bed.
My lips kissed his strong shoulder as I looked back at my husband, and then gave him some direction.
"Clean up your mess, Zack, and it better be perfect. Oh, and we are not to be disturbed. I'm off until I relocate to San Diego. You are working until you are approved for your transfer. We're sleeping in."
----
Zack was walking behind them, and heard his wife. Somehow he wasn't very upset at her orders. The house electronics, including the televisions, had their screensavers running, and the pretty colors, and the soft humming was very calming, throughout. Every cell-phone was similarly emitting the same colors and patterns and the faint hum. All were in sync. No matter where one went in Suzi and Zack's home, the Rhino Effect was in place.
The last thing Zack heard that night, other than the click of Suzi locking her bedroom door, was the sounds of her moaning, and the bedsprings taking a beating. Suzi and her lover wound up making love after all of that, twice more.
----
A few weeks later, I was in San Diego and managed to find a house about a fifteen minute drive from the TV station. RNN and RMM had jointly decided that I should have a home as a display for all of the Rhino Electronics equipment, so I had new big screen TVs in most of the rooms, including the kitchen, and garage. Phone docking stations were in literally every room, and new cordless phones for landline use.
After getting new furniture and kitchenware, the only thing I really missed from Hawksville was a bunch of friends, and of course, my husband. His transfer was approved, pending an open position out here. This could take a few months, I was told. He didn't take it well, but even he saw he had little choice in the matter. I did promise to come back to Hawksville when I could, to visit just him. He was my husband, afterall.
I took the time to describe to him in detail about our new Ranch-style home, with four bedrooms, three and a half baths, plus a nice yard. The weather was amazing, too! I even described the new bed.
"Honey, you will love it, if you ever get to use it. I mean... if you ever make it out here." Was that a Freudian slip?
"It is a California King, and moves up and down, and even has a relaxing vibration function. There is a mount for our cell-phones to stay charged, and everything. Best of all, since the house is now a showcase for Rhino technology, I got it for free! They even threw in a full set of linens, custom made for the bed from this amazing satin. I slept sooo well last night!"
I heard a soft grunt as a response from Zack, and I was immediately disgusted. My husband, I just realized, had been jerking off to my narrative. Shaking my head, I made my excuses and hung up. I was getting pretty upset with him.
So I lay on my new, amazing bed, and luxuriated in it, while turning on the TV to watch my new news set being used by a fill-in field reporter. Tomorrow was my first day.
---
When I had arrived in California, the first thing I did was find a doctor. I needed to find out about my knees and the funny taste problem. She did the usual doctor things, and took blood and all that medical stuff. I hated doctors, but I felt calm, especially when clutching my cell-phone. It was at the point where I never let that thing more than five feet from me. The doctor said they would send word with the test results. Next was checking in at my new TV station.
The stage manager must be a clone from my old one, was my first thought. News was news, but they wanted me to wear a specific wardrobe, a lot of it was from my current one, but some was new, and from the Rhinowear line.
I emerged from my new office, and displayed the new outfit. 'It doesn't cover much.' Was my first thought?
The outfit was very revealing. The material was silky, and shiny, and draped down past my cleavage. I was showing side-boob inside and out. The actual sides of the garment were open, and held together by a single chain of small rings at my waist. The hem was loose, and ended at mid-thigh. I would have to be very careful about how I moved. The mint green contrasted my hair perfectly, which was nice, and I was given matching green stilettos. The shoes actually fit very comfortably. Someone had done their homework.
"Very nice, Suzi... you look perfect!" the stage director said as I primped at my auburn hair over my shoulder.
"Well, it is a great party outfit, I have to admit, but it doesn't cover much. Do I really have to wear it? I mean, I can't even wear panties with this thing." I offered as a soft complaint.
"Suzi, Suzi, trust me, it will be fine. You will just be standing in place or seated behind the desk." The man said soothingly. "It is one of the things that were negotiated when Rhino News bought the station. They want you to wear your normal attire, with some additions. Your modeling these clothes will be credited at the end of the broadcast, and you get to keep them. There is a money kick-back as part of the deal, too. Besides, they are custom fit to you!"
I shrugged. "Alllriiight... if this is the way it has to be." I agreed to reluctantly.
"Trust me, Suzi, you are going to be a big hit here. We're all excited to have you!"
As I was near the end of my first broadcast, I was handed a slip of paper off-camera. My voice went into automatic serious-news tone.
"And this breaking news just in..."
My eyes paused as I scanned the document, ignoring the first few lines, which were just internal routing codes and junk. Then my eyes stopped and grew wide. I even re-read the news twice, to make sure there was no mistake.
"My apologies, Ladies and Gentlemen..." I was stalling on how to deal with this.
"But this news isn't really breaking to you, but it sure is to me. As you all know, today is my first day here in warm and sunny San Diego, and I have received an extremely warm welcome from not only my new co-workers, but also by management, staff and our technical crew. My new neighbors are also terrific people, and I am so very happy to be here with you. So I suppose it is only fitting that my new friends hear my news first..." I was now drawing it all out for public attention, and hopefully ratings.
"Ladies and Gentlemen..." I lifted my head up and stood with my shoulders back and my back straight. The effect was to perfectly display my outfit, which had no allowance for a bra, thong, lingerie, or frankly anything. My nipples, which had been a little sore, were hard and plainly showing.
I broke into a smile.
"Ladies and Gentlemen, I it is my honor and pleasure to share with you this news fact... It has been confirmed... I am now pregnant!"
My co-anchor rushed from his seat and came to congratulate me, where I stood with a beaming smile at the end of the desk on the opposite side. As he did so, I felt him give a quick grope of my ass, under my skirt. If that camera was on, well, my ratings were gonna' go up, that was for sure!
"So now, Ladies and Gentlemen... This truly is all the news that is worth knowing. Good night, and please... be safe!"
The two second delay was excruciating, and my mind raced. Me? Pregnant? By who? Certainly not Zack! But then, as the stage director announced we were clear, my cell phone started to hum. And all was right with the world...
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Our Story Thus Far:
Suzi Recreant, a dynamic and gorgeous TV news anchor has just been completing her transfer to a new and emerging market for Rhino Multimedia (RMM) in San Diego, California. Her husband is becoming a nearly fully-indoctrinated sissified white male due to the Rhino Effect, a mind-control function broadcast through Rhino Industries home and portable electronics. He was left behind as a position had not yet opened up in his field in San Diego. Suzi had recently announced at the end of her nightly newscast the breaking news of her new pregnancy, but that was all. Who the father was had been held in great secrecy, for two reasons. One, because the father of her c***d was black, and two, because her husband wasn't the father, and even more, he didn't know she was pregnant.
*******
Suzi sighed as she remembered the phone sex conversation with her husband last night. The call went from teasing to outright steamy, and in some circles, even taboo, if not just kinky. It had been three weeks since they had last seen each other, held each other, and snuggled. Despite her new promotion and transfer to San Diego, she found she was still in love with her sissified husband. But the attachment was emotional, and had nothing to do with any physical relationship. She had been fully converted to the Rhino Philosophy of 'Black Cock Good; White cock 'not so good', thanks to the Rhino Effect and the house-full of Rhino Industries electronics. Mind-affecting sub-audio and visual waves had been blasting away at her senses for months, now. It started with a simple cell phone, and presently was filling her mind through her cell phone, house phone, televisions, surround-sound entertainment system, her laptop, portable tablet, and the voice-control device for her smart home. All day long, her subconscious mind was being blasted with images and thoughts suggesting an even deeper commitment to black men and black relationships. Having a black baby would not be enough!
She missed her husband, and missed him a lot in these days. The first week was okay, she was busy finishing the décor and outfitting of her new Rhino-provided home, plus she was working a lot more hours than was sensible.
The second week was so boring it was annoying, and she looked forward to his nightly call. The third week was driving her crazy.
Always highly sexual, or as some would describe, she had a very high libido, every night she was alone was making her grow more and more needy of a man's attention. Already pregnant, her maternal hormones were raging as the new life injected by a black man were driving her crazy with want.
Under normal times, Zack and Suzi would simply have sex when she wasn't already sated by black cock, or even after she had already been inseminated by a powerful black man. Zack loved to have a chance with his wife, even if it meant sloppy seconds, or even thirds, and she would always try to make things special for him by dressing to tease and please her man so that he would enjoy the fruits of her labors.
Zack was an accountant working in a department quite separate from Suzi's line of work and when he went on his scheduled business trips before her transfer to San Diego, they would usually set aside time to make sure they were each sexually exhausted, until sleep was the only thing they wanted, nestled in each other's arms. By that time it was usually Zack's first time with his wife, while his wife might be on her second or third lover, or in a couple of spectacular cases, a large number of men when she was heavily induced under the Rhino Effect, with the event being filmed for Rhino Multimedia and their new porn channels.
When he was gone, she would constantly text and facetime him to share inside flirting and teases to make sure that Zack was ready to come home properly 'prepared' so he would willing go straight to the bedroom, where he would be able to watch his wife in their marital bed, either actively making passionate love to a black man, or as she was laying in his arms after, snoozing softly. It was during those times when Zack's own mind-blasting would convert him into sissy-hood, and he would go into the closet and change into some frilly, short, and feminine dress or other attire, and even heels, and stand attentively, ready to be the subservient sissy he was inside.
One of the things they used for teasing each other was an inside joke, or more accurately a sexual fantasy regarding the local coffee house barista, a black man named Josh. Josh was a handsome college student, playing football on a partial scholarship, which meant he needed the part-time job in the mornings to make his own ends meet. Tall, well-built and solid, Josh was a typical young football player. Suzi had taken a liking to him when she first saw him, simply because he was a nice employee who gave polite customer service. The Rhino Effect had never entered the picture. Yet...
Over the ensuing months, their employee-customer relationship had grown into a bit of flirting and fun. Suzi would even go in with Zack, and flirt with the barista in front of him, something that actually made Zack aroused. He had his own interracial fantasies similar to Suzi, but from a different point of view. While Suzi was always accepting of black people, and had even dated several black men in college, Zack found his conscience weighed down a little over some guilt related to his family heritage, when they were slave owners in what is now Alabama. He had always felt he owed black people something, and in his job as an accountant, he had found one of his ways to ease his conscience was to do pro-bono work for black families with tax and financial troubles.
The night before Suzi left for San Diego and her new job there had been an abject failure at any intimacy, due in part to Suzi's own tensions being rubbed raw. She was irritated that her husband due to circumstances had to stay behind, and that it would be several weeks before he could join her. On top of that they had argued earlier in the afternoon about visiting their families for the upcoming holiday season. They had both said some unfortunate, greedy things, and there was some hurt still being held inside by both of them. Sex was out of the question, and that would make it nearly four weeks since they had last made love.
The night before he was due to fly back home she had teased Zack with a question.
"What about my willingly giving myself to Josh, while you were landing at the airport? Knowing Josh was over for a visit, but not knowing he had seduced me and was at the moment the plane landed, poised above your wife, on your marital bed, and his hard, throbbing, black cock was dribbling pre-cum onto the sheets where you sleep, as your wife's knees are high and thighs parted?"
Zack in his distant hotel room could only start to stutter, for it had been a fantasy of his, a dark, dirty fantasy. He stammered out "You have me nailed."
"No, I AM the one about to be nailed. By Josh." Suzi purred on.
"Not knowing that as you exit your plane, his cock has been playfully slapping my clit, making it peek out from its protective cape, and my soft voice can only moan, while my arms fall over my head in supplication. Looking into his eyes, opening my soul to him, and he grins, almost evilly, knowing he is going to not only claim his white bitch, but also tame her for all eternity simply by making her cum for him?"
Zack tried to play along as his voice cracked. "Making her cum like she has never cum before. All she feels, her existence, is her married pussy being tormented by a thick black cock?"
"My husband doesn't realize he is going to bareback me, and small drips of his pre-cum are now pressing against my labia, as he stops playing around and starts to conquer your wife. As you step into your car, Josh begins to slide his cock up and down on my folds, the slickness helping his purple-mushroomed head force my body open to him, to accept his turgid rod. The mushroom engages with my gate, and as you hit the freeway on-ramp, he slowly begins to sink into me, adding small, soft thrusts. Every move of his pelvis makes me cry out in pleasure, a sound I rarely, if ever, make for you. My back arches as he lowers his thick lips to mine, and kisses her, all the while letting gravity help him claim your wife."
Zack could only moan in appreciation and intense lust, as he pulled out his hardening dick and began to stroke it. He had wanted to hold off, to avoid masturbating, but his wife was only too good at these storytelling moments. While they led to intense sex as she talked dirty thoughts in bed, being apart like this was something new.
"He bottoms out in your wife, his heavy, full sac slapping against your wife's ass as his thrusts begin." Suzi continued after hearing his throaty moans. "I moan as he withdraws, only to wail out as he forces his leaking cock back into me. His pre-emission is just a hint of the heavy cumming he will do to my unprotected and fertile womb. My phone sits on the night table, chiming unanswered as I cannot answer it at first. But the redial gets my hand to move and I'm barely able to touch the answer button, before his cock plunges back into me. My voice resumes its sexual wail, as you are forced to listen. All you hear is my voice, and then his, along, dark, menacing moan as his cock sends its own signals to its owner. To breed this white girl, and give her his black seed, and his black baby. To end her family lineage and to forever alter your hopes, plans, and dreams for your own family."
The sound of Zack's hand in blurring motion could be heard by his wife, as she lay back on the bed, her nude body on their red satin sheets, while she was using her own Battery-Operated Boyfriend, which she had named Josh, as a further tease to her husband for play times. Suzi was breathing deeply and sexually as she led the tease, now, getting into it fully.
"Josh was frothing my love-juices as his cock churned into me like silken butter. It was also a potential indicator of my fertility. Was I ovulating soon, or had I already? His thrusts grew stronger and stronger, while your wife started to speak in gasps between wails of pleasure... "
Suzi paused to moan herself as the toy Josh massaged her sweet spot.
"Yes! Yes! Josh! Take... take me! Give... me your... cock! Cum in me! Make... me your... BiiitttTTTCCCHHH!" and I then screamed, a loud, high-pitched wail, while you hear the table rattle. My orgasm is so violent, so complete, and so strong that it made you wonder how it was happening. I have never done this for you! As you pull off the freeway, you hear more grunting. A deep masculine voice. "Take it bitch, take my cum... I own your pussy now!"
Zack listened to her, his hand trying to hold off his explosion, thinking of her, his wife, letting Josh take what is, oh god, what is rightfully his.
Suzi interrupted his efforts by continuing.
"You park the car and make your way into the house. But you can hear right away the sounds coming from your bedroom. I am not expecting you so soon, and Josh doesn't care if you show up. He has your wife, now. His black ass is humping up and down furiously as your wife claws at his back, and she I start whining loudly, a long, high, and tight vocal expression. He has already forced his way onto my body, and now forced me into new pleasures you can't. Now he is about to force a second orgasm from your wife, as his own thrusts grow from intense to frenetic. He is making the bed thud against the wall as you climb the stairs.
Zack imagined himself quietly walking up the stairs, his wife moaning, the thumping of the headboard, the bedroom door slightly open, he peeks in...
"You open the door, to find my legs up and my toes curled. I'm clutching him with both arms, as if he dared to try escape. Yet escape was not his plan. Owning your wife is.
"I OWN your pussy, BITTTCCCHHH!!" Josh exclaimed, as he gave a final thrust and growled loudly, your wife writhing frantically as the last smack of my pearl made me feel a second wave of soul-destroying pleasure. All your eyes could see was his backside, and his black cock burrowed to the hilt inside your wife, his balls flexing with his butt, as you were the eyewitness to this black man fertilizing my white womb. There was nothing you could do now, it was too late. You were helpless to stop this, as you heard your wife say softly. 'You own my pussy now... I will only have sex with you, or who you let me, ever again!' "
Suzi could not tell, but Zack spurted his semen uselessly on his lap, as he imagined being stunned by what he's witnessing, he can't help but what, touch his own cock as he sees Josh's superior slab of black meat thrust over and over, stretching his wife, her sweet pussy almost unrecognizable. "On honey, honey, yessssss..." Zack whispered.
Suzi continued. "The black man lay upon your willing wife, as my hands now moved to caress his cheeks and his face. I lifted her head to kiss him, in a long, lewd and brazen display of affection. Hearing your words, I use one hand to shoo you away. I would speak with you, but only when Josh would allow it. But in my motion, you could still see the glint of my wedding ring, the one you gave me on our special day. The day I pledged myself to you, and only you, and to forsake all others. All the while, his hips slowly thrust up and down inside your wife, his cock still draining as my cervix was busily scooping more and more of his black baby-making seed into my womb. After the kiss broke, Josh lifted his head, and he snarled to you. 'Get out, white boy, and shut the door. I'm not done with my new bitch, yet!' "
Zack whispered loudly, feeling deflated. "I would close the door, listening, as my wife is being bred and it feels so right, I can't stop myself, pulling out my white cock and stroke to the sound of my wife being filled."
Zack's words made his wife smile. She had found newfound fodder for the future of their sex life. She then continued.
"The sounds of kissing filled the room as you shut the door, and then a soft feminine giggle. After you have your cock out, and are getting fully erect, you hear the telltale sounds. The bed springs are squeaking in protest. He is fucking your wife in the next room. Only now you realize what has happened. You are being cuckolded. Heavily, and now, willingly. What will come of you? Right now, only you care. Your wife and her new lover, Josh, and busy doing what you should be doing. Making a baby!"
Zack had to break in. "Oh, God, Suzi, you are so good at this... I can't wait to get home tomorrow and experience this... and you!"
"As the evening wears on, and you have managed to stroke yourself twice, while he has fucked your wife three more times, the bedroom door opens, and out I come. Nude." Suzi continued with the tale.
"My body has bruises across my chest, my inner thighs and my ass, and dark circles on my neck. Love marks, hickeys and proof of his manhandling of me. My pubic area is coated with dried semen, and my pussy is all matted. Hair askew and my body sheathed in sweat, I'm followed by Josh, who is wearing your robe. "Honey.." I would say. "We need to talk..."
"You sink back into the dining room chair as my nude body approaches.
"Ummmm..." I would begin. "I don't know really how to put this..."
"Then you hear Josh break in. 'She's my pussy now... You don't get to fuck her anymore. Not unless you pay me, maybe. You can still be married to her, and she'll still be your wife, but when I call, or when I come over, she's gonna be fucking me... Maybe I'll let you watch sometimes, if you behave. If not? You'll only see her when I'm done. Which may take a while.' By looking into my eyes, you see the truth. I am is still your wife, and your heart. But I am his woman. A white wife owned by a black man!"
*******
The next day, as Zack's plane landed, the chirp of the landing gear started his mind running the timeline of Suzi's story in his head. It would spur him on faster and faster to get home, get naked, and get his wife in the sheets.
Parking the car in the garage, and entering the den, he heard a thump from upstairs. A tad concerned, he hastened his way to their bedroom, and pushed the door open. Zack was not prepared for what his eyes saw before him.
His wife, Suzi, was on her back, her legs high and wide, as a black man was laying fully on top of his wife, his hips making small thrusts as she kissed this man who had usurped Zack's place. Zack dropped his jacket on the floor, which drew both of the lover's attention.
"Wait outside..." Suzi said. "I'll be out when he's done with me."
*******
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I awoke the next morning, groaning. Blinking hard, I looked around to get my bearings. I remembered more of last night, at least, and thank Heavens for that! Van had seemed to be doing okay for himself, somehow making a new life out of a destroyed old one. Hearing the toilet flush, I stood up, and then stretched, my voice grunting at the flexion of my stiff muscles. I was becoming aware of my rock-solid morning wood as the bathroom door opened.
"Oh, good... You haven't made a mess on the floor..." Van offered sardonically with a shake of his head. "Listen, I know this is all new to you, but I suppose I should start teaching you now what I have learned. First thing is not to go waving your stiffy at other guys, unless you are damn sure they will want to see it, or want to play with it. So go use the bathroom, and grab a shower and get it over with. You need to be able to concentrate today. This is my last day off work for the next five, so you are gonna' be flying solo faster than you wanna be.
"Sounds like good medical advice..." and I stumbled my way to the bathroom and got the hot water going. Letting the water start to clean me, and remove the fog over my brain, I thought about how I started this bizarre transition to this bizarre new life.
Making it to my dorm was pretty easy, actually. Most people were still asleep, and the security I thought was pretty strict at the dorm was actually nearly non-existent. Van just told the front desk he was there to see his sister Courtney (that's me), and that was it! He showed some ID and off we went. I was getting pretty pissed about that, and then had to wait and think about it. Old Courtney would be upset at the dangers of letting a strange guy into the sleeping rooms. New Courtney was one of those strange guys going into one of the sleeping rooms. I used my key on the door rom door, and after opening, was stopped dead in my tracks! There was my new dorm mate, a pretty blonde girl with immense knockers and a sweet smile. She looked at me suspiciously, and asked in that killer Southern accent that drives others green with envy.
"Umm, hi. Kin Ah help yew?"
"Oh! Hi... I'm sorry, my name is Cort-... Corey... and I'm here to get... my sister's stuff..." I was suddenly having to think fast and make stuff up on the fly. "My sister had to withdraw from school."
Van was behind me, trying to see in. In fact, he poked me in the ribs, so he could see! I used a hand to brush back behind me as I took in my roommate's side of the place. Well, my ex-roommate. I looked her over and realized that she was cute as a button, and would be trailing guys all around her like flies to honey. She definitely had me beat in the looks department, and I suddenly realized I was growing jealous. She could have any guy she wanted!
"Oh, way-all, thet's a shayame. I hope evry'thin's okay?" Again with the killer accent.
I plastered on a fake smile. "Yeah, she'll be fine. Eventually." I had to somehow sound like the brother I never had. "She got attacked... sexually... and wanted to go back home." I shook my head, and sounded remorseful. By now, Van had managed to squeeze in next to me, and was also looking over the woman.
"Way'll Ah hope it wusn't here?" The girl asked.
I smiled genuinely. "No, she went to a party, and things went badly. She said she's never coming back here." At last, a partial truth. "I'm sorry, what's your name?" I asked.
"Ah'm sorry... I din't mean ta' be rude. Ah'm Wendolyne. Most evr'yone calls me Wendy." She rose and actually offered her hand, which I had to be careful to shake politely, and in a more manly grip. When she winced, I backed off a bit, realizing I was using too much strength.
"I'm sorry, Wendy..." I muttered. "I hope I haven't hurt you."
She smiled, and showed teeth that could blind welding goggles. "Naw, Ah'm fine... Buut thank yew fer bein' so kahnd!" She replied as we broke the shake.
"I'm just going to collect the stuff she asked for, and then I'll be out of your way..."
Then a blinding flash of inspiration hit me. Or maybe it was Van's poking me in the ribs again.
"Unless maybe you would like to grab a drink or something?" I think I was blushing furiously.
Her head tilted, and the long, soft waves of her hair fell down her shoulder as she considered me. She had to be thinking I was some sort of cretin for asking her out in the middle of a family member tragedy. Truth be told, I was feeling very awkward about this. Here I was telling her that I was raped, and yet here I was, collecting my stuff, and trying to hit on a pretty girl, all the while I was still trying to figure out who in the Hell I was, or was going to be. On top of this, my directional pointer had started to show me the way it wanted to go, again. Fuck! Doesn't this thing ever stop?
I started to collect the things I wanted to take with me. My laptop, purse, backpack, the real necessities. My clothes, save for a couple of old sweatshirts and my favorite sleep shirt, all stayed behind. I reached for my pile of text books, and paused. Looking at the titles... Trigonometry, history, physics, intro psych, consumer economics, I started to tear up. My hopes and dreams of a happy future were gone. I swallowed hard, and even teared up a little, stalled as I was locked up, frozen in time as the true enormity of the past 48 hours hit me full-force.
Courtney the girl, with hopes and dreams to graduate, find a good man, get married and raise his three children were literally gone with the swallow of a pill.
I heard a chair scrape, and felt Wendy's hand on my arm, and the other started to rub my back. Oh, how sweet of a woman she was. She practically oozed kindness.
"There, there... it'll be all-raht.- Ah'm sure yer siyster will be okahy..." she was rubbing my shoulder as she comforted me, and my nose inhaled her perfume. My direction-finder sprung to attention in less time than I thought possible.
I cleared my throat and swallowed, taking a moment to rub my heavily-threatening tears away. With blushed cheeks, I looked at her.
"I suppose I'll leave these with you. Maybe you can do something with them. She won't need them anymore." I almost broke down hard and cried at those words.
Van broke in at that point. "It'll be okay, Bro... seriously. I'll help in any way I can." He then looked to Wendy. "Thank you for being so nice. You don't have to do anything."
"Ah cain't let somewun suffer lahke this... It tain't fayre." Then she leaned to my ear and whispered "Yes... Tomorra' nahht at see-ix. Pick me uuup heahr."
Standing upright, she looked me in the eyes as I stood, too. "Yew look lahk a guud gah. Help yer sister an' ah'll see ya'll t'morrah." Again with that awe-inspiring smile.
Pulling myself together, I handed one bag to Van and took the other two. I was actually surprised how easy it was to carry everything. When I moved in, I needed a cart. I gave her a soft, almost weak smile. "Tomorrow at six. I'll be downstairs. I look forward to it."
Leaving the key on the desk, I left behind my old life forever. I had to make Courtney be a new man, and I had to get my shit together quickly. I had my first date, with a girl I was finding to be amazingly cute!
Van was silent as we made it outside, until we were well out of sight and half-way to his car. Then he exploded.
"Dude! Do you know what you just did?"
I felt his hearty slap on my back, which would have normally knocked me flat on my face. It just jolted me a little.
"Way to play the pity card! You got yourself a date with a smokin' hot girl, with a killer accent, and it took you less than ten minutes! Hell, it took me three weeks to get a date, and I was practically begging for her to go out."
I looked back at him, a little sheepish. "Then why do I feel like shit?"
"Because you look like shit, Court... So let's do something that is universal to guys and girls. Let's go shopping!"
-----------------
Clothes shopping had been incredibly easy. I had everything I needed, now. Cash, ATM card, credit cards. I let my cell phone battery die, and left it that way, and while we were out, got a new one. With Van's advice, I had started burying girl-Courtney and creating boy- Courtney. Van had left me at his place to go sort out my new clothes and get my head together, while he went out. About an hour later, he returned, carrying a black plastic trash bag.
"We, Sir, hit paydirt! But damn, you owe me huge for this..." Van exclaimed as he shut the door behind him. "Don't open this." He advised, dropping the bad near the front door.
"What is it?"
"It is your old clothes and hair from the party," he spoke almost conspiratorially, "plus some of your dried up puke."
I blanched and made a grossed-out face.
"What the Hell makes you so happy about this?"
Van rolled his eyes, and took a seat next to me, and spoke gently.
"Don't you see? This is your exit strategy. I had to create mine... You have yours already." Then he paused.
"Courtney... to sell this, you have to end girl Courtney... end your old life. Everything you knew, everything you had, it all has to go. Friends, family, everyone. You have to do what I had to do. Kill yourself... but live through it."
That was it. Dam-busters time. The tears rolled before I knew what hit me, and in less than the time it took for a room to get dark after a burnt-out light bulb, I was bawling. Full-on, soul-clearing crying. Crying so hard that your stomach hurts, your nose runs, and you cough. Van did something that at the time I thought was a real son-of-a bitch thing to do, but instead of comforting me, he backed away. He left me alone to cry, and to feel miserable. To be forlorn and to lose hope. To cry about the destruction of my life, and the loss of my family. All my comfort, all the things I knew, loved, and trusted. All of it had to go.
There was also another lesson in his backing away. I had to learn to get tougher, and to suck up tears on my own. Girls, when heartbroken, tend to cling together with a close friend. Guys? They stand alone. I needed to learn to be alone.
He was right, I realized about forty-five minutes later, when I was empty, and exhausted, and bloodshot-eyed. Old Courtney had to go. To do otherwise would confuse the authorities, and likely get me charged with my own death. But it hurt, and it sucked, and there was nothing I could do about it. The only way for me to have a life was to move on from my old one. I had to kill the girl. For months, and even years to come, there would be weak moments, where I would melt down and just lose it. Funerals were my destruction. Every time, for the rest of my life, I would melt down at a funeral, even if I never knew the decedent. It would remind me of the me whom I had to lose, the me I had to kill, the me whom I loved most.
So after I recovered, and Van saw it was safe to come near me, he asked if he could help me plan. I looked up to him, and feeling like shit, said "Yeah, what do you have in mind?"
"This one goes simple. Girl Courtney, well, she went to a party, and got messed up on drugs. Only she was overdosed, and killed by a sicko pervert. He did some emotionally disturbing things to her body, and then took the body and tossed it into the old rock quarry in Hawksville. The rest he bagged and tossed into the dump in Williams County. Clean, clear, no muss, no fuss and no way to connect you to her, to them, and everything else. We've drained your accounts, and so you have enough to live on for a while, if you stay here."
I gave him a look that said "Don't be stupid, of course I'm staying here!"
Van then went on. "So night after tomorrow, we go do the deed, and old Courtney is gone and new Courtney will have the beginnings of a new life!"
I have him a dubious look. "Really? Is it that easy? I mean..." my voice trailed off.
Now he gave me a patronizing look. "Look, Dude..." He then stopped when he saw my expression.
"Courtney, get used to it. You are a guy now, and people will be calling you dude for like forever plus twenty years. Embrace the suck, as my brother used to say."
I nodded in assent. "Alright... you were going to say?"
"Let's count up where we are. You have a new look, new clothes, and money. You have a roof over your head, and most amazing of all, a date with a screaming hot chick tomorrow night! Court, it took me almost three months to get where you are in three days!"
I sat back for a long moment, and pondered this. Perhaps he was right? Maybe I was, in the worst possible scenario, still the luckiest I could hope to be?
--------------
I was nervous as I walked up to Wendy's place. I was casually dressed up, in a pair of Chinos, a sports shirt and a coat. Casual shoes and I was cleaned up. Van said I looked good enough that Vanessa would have said yes on the first date.
Personally, I think he was bullshitting me, but the words helped. This was going to be new to me. I had never gone on a date before.
Okay, yes, I had. But never as the guy. I was used to being pursued, to being persuaded, to being catered to. Now I was doing the pursuing, persuading and catering. Entering the dorm, I almost fell over. Maybe it was my new body, maybe it was because Wendy was actually a naturally pretty girl. But at that moment, my direction finder started to turn on. Wendy wasn't pretty, she was drop-dead gorgeous!
Like me, she had dressed up a bit for this, only she had a sense of style girl-Courtney would never have been able to match. If I had still been a girl, I would have been green with envy, and lightning mad at being upstaged even after she just woke up from bed. As they saying goes, she had it going on! She had done her hair into a light, layered and flared look, and was wearing a gold satin drape-top satin blouse and leather leggings that clung to her body like paint. Not to mention killer heels that made her look all the sexier.
Speechless as I drew up to her, she giggled a little. "Am Ah ov'r-dre-ahsed?"
I had to take a deep breath to collect myself. "No, you look stunning. I am lucky to be with you tonight."
My words slipped from my tongue easily, as if I already knew the best things to say. Then it dawned on me. I DID know what to say! Who better to date a girl, than a guy with a girl's brain? Suddenly, my whole world snapped into a clear picture. I knew how to handle the world, and it was all thanks to this traffic-stopping girl in front of me.
She smiled and clung to my arm, and we went on our date. All went amazingly well, actually, as I knew things a girl would want to know, and was able to add some details from my world to make me be that much more intriguing. All of this was while I didn't come off sounding condescending, arrogant, or predatory. I wasn't looking for a one-night stand, nor was I looking to pressure the woman into a life-time commitment. Right then I wanted a new friend, and by the end of the night, I had one.
I walked her to the door, and stopped there, wanting to be the gentleman I would have wanted for a date of my own. I smiled to her, and began to fumble my words, not sure how to word what I truly wanted, which was to see her again.
Wendy saved me, with that killer smile and accent. "Yew knowww. Ah'm not th' tahpe of girrl ta' kiss onna' ferst date, but if Ah wuz, then this is whut Ah'd dew..."
She lifted her upturned face to mine and offered her perfect, red-painted lips to mine. This part I had down, and when our lips meshed, at first it was just the softest of caresses, before turning into a long, almost lewd, passionate French kiss. The kiss made time stop, and shut out the rest of the world. In that moment, there was only two of us. Wendy and Courtney, the boy. Make that Courtney the man.
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Out of Afrika Chapter 53 - Suzi provides a scoop
******
Our story thus far...
(For those who have been following this series, you may wish to review Chapter 47 of the Out Of Afrika series, or Cell Phone Chapter 2 before continuing, as there will be references to events from that work. )
Our heroine news reporter, Mrs. Suzi Recreant, had just closed out her nightly newscast by sharing with the viewing public her new pregnancy. It was a development not even her husband Zack knew about, yet. As an employee of Rhino Industries, the conglomerate sought to expand their reach and influence by opening a new and emerging market in Southern California, using the Rhino Industries technology of subliminal mind-control through ultra-sonic audio and visual hypnosis. Suzi had just been transferred to this new TV station, KRMM, after having successfully launched her career by using good investigative skills, and possessing a very high sex-appeal, especially when coupled with the revealing outfits that other divisions in the Rhino Industries conglomerate insisted she wear on-camera.
Thanks to the "Rhino Effect", which was broadcast through Rhino cell phones, TVs, and in-home appliances, Suzi had also appeared in a number of interracial porn videos, available on the Rhino MultiMedia (RMM) array of channels. Whether it was consensual, or under the Rhino Effect, images of Suzi were well and widely available, and boosting her popularity in this new and emerging market. She just wasn't aware of it.
It is now a week since Suzi made her joyful announcement, and she was in a twice-daily production meeting with the KRMM staff to settle the details for the upcoming news broadcast.
******
"I'm so boooorrred!" I thought to myself, failing to stifle a yawn. The night before's sleep had been a little restless. I kept tossing and turning, and just couldn't get into a comfortable position. I was achy and felt icky. I hoped I wasn't coming down with the flu.
So I sat back in the rear of the conference room, and watched the seemingly endless debate on whose story was more important, had the most impact to the public, yada, yada, yada. It was like sitting there and watching men debate the virtures of penis size. That was for women to discuss, since we tended to have more experience on the subject.
"Hmm... the Church of the Holy Black Staff. I remember that. It might be interesting. A church ideologically dedicated to the acceptance of all races, and in particular the mixing of races. Especially black men and white women. What was that rumor going about back in Hawkesville?" Again, my mind was ruminating as the producers and writers droned on. I had no real understanding why I even had to be there. All I did was smile, look pretty and read the teleprompter, as well as occasionally joke with my co-anchor. Flirting with the sports desk guy was fun. I had heard he had a growing fan-club of female followers, but I could see why. A former body-builder, and runner-up to Mr. Intergalactic Muscles, or something like that. I didn't care, really, other than his fan club was right. He was devastatingly handsome. If he ever asked me out, I would have a very tough time saying no. He was that masculine, and in my imagination, that virile. He was an ebony God, only not as tall. In heels, I am just about nose-to- nose with him, which would be just fine with me, thank you very much! It would be one of those things my husband would just have to understand.
With a shiver, I went back to what I was supposed to be thinking about. "Hawksville. Oh yeah, the church. What happened behind closed doors? What was it that made the women who went there smile any time they talked about attending church? There were rumors, or course. A spate of wives who had converted to the faith, and in barely heard whispers, a prominent pregnancy or two? That was interesting, certainly. Who the Hell was Bishop Erasmus, and what made him so special?" My eyes had narrowed, thinking about it, and him. But it became a dead-end. I would have to look into it a little further, when time permitted.
My stomach rumbled. Shaking my head, I thought about the irony. I skipped breakfast because I didn't feel well. Now I was famished, and the very thought of food made me nauseous. I pushed the thought out of my mind, and quickly grew bored again, trying to figure out what they so-called powers that be were going to decide. I let out another yawn. A nap sounded soooo good!
******
Suzi sat back and simply watched, as the various writers, the stage director and the producer discussed all of the myriad details of the show. Currently, the big debate was going to be which story would lead the news. The announcement of a new church being 'planted' by a new ministry called "The Church of the Holy Black Staff", or the potential scandal involving the mayor's wife. An insider at city hall had let it slip that the mayor's wife had been seen in the arms of a tall, husky black man in a tight, passionate liplock, outside the mayor's office, all the while the mayor looked on. For Suzi, life was simple. Stand or sit, read the teleprompter, smile, and look pretty. In other words, the buxom redhead just had to be herself.
Suzi sat back and yawned, out of sheer boredom, when an intern burst into the room.
"Hey! Everybody, turn to channel twelve! Right now!" The young girl's voice was high and excited.
Suzi sat back, and just watched. She was feeling great at the moment. No morning sickness as of yet, and she just felt calm. Whatever it was going on outside the walls of KRMM, it wouldn't affect her. One of the copy writers reached up and changed the channel, and increased the volume. What Suzi saw made her sit bolt upright, and her eyes blasted wide open!
Her blue eyes were glued to the screen, as she saw one of her competitors interviewing an olive-skinned black man, with a big, ugly scar down the side of his cheek, a flat, broad pug-nose, bulging eyes and yellowed teeth. She recognized him in an instant.
"Yeah, that ho' news reporter... the one who jes' tol' ev'ryone she' pregnant. I's the one... I's the one who put my black dick in her an' give her mah' baby!" He ended his words with a wide, toothy grin.
"Oh... My... Gawd..." Suzi whispered out.
In truth, she had no idea who the father was, but had narrowed it down to two possibilities. The man on TV, a convicted felon whom she had been sent to interview about prison life and who had turned the tables on her and managed to bed the 'hottest white piece of ass ever known' as he would brag to those still inside with him. Or, it was a young black thug who had managed to seduce her in a weak moment after an argument with her husband, and had fucked her, for there was no other word for it, in her home, standing in her living room in front of the open bay windows, where she was witnessed standing there, hands held back as the black Adonis filled her with his copious cum. All the while her husband stood there watching, under the Rhino Effect.
Sitting back, in utter shock, her red-painted lips open and wide blue eyes just looking at the screen as the man blathered on about how she loved him, and loved being his sexual conquest, and begged to have his child. He added he was looking to see her, and would be contacting her in the very near future. The field reporter for the competing TV station, one not part of the Rhino Multimedia conglomerate, was beaming at the story she had just broke, the exclusive of how a highly-regarded news anchor was filled with loose morals, and evidently had questionable credibility. The picture on TV switched back to the anchor desk, with the talking-heads just shaking softly and laughing softly, before moving on to the next story.
It took about four seconds, as the awkward silence deafened the room, all eyes on Suzi as she was just... stultified. She had no idea what to say, what to do, or anything. The silence was blasted away by the booming crash of the door being flung open and senior management bursting in, the station manager along with a few various middling people
.
"Suzi! Just what the Hell was that about? What happened?" With all eyes turning to the station manager, he then stopped and collected himself, before quieting and addressing her again. "Are you alright?"
It was typical of management. Ratings and share first, always, and the rest was just detritus to that end. Suzi had, naturally, looked over as the door crashed open.
"I... I think so." She spoke just above a whisper.
Her mind was reeling with the man's words, and the implications. Was she now damaged goods? Was her career suddenly over? What about her marriage? She knew all about her husband, along with his predilections, and she supposed he knew some of her proclivities. But she hadn't yet told him she was pregnant, and there was a near-zero chance he was the father. She knew that, of course, and had hoped to break it gently to him, once he made his way to join her at her new location. She sat back in the hard plastic chair, and a tear started to leak from the corners of her eyes. She looked to her bosses.
Despite the entire building being wired and furnished with Rhino electronics, there was no radiating signals in Steven's office. Mr. Botha, the president of Rhino Industries, wanted the man's thinking head to be clear and able to make sound decisions. Just in case there was an emergency. Like now. Taking a deep breath and exhaling through her nostrils, she folded her hands in her lap, bracing herself for the oncoming slaughter. She was sure her career was going to have a bad day from this.
******
"Am I fired?" I had to ask.
The station manager, named Steven, shook his head. "I don't think so. In fact, I don't have that authority anymore, since Rhino bought us out. That comes from Hawksville. But I am sure they will have questions. So let's talk in my office. I need to know the story on this..." He then paused for effect. Looking about the room, he surveyed the rest of the attendees, pausing for effect. "The whole story... For the rest of you, get off your asses and start figuring out a way for us to get ahead to this. I want us on the 5:00 PM, with a response. Get moving."
The room burst into a frenzy of activity as I was leaving the room, following Steven to his rather plush office. Once inside, the air conditioning made my skin pucker with goosebumps, and my nipples rise and become hard gumdrops atop my D-sized melons. One of the things that made me so popular with male viewers was my body. I knew that. I was literally built like a Playboy model, with a pert, taut bubble butt, and a chest that men drooled over and women wanted to have. Even though I was of a petite stature, my 4-inch stilettos gave me the height I needed to be respectable, and made my legs seem even longer. To some of the stage crew I would overhear, I was, in all regards, a personal fuck-fantasy woman for every male viewer in our market, social media, and if the rumours were true, pretty much every channel Rhino Industries owned. Every male, young and old, black, white, Hispanic, Asian, and any other combination wanted to have me, or at least fantasized about it. My perfectly coiffed auburn hair, dazzling smile and contrasting blue eyes just accentuated my perfect hourglass figure. It was one of the benefits of being the daughter of a Playboy Playmate of the Month.
I was wearing one of the Rhino Store's new outfits, a one-shoulder black satin bodycon dress, that was hemmed about an inch below my butt-cheeks, with a draped cleavage that hung below my breasts and showed a lot of side-boob. The shoulder was tied in a bow with very long tails that hung down my back to the hem of the dress. A small tug on the tails would drop the dress to my waist in short order, revealing what the thin satin failed to hide anyways, in this case my rock-hard nipples, and the rest of my breasts, rather than just the sides of my girls. It was a perfect dress for clubbing, intended for women who were not yet married, or were married and wanted to rekindle that marital spark. Or, I suppose, even that extra-marital spark?
Taking a proffered seat on the couch in the man's office, I daintily crossed my legs, and tried to pointlessly tug the hem of the dress lower. I wasn't wearing any panties, so I wouldn't display any panty-lines.
"Suzi..." Steven began. "Do you really know this creep?"
I nodded. "Yes, from a feature I had to re-shoot in Hawksville. I did a story there, on prison conditions and how they were treating black inmates versus white ones. Evidently my story sucked, and I had to go back and re-shoot it. I can't say the story was a favourite of mine, though in some circles, I heard it is highly regarded. Evidently Mr. Botha found it very favourable."
I didn't know that the dalliance that had resulted from the story had been edited into a feature-length interracial porn movie, and had made Rhino Industries a pretty penny in pay-per-view streaming media on the Rhino Multimedia porn channels. I knew the channels existed, but had never watched them. I also didn't realize that the thug convict had succeeded in impregnating me. Not until a few days ago, when I went to the doctor because I had been feeling ill. But there was little doubt, as the results had been handed to me at the end of my broadcast. I then knew, as did the rest of my viewers, that I was with child. But until this moment, who the father was remained a mystery. It would be, until paternity was confirmed.
Steven sat there, and pondered the moment and the scoop, and all of the implications. "For now, Suzi, tell me what you know of this guy. Is there any chance he is making all of this up?"
I grunted. "I wish. I mean, we all know I am pregnant. But I not sure he did it. I had another man, back just before I left Hawksville, and I was thinking it might have been him. I mean, my husband just stood there and watched as the guy humiliated me in our front room, with the windows open and any neighbour able to take a peek. He watched as the guy had me, more than once, and left me there." I twisted my lips in thought for a moment.
"Oddly..." I looked aside as chewing my inner cheek for a moment. "Oddly, it felt like it was okay to do that, and let him have me. It was weird. But to this day, I have no idea who that guy was, or where I could find him." I shrugged. "I guess this makes me a real slut or something doesn't it?" I looked up to him with a nice pair of Bambi eyes. A gaze that could get a door opened for me, or a stranger to buy me a drink, or my husband to do pretty much whatever I wanted him to.
Steven sat back as he listened and then looked up at the ceiling. Taking his own deep breath, he then replied. "Your personal life is none of my business, Suzi..." he began. "The bigger question is how to we handle this, and what do you want to do with it? This is, after all, your story. Your life. For now, I will back you in any way I can. Unless someone from Rhino Corporate says something, we will deal with this locally. The question is..." He was cut-off by a hard rasp at the door, followed by an excited young intern, and another staffer.
"Boss, we have it! We have the answer!" She was announcing excitedly.
Both Steven and I looked at the woman, expecting her to go on. When she didn't, I spoke first.
"I would like to hear your brilliant solution, please." My normally soft tone was a bit agitated. I was stressed, and even worse, was starting to feel really nauseous.
"We not only acknowledge the guy's statement, we invite him in and thank channel 12 for finding him for us! We tell everyone we had been looking for him, and couldn't locate him, so they did us a service! This takes the story and pretty much kills it dead. It isn't a scandal anymore, it is a reunion, and we can film that, and put it out there, and then maybe use Suzi's pregnancy as a way to grow a sense of community around her."
The intern stopped to finally take a breath. "Just out of curiosity, who in the Hell are you? Do you even work here?" Steven blurted out.
"Oh, I'm sorry, Sir. My name is Anne Alexander, and I'm a journalism student at the state college. I'm an intern in the newsroom." Steven's question reminded Anne of her place, which was at the very bottom of the pecking order. She then continued more demurely.
"So the idea is that we have Suzi share her pregnancy as maybe weekly updates. How she feels, how the baby is progressing. Show her baby-bump, once she gets one. Let the public see her ultrasounds, and share in this glorious event! Having babies is a celebration, so let's celebrate!" Anne had started to skyrocket in her enthusiasm again.
"Tell me..." I asked. "Were you ever a cheerleader in high school?"
Anne beamed as she struck the well-practiced pose a pom-pom girl would hold for pictures. "I made varsity as a sophomore. Does it show?"
Rolling my eyes, I replied. "Only a little. So let me ask, Cheerleader Anne, do I get a vote in any of this brilliant idea of yours? I mean, it is only my pregnancy we are talking about. I hadn't even told my husband yet. I am pretty sure he is going to have a stroke over this. And that would only be the beginning."
Anne's face fell, for she hadn't considered the consequences, but then, being only nineteen, consequences were not her strong suit. She had only recently begun what might be a serious relationship with a handsome black football player on the college football team, a middle-linebacker, and she was quite infatuated. "But it's a good idea..."
Steven looked to me and gave a questioning look. It would have to be my decision. One of the few I would make at work and not be under something I was unaware of, the influence of the Rhino Effect. My eyes went from the excited face of Anne, to the apprehensive one of my boss, to the ceiling as I leaned back and tried to think it all through.
Sitting there for long moment, I had two concepts wrestling in my mind. One was the dilemma of this thug convict, and the other was the battle with growing nausea.
******
She then bolted upright, eyes wide, and lunged towards the trashcan next to Steven's desk, on all fours, as she vomited directly into it. She didn't care that she was exposing herself, she just needed a place to hold her Technicolor yawning.
"BUUUURRRAALLLLPPHHHH!!" Her soft voice uttered gutturally as she expelled the contents of her stomach. She then leaned back on her heels, holding onto the trashcan rim for support. Looking up, she tried to apologize.
Like a real friend, Anne dropped to Suzi's side and helped hold her hair back, and gently rubbed her back. "It's okay... you'll be allllright..." she cooed softly.



"Steven, I am so so—BLUUURAALLLPHH!" she then expelled what little was left in her stomach. She stayed hunched over and spit into the soiled can. After a moment, Steven came around, and started to also gently rub her back to comfort her. Of course, he did take along moment to admire Suzi's display of her butt, and her trimmed garden. The man was her boss, but he was still a man. After a few long moment, she raised herself to her heels and slowly shook her head. "Damn." She then looked to her boss. "Sorry." She meekly offered, her face a tad pale.
Steven, for his part, instead of getting upset, gently helped Suzi back to the office sofa, and then went to his desk to get her some tissues to clean up.
"Wow! That was perfect!" Anne exclaimed. Everyone looked at the young, blonde intern as if she was retarded. "Let's have Suzi with a barf bucket on set with her, and she can let the viewers share in her misery! What better way to build a sense of belonging than letting others suffer with her?"
Steven started to glare at Anne. "Get the FUCK outta' my office! I will deal with..."
"No... wait..." Suzi softly spoke, her voice still shakey.
Everyone then looked at Suzi, including Anne, who was belatedly realizing her commentary and ideas were crossing a line. She had flashes of her career being over before it was even started.
"I think she may be right, in a way." Suzi paused to wipe her lips and chin carefully. She'd have to go back into make-up before her next broadcast.
"There is no way to stop the story, so it is best we embrace it, and make it part of a larger story, in this case, the newly pregnant news anchor. This takes the steam out of channel 12, and lets us shift the focus in a more positive, controlled manner. Hell, it might even get us more ratings and market share." She took a deep breath. "I guess I can take one for the team."
Inwardly, Anne felt a wave of relief. She had finally figured out she could have just been fired on the spot, and Suzi was literally saving her ass.
"Alright, Suzi, if this is what you truly want. I'll get Corporate to buy off on it." Steven nodded.
"But I have a couple of stipulations..." Suzi cut-in. "One, I want Anne as my intern. I'm gonna need an assistant as the baby gets bigger, and she seems to be a good out of the box thinker." She looked to Steven. "I need to get my husband out here. His transfer has been delayed, but I need him. It is not fair to him, or my marriage to keep him away like this. Lastly, I need to meet this guy. Hell, I don't even remember his name, but if he truly is the father of my child, then I need to settle some things with him." She paused to look at Anne. "Cameras will not be included for this." Suzi rarely made demands, commands, or gave orders. But this was one of them.
"Fine." Steven said. "I'll handle it."
He then looked to Anne. "Congratulations. You're now her slave. Don't screw it up." He ended with a growl towards Anne. Had it not been for Suzi, she would have been escorted out of the building without her credentials in about an hour.
Anne nodded, and then smiled brightly. "Yessir." Looking to Suzi, she asked. "So what can I do for you?"
******
Zack had been at work, mindlessly correlating numbers on a few ledger sheets, when his phone rang.
"Zack Recreant..." he answered. Then his face went pale. He nodded. "Yes'm, right away." He had been summoned to the HR department. Bad things tended to happen there.
After clearing his desk of work, he turned off his desk lamp and made his way up, and into the glory of walls with windows. Zack, being a low-level accountant was not afforded such a luxury. His windowless world was a small office, with a locking file cabinet and a locking door. This one small acknowledgement of his skill-set was that he had a door that locked. From time to time, he did handle documents that were deemed 'corporate-sensitive', so he had to be able to secure them. But the lighting was a harsh, blue-white fluorescent with aging bulbs that flickered every so often.
It wasn't as if Rhino Industries couldn't afford it. They most certainly could afford a new building that gave everyone a window, and efficient, comfortable lighting. Oskar Botha was nothing if not also a shrewd businessman, and the bottom line of the corporation showed it. But Zack's office was not for his comfort, it was to remind him of his place.
Combined with the Rhino sound system that gently pumped subliminal audio into his office, indeed, most of them, Zack's work environment was a reminder of what he was becoming. A white man in a growing black-influenced world.
Rhino Industries was the brainchild of a man who had suffered as a child, from racial discrimination, to financial discrimination, to even being denied educational opportunities. He had the aptitude for it, but the schools were not well-integrated back then. So he was often excluded, a fact that further embittered his determination to rise above, and put his race where he believed it should be. Atop the social, economic, and even political systems. Mr. Oskar Botha was well on his way, and after being briefed on the news of one of his favoured acquisitions, Mrs. Suzi Recreant, he took the KRMM station manager's advice to heart, and set the wheels in motion to transfer the otherwise career-frozen accountant to where his wife was. It would be interesting to see how he reacted to the news his lively, vivacious, ravishing white wife was carrying the child of a black ex-convict. Too bad Suzi was forbidding cameras. Then he snapped his finger.
"Of course!" Then he picked up the phone to the Technical Advancements Group, and laid out what he wanted.
Entering the HR office, the lady seated behind the desk, a very pretty and statuesque black woman named Aisha, gestured the man to have a seat. "Zack, I have good news for you!" She smiled. Zack almost collapsed in his chair, when Aisha was done. It was good news, finally, but he didn't relish what he was going to have to tell his neighbour and ersatz boyfriend. Their affair was over, as he was leaving for San Diego and a reunion with his wife! Plus he only had a week to get everything packed up and on the move. But they would still have that night...
******
That night, with the TV on, Zack was getting dressed for his last dalliance with his neighbour, Tony. In the past, they had sort of traded off in who was going to be, well, the girl, and for this time, it would be Zack's. Tony's wife had changed their internet provider months ago, and the new Rhino wireless internet router allowed them to watch a host of new Rhino-inspired channels. Coupled with a new Rhino Industries television, Harold and his wife were graced with Rhino sub-audio binaural beats that helped their sub-conscious embrace the messages and goals for Rhino Industries, or more specifically, Mr. Oskar Botha.
Tony's wife, Wendy, was already having an affair with the black man who installed their internet, and would come by two to three times per month to 'tune up' the hardware. More specifically, it was tuning up Wendy, and leaving her not only sated in ways Tony never could, but his prowess also was impacting their marital relations. Tony got to bed his wife once per month. Maybe. But that wasn't to say he was doing without. That was where Zack came into his life.
The Rhino Effect was taking white men and using small frequency differences, altered their perceptions and behaviours, and after a while, even was affecting their preferences. Zack had been under the influence much longer than Tony had. As such, he was much more prepared, and had a much larger wardrobe of clothing he was able to buy from fetish sites, as well as hidden pages of the Rhino Fashions website. Pages only found if the correct listener was listening while perusing the web. Zack had become an avid internet porn user, and their Rhino Industries-provided equipment had his mind well-conditioned. He wasn't really aware of it, but he had watched his wife starring in several interracial porn movies. He had found, in particular, ones in which Suzi was featured as the recipient of several black street thugs having her in a stairwell, and one where she was in an alleyway, beset upon by several homeless black men to be the most enticing and arousing.
Entering his bedroom, he turned on the TV, and selected the Rhino Sissy-porn channel. He found the music and accompanied grunts and growls of the two on screen fornicating particularly arousing. The Rhino Effect, of course, blasting away at his subconscious. In Zack's mind, as he dressed for his final 'date' with Tony, he was going to go 'all the way', and without 'birth control'. In short, while Tony and Zack had their romantic liaisons, one or both of them had always used a condom. Tonight, however, Zack, aka his alta-ego, Nikki, was going to take what Tony delivered into his body, making passionate love to 'her' boyfriend. He took the time to shower and use a depilatory cream to remove all of his body hair below the neck, and drew on his favourite lingerie, a pink strongly-boned corset with padded bra-forms, and strapping for his stockings. Drawing out matching hosiery, he fastened them on, and made sure everything was smooth and wrinkle-free. He was a bit disappointed that his back-seamed pair had to be thrown out, but the run they got from his last tryst made them unusable.
Thumbing through his wardrobe, which had grown considerably since Suzi had moved out, he selected a dress that fit him at once fully, and yet was risqué. The asymmetrical cut of the pastel- pink dress rose to his butt-cheek on one side, while the other draped to his knee. There was no cleavage showing from this dress, as the high collar fastened at his neck. After applying his rather bimbotic-style makeup, he then donned his long brown wig, brushing it carefully, so the long locks flowed down mid-way between his shoulder blades. With pale concealer and a light powder, he easily looked several shades lighter, and with pink blush and bright pink lipstick, he did manage a semblance of a bimbo, if one was far enough away, the light was dim enough, and one had perhaps dulled their senses with alcohol or something stronger, Zack, now Nikki, would pass for at least a glance of a woman.
Tony had no such difficulties in his own preparations and shortly after his wife told him she was going out for 'drinks with her girlfriends', he was able to knock on Nikki's door, and start their date. Aroused by the sights and scent of his girlfriend, Tony had Nikki kneeling on all fours, in front of the television, replaying live what they were seeing on the screen. Including the portion where the 'girl' was inseminated.
It was with a long, sad good-bye that they kissed at the door, with Tony returning home, while Nikki fell to her bed, and started sobbing, while the Rhino effect played on. Only now the vibrations were slightly different.
******
Suzi was in her office, reading the latest in news feeds, as the radio played softly in the background, her new cell-phone gently displaying a mesmerizing cascade of colors. She hadn't felt this comfortable in days, not since she had been blind-sided by the news that the potential father of her child was out of prison and looking for her. Her new aide, Anne, had come to the rescue with a way to stop the potentially embarrassing scandal dead in its tracks, by flipping the story into a personal feature, and having Suzi sharing her personal life with her new market. Initially, she had absolutely forbid news cameras at their first meeting. She had no idea what to expect, and her memories of Jewan were conflicted. She remembered him, alright. A giant of a man, six-foot six, and built like a hulk. A man whose muscles had their own muscles. A man who had spent years in prison, and had the disposition of a menacing bull. Years of anger and frustration and loneliness had transformed Jewan, or Big J as he was called in prison, into the dominant force of a man, and one capable of inflicting great damage if he felt like it. Frankly, she was scared of him. She had been stupid to do the story before. Going into his lair, and be manipulated to his bed, with nothing but a smile to protect her? Just dumb. Now she was carrying a baby. Most likely his, and he wanted to meet with her. Why? Was she more than just a piece of ass to him? A meal-ticket now that he was outside? Did he want to assert his parental rights? What about her husband? How would Zack take this news?
All of these questions had been flying about her head for the last two days, until she was given a new phone and some down-time. This phone was a new model, said to be water-resistant and nearly impervious to damage. That was a good thing, as Suzi tended to destroy her phones with a frightening regularity. So she sat in her office, feeling more comfortable. After several staff-meetings and some phone calls, Anne had managed to get in touch with Jewan and set up a meeting. It would be a neutral site location, and since KRMM was paying for it, a suite at a four-star resort was rented. They would have several days to sort things out. As for Suzi's initial refusal for cameras? Anne, herself, was instrumental in opening Suzi's mind to the idea, and then her new phone did the rest. As Suzi ruminated on the possibilities, she became more and more comfortable to have the meeting recorded. Cameras would be okay. Her cell phone and the radio kept playing the soft vibrations and beautiful and colourful displays, as Suzi moved onto the next item on her agenda.
******
The suite was quite opulent, and featured a king-sized bed, a large bathroom with separate dressing area, a small conference table, wet-bar, overstuffed chairs and other furnishings appropriate for so special of a venue. The station had even provided new Rhino Industries electronics, from clock radios to the two large-screen TVs. Both of which were on, and displaying the myriad of colours that Suzi, and others, found calming, soothing, and even arousing. A bucket held a bottle of champagne chilling in ice, and fresh flowers adorned the room. Two cameramen were setting up their cameras in perfect positions. Aimed one way, they could record the initial meeting and the conference table. Turned around, they would have a two-angle view of the bed, including an upshot from the bottom and a great side-view. Unknown to Suzi, there were also a few hidden cameras positioned at the request of Hawksville, the Rhino Industries headquarters. This event would be well-covered.
The day had dawned bright, and Suzi was in the dressing area, trying to find the right attire for her meeting. The local Rhino Shop, a new outlet for fetish-wear, costumes, and in-particular interracial videos, all in a new, high-tech location had furnished a line of clothing for Suzi to wear, in keeping with her contract. Rhino provided it, she wore it on camera, and she got to keep it. Clean, well-lit, warm and welcoming, the specially trained staff was eagerly attentive to the clientele, both male and female. After perusing perhaps a dozen outfits, she finally selected a champagne satin wrap-dress, the ties ending in a long-tailed bow at her waist, while the side-cutout went from the ankle-length hem to her hip. The bodice was silky soft and shiny, with a front crisscrossing that showed her cleavage down to her ribcage. With the narrow strapping to hold the whole thing up, only a small portion of her breasts were covered, showing cleavage, side-boob, and with the thin material, even the outlines of her areolae and nipples. The outfit was completed with matching satin ribbon-tied sandals that wrapped tightly above her calves, with a 4-inch heel. The outfit was designed to show a woman's assets, and preclude any undergarments, which meant Suzi was wearing even less than the first time she met Jewan.
"I hope he is better behaved than last time." Suzi commented to Anne.
Shrugging, Anne replied. "I dunno. He seemed nice enough."
"So what is it he wants? Did he say anything?"
Anne shook her head. "Not even. He just wanted to know when and where. He didn't even care about transportation or anything, though we are sending a car for him. Once he gets here, it'll be the two of you, me, and the two cameramen." She looked studiously over Suzi as the news anchor stood up and examined herself in the full-length mirror. "Yep, you look great. Guys will be drooling over you." She ended with a giggle. Then she interjected. "Oh! And I forgot to mention. He is staying here for the duration. And he wants to meet your husband."
"Excuse me?" Suzi asked incredulously. "He wants to meet my husband? What the Hell for? This has nothing to do with him!"
Again with a shrug, Anne replied. "I dunno, Boss, but he was quite emphatic about it. I told him that such a meeting was not possible today, but in the future we would work it out. He seemed to accept that."
Suzi looked closer into the mirror and checked her flawless makeup, and gave the slightest of touches to her hair. "We'll have to see what Zack has to say about that."
Anne's phone chimed with a text, and she looked up and announced. "He's here. Ok, everyone, it is show time!"
Suzi stood in the middle of the room, her heart pounding.
******
I was standing there, in the middle of the room, my heart pounding, feet together and hands clasped in front. I was aware of so many things. The room, the cameramen, my dress, and how revealing it was. If anything, I felt even less-dressed than our last encounter. Sometimes I really regretted the deal I had made with the network. They were making in tons of cash, and all I got was a stupid wardrobe. One that was exposing more and more of me at that.
My morning sickness had also been tamed for the day, it seemed. I had a pattern. Puke in the morning, eat breakfast, or actually lunch, given my crazy work schedule, and get to the office where I would puke again. After that, a light meal and I was usually good for the rest of the day. Unless I took a nap. Those were problematic and tended to give me late-night 'morning sickness'. I had an appointment to see my new OB/GYN about all this, but it wasn't for another week.
My mind was rushing through our last encounter, Jewan's sexual prowess, his cleverness, and his sharp intellect. His towering over me, even when I was in heels, and his physique. Tall, chiseled, and lean, with oily skin that was dark as coal. He had a face for radio, as we would say in the station, about particularly unattractive people, and though he was reasonably dressed when I saw him on our competing TV channel, I could not get the image of him wearing the orange and red jumpsuit out of my mind. I also could not get the memory of his manhood out of my body. I was also feeling a warmth inside me, and I was pretty sure I was growing sexually aroused just by thinking of him, and those memories. I had an involuntary shiver as there was a soft knock at the door. Anne went to let him in.
"Hi, Jewan..." I started out, offering my hand as if to shake in a professional manner, rather than greeting a former lover.
He wordlessly brushed my hand aside and closed in on me, until I was nose-to-chest, and his fingers reached for my chin, where he then lowered his face to mine, and said hello with his tongue. It lead the charge to open my mouth, and we kissed deeply. The kiss was so dreamy! A long, deep slathering of his tongue past my teeth and across my own, as I tried to automatically return the kiss, his mouth dominating mine at the outset. My hands went to his massive biceps, and could not help squeezing the man's dark flesh, a complete contrast to my almost alabaster-white skin. My perfectly manicured nails screamed loudly in fire engine red and I held onto him as he bent forward, and wrapped his arm about my waist. I started to emit a soft purr in his kiss, my arms falling back, while his tongue licked around my lips, my teeth and my gums, even under my tongue. He was searching my lips thoroughly, as if checking for weapons. It made me melt.



His free hand started to rove my body, sliding over the silky soft satin, until he found the side, hip-high cut-out, and he reached inside it, and down the back of my thigh. I could not help but lift my leg and let him hold me, knee high, as my gown slid more open to him, exposing my bareness underneath. My eyes softly closed, my mind went into the la-la land of passion and pleasure, with images of his cock, as it slid into me in his prison cell, and my imagination of his semen pushing his swimmers to attack my egg, relentlessly battering it, until the one single gamete was able to penetrate it, as his cock had penetrated me, and started the most basest of biological functions, human reproduction. My hips started to rock against his pelvis, and I felt his fingertips reach to my petals from behind my thigh, making my soft voice mew. We were still in that long, single kiss, and had gotten ready to fuck in less than perhaps two or three minutes. I wasn't completely sure. But a voice interrupted us. That was probably a good thing, because I found I could not help but to give myself to Jewan in that moment.
"Ahem". It was Anne. "I'm sorry... but we DO need to get some preliminaries?" She was trying to be polite. Me, I was just lost, and Jewan was just trying to get laid.
The kiss broke, and Jewan set me back upright and more poised, but holding onto me as I recovered.
"Oh, yes... of course. I-I'm sorry, Anne." I then looked up to Jewan's face. "Can we sit and talk a moment?"
"Yeah." His baritone replied, and he ushered me forward, though his hand never left my ass until it was time to sit.
I took my seat, crossing my kegs, allowing the satin gown to drape open. I was showing a lot of leg. All the way over my hip, in fact! Viewers would plainly see I wasn't wearing anything under the dress, anywhere. My stiletto sandals gleamed in the camera lighting, along with my anklet. It had a small black spade symbol on it, dangling with every move of my foot. Anne told me it accessorized me well, along with the necklace. It was a stylized 'S', gold but with a black in-lay. I thought it means 'S' for Suzi. I later found out that it might not have been exactly correct. Taking a deep breath, I poised myself and looked the man straight in the eye, before speaking in my normal, soft, composed voice, though my slight Southern lilt was peeking out.
"Jewan. Thank you for reaching out to us. I am glad you found a way to find me." I began my scripted dialogue. This wasn't an actual news story, we were talking about my life, so I felt I could have a little leeway with journalistic accuracy. "But now that we have met, I think we should discuss a few things about you, and your intentions."
"My intentions? 'Bout what?"
I let a finger draw on the polished wood table, the perfectly manicured nail making a slight scratching sound and I had to look down for a moment to steel myself. On top of all this, I was nearly boiling with morning sickness. I felt my stomach rumble slightly. I was getting really nervous, just being in front of him again. How could a man such as he just dominate me so? How could he do it so quickly? He never once threatened me, or harmed me. Yet here I was, feeling almost afraid. I looked up to him, my blue eyes shining.
"Well... what could be our child, for starters. I mean, there is a chance you aren't the father. I'm not sure if you were aware of that. For that matter, I don't know if you were aware I am pregnant." I pursed my blood-red glossy lips as I finished.
After along moment, where he sat impassively, he replied. "I wasn't positive. But I figgered you was. You was horny as Hell, an' I figgered you wasn't getting any at home. Ain't many women who been wid' me who doan' get babies."
"So let's assume, for now, that you are. I am sure you are being told your rights as the father?"
"Not so far..." he grunted. "But you are helpin' me learn. I guess I needs a lawyer."
My eyes closed softly, as I groaned inwardly. Was I really that stupid? Was I giving him information he didn't know? Now that the cat was out of the bag, so to speak, had I just tipped him off to a way he could insert himself into my marriage? Then I felt my stomach lurch.
'Uh-oh!" I softly exclaimed, and my eyes went wide as I frantically scanned for a trash can. I bolted from the chair, only to have Anne dart in front of me, holding a large basin. "BBBLLLLLAAALLLLLRRRRPPHHHH!!"
Anne was being true to her job and helping me hold my hair back, and uttered soft encouragement. For the moment, I didn't give a shit about Jewan. Later, in viewing the daily footage, there was one angle showing me bent on hands and knees, face down over what had been decorated as 'Suzi's Barf Bucket'. The other showed Jewan just appreciating my ass from behind. My gown had exposed my legs to my thighs as I was on all-fours, and it would have taken next to nothing to expose me to him. Or for him to decide to mount me and enjoy my matron-hood. Fortunately, due to FCC standards, all except the first seconds of my hasty departure from the table would be edited out. But of course, I would have to explain what happened later.
After a few minutes, when some color returned to my face, I resumed my seat and rearranged myself. Anne touched up my lipstick, and we continued.
"I'm terribly sorry, Jewan, morning sickness has been getting the better of me. I am guessing it may be another month before it goes away."
Offering a dismissive wave, Jewan offered. "Ain't no thing. I seen worse."
I thanked him with a soft smile and nod. "Thank you. Now, where were we?"
"You was tellin' me my rights."
Damn, right back into the frying pan
.
"Well..." I began. "If it turns out you are the father, then I certainly would not try and deny you those rights, regardless of how the child was conceived. The baby is an innocent person, and I would want him or her to have the best childhood possible. You would, of course, have visitation."
He started to look me over, tilting his head as his eyes started to undress was little I was wearing. I was pretty sure he was growing aroused. "What about your husband? I seen that ring the moment I met you. He gives me troubles, I's gonna' give him some." His voice was darker, and he leaned forward.
I lifted my hand up to try and assuage him. "Relax, Jewan, he won't give you any trouble. When he gets into town, I will arrange for the two of you to meet, so we all can come to an understanding. It'll be fine."
He narrowed his eyes for a moment, and then he nodded as he rose to his feet. Thinking the meeting was concluding, I rose similarly, standing before him with my hands gently clasped in front of me. "Thank you Jewan, for being so adult about this and not being difficult."
It only took one step for him to close the gap between us. I stood my ground. I most definitely did not want to give my viewers the impression I was afraid of him. Anne had turned on some soft music, and the cameramen made some small adjustments, re-aiming the cameras and other technical stuff, before Anne ushered them from the room, closing herself out the door behind them. The door shut with a loud snick. It was just Jewan and I now.
He reached for me and drew me to him, placing a hand on my head and drawing my face to his, as his frame leaned forward, and making mine go back, until I was off-balance and in his arms. He was the only thing keeping me from falling to the ground. Our eyes met, and he beheld my eyes, my soul somehow baring to him. When he lowered his lips to mine, they met no resistance, and he kissed me. My lips parted for him, and his tongue invaded mine, and he began to lick and feel my gums, my teeth, everywhere. His tongue delved under my own, and I found myself mewing as it was at once pleasurable and somehow captivating. His kiss, a simply kiss, was delving deeper into my mind than if his fingers had reached through my vagina and caressed my soul. My arms felt weak, and fell back, limp, as the kiss went on, and I began to really return the lashing of our tongues. I was no longer into the story, into the father of my baby, I was into him. I was finding myself falling more and more under his spell, or under his power. However it was called, he was claiming me, and it started with a simple kiss.
I don't really remember the kiss ending, but I somehow was back on my feet, my hands on his arms, as I looked up to him. I was a little woozy, as so powerful a kiss can make a woman. He had definitely taken my breath away.
I could hear my heart thumping as I found myself nose to chest with the hulking man. I slowly looked up, my eyes meeting his. Nothing was said for a long awkward moment. Just silent communication, perhaps on a subconscious or even biological level. I felt him ever so close, and I could feel his body heat as I swallowed nervously. I don't think a sheet of paper could have fit between my hardened nipples and his chest, we were that close. My hands fell to my sides, and shortly after, his left arm reached around my waist, and pulled me to him. I uttered a soft grunt, but said nothing.
His right hand began caressing my side, along my breast, feeling the uncovered side of my boob, and then trailing down my chest, his fingers delicately feeling my ribcage. Still, my eyes were locked on his. I was afraid to speak, to give him what I think he wanted. Scratch that, what I know he wanted. Me. I just wasn't thinking I wanted him to have me. His fingers continued to trail down my side, under my bare arm, until he reached the slit of my gown. His next movement made me gasp, softly.
I felt his strong fingers, caressing my body so delicately, slide around my front, and under the gown. Of course he knew the only things I wore were the jewelry, my heels, and the gown. His fingers slide further across, a slow torture, or perhaps a tease. I could only stand there dumbly, as he started to use his fingertips to probe at my small patch of fur, trailing downward along my landing strip. He already knew I was a natural redhead, so there would not be a surprise there, but finally after he started to descend his touch lower, I had to act. I reached both of my hands to his wrist, forgetting for the moment how big his body was, and how strong his muscles were. But my hands were on the outside of my gown, as his was inside. Wordlessly, I tried to dissuade him, a short and soft of shaking my head while my eyes were glued to his. I felt his fingers start to find the top of my petals, and I could not help but gasp, the soft pressure caressing my pearl, still encased under its cape. My soft voice uttered the quietest of mewlings, as his fingers started to slide along my folds, gently opening me, from top to bottom. My hands were on his wrist, trying to hold him off, to push, or pull him away. I was scared of the devastation his manhood would wreak on me. It was a well-founded fear.
"Please..." I barely whispered. Looking back, it wasn't the most brilliant thing I could have said. But that is what misunderstandings are made from.
He slid his fingers up and down, along my portal, making my nipples grow to their fullest hardness, and my heart was racing. Still, I could not take my eyes from his dark gaze. His oily-sheened skin, the tone so dark light was reflecting from him as if he was obsidian. His sneering smile, the ugly scar running down his face from some fight in prison. The bulging eyes, and flat, flared nose. His thick lips bared wide-set front teeth, and a jaw that was slightly recessed. His eyes had captured me, and held me prisoner. Then I gasped aloud, long and softly.
He had stopped teasing my folds, and after ensuring I was slickened, he started to delve his first two fingers into me, burrowing past my inner gates with a hooked grasp, I could only rise to my tiptoes, as I tried desperately to keep him from captivating me so. My eyes pleaded with him, as my lips were parted in deep, soft gasps, my voice echoing what his ears wanted to hear. My arousal. My hands on his wrist gave me balance, only just, as he delved deeper and began to massage my sweetest spot, while I was precariously perched on my tiptoes. His fingers slid in and out softly, making my voice begin to respond to every motion. I was starting to tire as well, and after a few minutes of my legs trembling, I began to sink onto my heels, allowing him fuller access to my body as my elbows buckled. He lowered his face to mine, and I could feel his hot breath on me, for a long moment.
The pleasure was rising in me as he was relentless with his touch, and as my eyes softly fluttered closed, he moved his lips to mine in a soft, short kiss, before sliding down along my face to my neck. That was when I was defeated. My mind had visions of what it must look like to an outside observer. The pretty redhead in the lascivious grasp of a hulking black thug, albeit one well-dressed for the occasion. From there I had visions of his body atop mine, plundering me as I writhed on my back, my legs high and apart, his cock in me to the hilt repeatedly. It was a silent movie that was roaring in my mind.
He started to nibble and suckle on my neck, mid-way between my ear and shoulder and then work his way up and back, until his teeth took in my earlobe. His teeth bit me softly, as his fingers delved deeply into me, and that was the end. I gripped his thick wrist as hard as I might, as my body went rigid, and then shook, my head thrown back as I had an orgasm. I fell into him, and he was holding me up by my vulva as I was left gasping, my voice softly whimpering in the post-coital bliss, while he never stopped teasing me.
After allowing me a moment to recover, he slowly withdrew his fingers from me and swifter than I could have foreseen, he scooped me into his arms, and held me up, carrying me to the bed. Holding me with one hand, my own arms trying to hold onto him somewhat like a spider-monkey, he tore the sheets down and then lay me on it gently. My eyes were still on him, now, taking in his whole body.
I watched him as he slowly unbuttoned his shirt one at a time. Underneath he was bare-chested, and as he shrugged the shirt off of him, I could see the tough sinews and muscles rippling his skin. He had definitely been working on that physique, which I had to admit, was incredible. His pectoral muscles were ripped and cut, clearly defined and hard, his dark areolae nearly indistinguishable from the rest of his ebony skin. My eyes drew down as he undid his belt, to a six-pack abdomen, with a slight trail of hair leading down. As his trousers came undone, the only real sound the clinking of his belt buckle, I let my eyes feast on his trim waist, and what was below.
I rolled onto my side, propping myself up on one elbow, and gently bent my top knee, letting my gown slide softly open, exposing me to him. It was a foregone conclusion, now. He knew it, I knew it, there was no use denying it. He was going to make me betray my marital vows, like he had before. At least I couldn't get pregnant this time. As I saw more of him, my eyes started to grow wider, as I got to fully take in his full body for the first time. His pants dropped to his calves, and he stepped out of them, kicking them across the room, along with his shoes. As my eyes took in his manhood, I could not help but salivate just a little, and have to swallow. He was flaccid, the thick shaft swaying softly as he moved, the uncut end half-way down his thigh. Just standing there, he was half-again longer than my husband was erect.
I could not help myself but sit up and reach for his cock. My perfectly manicured nails gleaming in the soft light, as I felt the heft along my palm, and then gently tried to encircle him with my fingers. I couldn't. I swallowed again, and then had to take a deeper breath, my eyes examining him as I began to use both hands to feel him. Gently, I released him, and watched the magnificent specimen of maleness dangle softly. It was now going to be my turn to touch.
I felt him softly, gently rubbing my palm downward from his pubis, the short and curly public hair rustling slightly. At the end, I made a circle with my fingers and gently pulled back on him, to slide back his foreskin and expose his glans. I could not help myself, but lift him back up, as my eyes rose to his, looking up under my eyebrows, until I could place a big, softly, pouty kiss on the thick mushroom. Twisting my head left and right, I could feel the velvety-smooth texture of that purple monster, and I ended the kiss with a flick of my tongue at the slit. Looking up at him with an impish grin, it was now time to begin the real touching.
Using just my finger pads, I gently slid along the underside, tickling the sensitive nerve endings all men have, using the lightest caresses I could manage. My free hand slid along the top, feeling the soft bumps and veins, until I reached the base of his shaft. Gently wrapping my fingers around in an unable-to-be-closed fist, I lifted him to help aim him at my glossy red lips. Placing another soft kiss on the end, I began to suckle him past my lips, and into my mouth as far as I could take him. I had to strain to let my jaw open wide enough, relaxing fully as best I could manage, and sucking him further and further. Soon my nostrils were flaring as my lungs heaved for air. I slid my left hand back around his bare skin, my body taking in that soft texture, until I felt my fingers begin to clutch his butt. Oh, what a butt the man had!
The more I felt him, the more aroused I became, and the more driven to return the pleasures he had given me. Not only so far this afternoon, but the first time we had met. In his prison cell, he was cramped as he lay atop me and fed his monstrous manhood into me. Having not been sexual in some time, he also did not have the incredible stamina a woman lives for. Still, he had made me climax then, and as he had now. I felt drawn, almost commanded, to return the favor. My eyes fluttered closed as I let myself relaxing into the moment. The room, the cameras, Hell, even my husband were just passing thoughts as I began to surrender myself to his man and his prodigious cock. Prodigious in size, certainly, but also virility. I couldn't explain why, but I felt that I was again with my baby's daddy.
Still cupping his tight butt, and groping him, I slid my right under his shaft, letting my tongue take over teasing his special spot, while my right hand went to palm his jewels. I gently weighed them, softly massaging the large orbs within, while my red-painted nails gently skritched at the base of his sac. His dark voice rumbled slowly, telling me that I had hit some sort of erogenous zone in him. I responded by tickling a little more. He started to thrust his hips at me, and my mouth. I started to prepare myself for the inevitable.
His hands dropped to my head, and were starting to trail into my long locks, entwined and enlaced with his fingers, where he could control me. Control me he did, with his hands pulling me further into his pole, until I retched. It had begun to be a familiar sensation, as I was vomiting a few times a day due to the morning sickness. I managed to choke it down as I arched my back and tilted my head, to line up his cock with my throat. I slid my right hand around to his other cheek and enjoyed a moment's groping him, while taking a few deep breaths through my nostrils. When I was ready, I stared to swallow as I used my arms to pull myself into him, and taking his throbbing black member past my red-painted lips. He got the message and began to help, by pulling on my hair, spurring me on to accomplish my task.
I could feel him driving his shaft further and further into my mouth and beyond, his hips getting into the action, too, as I continued to pull and be pulled onto him. With a last deep breath, I felt my windpipe get choked off, and then he was down into my throat. I could feel the familiar soreness of my neck being distended, stretched to reveal the progress of his cock towards my stomach. Now it was a mission of pride for me. I had learned about deep-throating when I was a teen, when I became the lover of the man who took my virginity by raping me. After that, I kind of took such sexual activity as par for the course, and I used to practice on my lovers. Except my husband. He just didn't have the tool to get the job done. It was like sucking on a baby-bottle compared to the real men I had been with.



I could feel my heart beginning to hammer in my chest, and air was starting to make its necessity known. So I kept onward, my lips feeling him, his velvety-soft texture of his back rod as my neck was swollen ever deeper. Then I felt it. My nose bumped into his public bone. I had him as deep as I could go, which was as long as he had! While he wasn't the longest for me, he had a beautiful mix of length and girth that was completely satisfying to me in that moment and I revelled in my sense of accomplishment.
Maybe it is something possessive about women, or competitive, or maybe it is just me, but I felt it important to somehow mark my accomplishment. Taking his man fully into my mouth was no easy accomplishment. My lungs were starting to grow impatient, and my heart was hammering, but I wanted it known that I did something perhaps few women could, or had done to him. I wanted to mark my claim. So I did the only thing I could. I pursed my lips and began to rotate my head, smearing my red lipstick onto that coal-black rod. My nose in his public hair, and my lips at the base, I was proving to others that yes, I could do what he wanted. I could prove my feminine worth at pleasuring him. But after marking him, time was now of the essence. I needed air.
What I hadn't expected was his hands on my hair, holding me there, as he rocked his hips and began to fuck my throat. I gave him a few seconds, and endured the soreness he was creating, but then had to place my hands on his thighs and push back. He held me there, tightly, and continued to use me that way, my tongue rubbing along the base of his thick black rod and my lips caressing his velvety skin. Despite my need to breathe, he held me there, and continued to pump his cock in and out of my throat, with my voice silenced and my windpipe closed. Time slowed down to an eternity and as I struggled, he easily held me in place. The more I fought, the tighter he gripped, and drove his hardness, until things started to grow a little gray. My last memory was of my arms falling to the floor...
******
Zack had landed at the airport and had hoped to surprise his wife. He had called her office and was referred to a cell phone. That was when he had spoken to her administrative assistant. The polite woman explained that his wife would be on an assignment at a different location, and wouldn't be in the office that day, or possibly the next. But she did say she could relay a message. However, Zack would have none of it.
"I haven't seen my wife in months! I demand you tell me where she is!"
Anne replied. "Ummm... Sir, I am not sure I should. She really needs to be allowed to concentrate on the assignment."
Anne was a bit flummoxed. This was something she had not been given any guidance on. She really had no idea what to do. She desperately wanted to keep her boss happy, because Suzi literally could end her career with a few key-strokes in an e-mail. But she also realized the need to keep her boss's privacy sacrosanct. With everyone else, it was easy. But her husband?
"Is she local?"
"Yes, sir, she is." "Then I demand to know where she is. I will see her, and that is final. Don't worry, I won't tell her where I found out about it." His voice sounded almost condescending in tone, as if chiding a child. Zack had been out of the influence of Rhino equipment for some hours, now, and he was becoming a little more like his old self. Assured, even confident.
The silence on the phone hung there for a very awkward several seconds, as Anne wrestled with the dilemma. Piss of her boss, or piss of her boss's husband, which amounted pretty much to the same thing. She looked forlornly at the camera and sound guys, as they watched and listened to the feeds from her room, as Suzi orally copulated with Jewan. They were no help because they were holding their own hushed discussion on what to do. None of them were anywhere close to his size, and while they liked their boss, they weren't suicidal over her. The crew had taken refuge in the parking lot, and their van was parked far enough away to not draw much attention.
"Alright sir. Tell you what. There is a burger place nearby to her. Meet me there and I'll take you to her. When can I expect you?"
She gave him the information, and she nodded at his ETA.
"Very well, sir. I'm wearing a tan silk blouse and a black miniskirt. I'll get us a booth so I can brief you before I take you to her." Anne desperately wanted to play gate-keeper. She had to protect her boss in all this, at all costs!
******
I began to come to consciousness, for a moment confused and not at all there. Or here. I moved my limbs, and felt them move freely, except my arms were above my head. It felt right to leave them there, as if bound. It was an act of submission? No, more like subjugation. Jewan had conquered me, again. Only this time no one knew for how long, least of all me. I looked down my body, to see Jewan climbing the bed between my thighs. I shook my head quickly, to clear the last cobwebs. I had no idea how long I had been out of it, but obviously Jewan and moved me up onto the large bed, and splayed me out as it pleased him. My dress, of course, being nothing but a sideshow to my visual modesty. I lifted my head, to see that long, hard, throbbing black snake as it menaced its way towards my gates, a long drip of what had to be pre-cum leaking from him. I could also see the ring of my lipstick around the base of his shaft, my proof of my own prowess there. I felt his eyes as they were trying to bore into my spirit, it seemed, and I looked up to his, and became entrapped by his powerful persona. In that moment, I knew, just as he did back in prison, that he would have me, and I would become his.
I bent my knees, and balanced my legs on the tips of my stilettos, rotating my hips to accept him. I felt compelled to, as he reached with one hand to hold himself over me, and the other down to tease my petals open. The soft up and down of his thick head, starting to slide out from its sheath, sent a tickle up my body, a very pleasant and even relaxing one. My arousal was already obvious, my nipples were hard, showing plainly through the thin satin covering them. My slickness was coating my labia as well. My body had been ready to mate long before my mind was, but now, it just felt so right, so amazing, to be laying where I was, underneath a coal-black Adonis, as he started to drag his length along my opening, renting my gates asunder, until he engaged the thick head with my opening. I felt like plunder, like the well-earned trophy of a mighty warrior, albeit one who had defeated his prison term, and my initial hopes at just keeping our relationship on a parental level. Our one dalliance had been a mistake, and from a wager I stupidly made and lost. The embryo in my womb resulting from it was almost certainly his... I could feel it. But now it felt more right for him to claim me again. I wondered if he would be doing this to me regularly. But the thought was pushed aside by his sudden relaxation of his body, and letting gravity take over.
My back arched and my legs lifted higher, knees bending until my calves were parallel with the bed, as my soft voice mewed loudly. The sensations of his wide cock stretching me so slowly, so deliciously and so inexorably was just captivating. I could not have spoken if I wanted to. All the while my eyes were locked to his and our faces were mere inches apart. He began several small thrusts, each one driving him deeper and deeper into me, making my soft mewing turn into a louder wailing. As he hit bottom, he rested there, allowing me a few moments to stretch and relax to accommodate him. He had done this to me, and for some reason my body started to squirm under him, slightly rocking to get every fraction of an inch he had inside me.
Then began my sexual devastation. Wordlessly, he withdrew, and I felt the vacancy, almost sad at the feeling of emptiness, until he had paused, leaving just the head of his black snake inside me, before he began to re-assert his place in me, or for that matter, over me. My back arched again and my voice emitted a repeat of the same loud whine, although perhaps a little louder, but also one long continuous one, rather than the jolted utterances as he thrust his cock inside to open me. He plunged into me again, fully, until his pubic bone was grinding on my pearl as it emerged from its protective cape. That made my voice offer a cry of pleasure, an exclamation point on his plundering me. Still, our eyes never broke from each other, except to blink, and those were few and far between. I was more surely his captive now than when I had been in his prison cell.
******
"Mr. Recreant? Hi... my name is Anne, I'm Su- I mean Mrs. Recreant's personal assistant. Could we sit down for just a moment?"
Anne's attire, a pure silk blouse, was unbuttoned to mid-cleavage and did give Zack an eyeful of cleft and some of her bra, as well as budding breast. While not Suzi's cup-size, Anne was pleasingly built. A true brunette, with her hair curled to mid-back, and a pleasant smile, she was able to draw the attention of most men. Her miniskirt was also one of the Rhino-branded affairs, high-waisted and flared widely, hemmed at mid-thigh. She wasn't wearing pantyhose, but had on skimpy panties. Her legs were accentuated by only 3 inch heels, as she was a little taller than her boss naturally, and had realized it wasn't good to make the boss look bad. 'Never out-shine the bride, or the boss' was what her mother had told her.
Taking a seat, Zack had been looking her over, but focused on the conversation. He was insistent on knowing where his wife was.
"She is nearby, a short walk. But she is... indisposed presently, doing an interview." The words ran off her tongue like a slick and honest delivery. It was not a lie, from a certain point of view. "When the interview is over, I'll personally escort you to make sure you get to see her and have some privacy. But due to the nature of the interview, we have to keep her interview confidential. Very confidential." The emphasis on the word 'very' was how Anne tried to make sure Zack understood he wasn't going to get any closer.
Scowling, Zack looked about for a moment, weighing his options. They weren't great, but he had to take what he could get. Once he had Suzi in his arms, he would deal with the girl later. "Alright. Just make it damn quick. She sent for me, so I know she wants to see me right away."
"Yessir." Anne replied casually.
She had to keep her cool, despite wanting to slap the guy. Married or not, no husband was going to interrupt her boss doing her job. That much she had down. Besides, she also had higher orders, straight from Hawksville. 'Give Mrs. Recreant all the privacy she needs for the interview.' Those words came straight from Mr. Botha, himself!
"When she is ready, I will come for you myself. So please order something, and the station will pay for it." She added as she rose.
Zack had made a show of picking up the menu, but once Anne's back was turned, he followed her ass with his eyes, until she exited the restaurant, and followed her at a discrete distance. As Anne turned into the driveway of the resort, his curiosity was piqued. 'Just who in the Hell was she interviewing?' he mused. He stalked his way to a different vantage point so he could watch the comings and goings.
******
Jewan had established a smooth, sensual and pleasure-filled rhythm for the both of us. He was almost playing his conquest like a musical instrument. My voice was at different times mewling, moaning, wailing, uttering soft cries, and basically out of my control. His cock had seized me, and his love-making had exerted total domination over me. I would have admitted to the Lindberg kidnapping, if he demanded me to!
I finally pulled my arms down and began to rove his body with my caresses, feeling him all over, adding to the deep interpersonal communications we were exchanging. I began to writhe under him, my eyes falling half-lidded, my consciousness floating somewhere between the Sea of Tranquillity, and the Bay or Eros. I wanted to meet his thrusts, and give him the same pleasures he was giving me. Not needed to, but I wanted to. Not out of obligation, but out of desire. I found myself desiring this man, wanting him to be inside me, as he wanted to be here himself. I lifted my head slightly, tongue waggling widely in the air, desperate to kiss him. But I could not just plant my lips to his, he had to claim them for himself.
I didn't have to wait long to feel his tongue slathering over mine, returning the open-mouthed, open-lipped kiss. The lewdness of the action somehow felt all the more right. As we kissed, as he continued to thrust insistently into me, I was starting to boil. I think so was he, began as my vagina began to pulse on his shaft, he started to utter deep moans of his own. His dark, guttural voice was almost music to my ears, to match the music from the stereo in the room. The tone, the quality, the richness all continued to make me melt. It was then we stopped fucking, and began the dance of making love.
My back arched and my hips undulated under him, my pelvis eager to meet his pubic bone, and smack my pearl as it had escaped the cape protecting it. We had reached a rhythm that gave us each the pleasure we needed, and as we made love, I found my heart more and more focused on him. I no longer wanted to just fuck, I wanted to please my lover and give him more than he was giving me. I began to flex my Kegel muscles as he plundered deeply into me, and I could feel his cock as it nudged around my cervix. Not punching it as much as delving around it, which was sending new shock waves of pleasure. Those pleasures made my body begin to take control from my conscious mind and soon I was literally reduced to a writhing, moaning married white woman who was mating to an intense dark-skinned black man. The fact we were not married was unimportant. This was two humans procreating. If just so happened to be outside my marriage.
******
Zack had followed Anne from a distance, until he watched her go to a certain hotel room and cautiously lean in to listen at the door. What she heard must've satisfied her, for she shrugged softly and gave the 'OK' sign to others in the parking lot. Zack rightly surmised that they were the news crew. So, how to get in to see his wife? He had to think for a moment and then it hit him, and he snapped his fingers. Making his way to the front desk, he introduced himself and explained he was to be meeting his wife, Mrs. Recreant, the news reporter.
The desk clerk nodded softly, knowing who was in the room, and saw no difficulty in issuing the second key card, given that her name was on the registration, and after Zack produced his ID, had verified he was her husband. Everything seemed legitimate, so the blank card was quickly encoded and handed over. The clerk's head was down tending to the next task as Zack made his way towards his wife.
******
I could not believe Jewan's tempo as he was thrusting harder and faster, and my voice was growing uncontrollably loud. I was wailing in passion, unable to speak as he was pummelling my pussy in his frenzy. Like when he was in prison, his staying power wasn't as great as perhaps it might have been, but as he began those last frenetic thrusts signalling his impending ejaculation, I had my own release, and shook violently, crying out as every fibre in my body shuddered, the release of raw sexual tension filling me with an unheard of joy. It was then Jewan bellowed deeply and drove his piston fully into my cylinder, and my pink pussy was fully filled with black man's cum, hot jets spurting onto my quivering cervix. If I was not already pregnant, there was little doubt I would have been impregnated now.
He lifted his head and looked to my eyes, and again the silent communication. His cock flexed inside me, and I gave little grunts of satisfaction, as more of his cum filled me. Only the difference was I wanted him to spill every drop of it inside me. I was startled to realize I wanted to have his baby. In fact, only his baby. I became his black-owned cock-slave in that moment. We kissed, long and lewdly, as I shared my affection for him, and he showed me his. His touch was no longer rough, hard, and painful. But his finger pads were tender, and loving. I may not have been in love with him enough to marry him right then, but I know I was infatuated enough to keep being his woman. Our kiss broke when we heard a small snick as the door lock released.
******
Zack made no pretenses, now. He knew where she was, and was bound and determined to see her. Anne, of course, only saw this from across the parking lot, and looked on in abject horror as Suzi's husband managed to open the door and bolt in! As it happened, Anne was in motion, waving her arms and trying to stop him, but it was too little, too late. The cameramen were chuckling, having caught everything on camera, the ones Suzi knew about, and the few others she didn't. They knew Suzi had just made Rhino Multimedia Productions millions of dollars in porn subscriptions. Mr. Botha would be pleased, indeed!
******
The door burst open and I squealed, frantically trying to cover up. Jewan rolled off of me, and looked angry as he started to bolt from between my widely-spread thighs. Of course the only thing I had to cover myself with was my skirt, and it was helplessly open.
"Suzi!" My husband almost yelled.
"ZACK! What are you doing here?"
Jewan was winding up his fists. If I didn't say something, Zack was going to be turned into a puddled mass of bruises.
"Jewan! Wait!" I paused. Thankfully, so did Jewan, who was standing nude before my clothed husband, his massive organ swaying gently as he moved, a few drips of his post-emission slinging back and forth.
"Jewan, this is my husband. It is ok. He won't hurt us."
"Close the door, dickhead." Jewan growled. "If you even blink wrong, the only thing beating you to the floor will be your teeth."
For his part, Zack realized discretion was the better part of valor. He quietly shut the door, and stood there for along moment. His eyes darted about, from me, to Jewan, to my vagina, and to Jewan's big black cock. Back to my vagina, which was brimming with the white seminal proof of what Jewan had done. He was a heavy cummer and a trickle had started to leak from me and down the crack of my butt.
"Zack..." I started. I didn't do anything but lay there, letting my arms fall back over my head. It just seemed the right place for them. "What are you doing here? You are supposed to be in Hawksville, aren't you?"
"My transfer came through, finally, and before I knew it, I was on a plane here. I just had to see you, Suzi. It has been months!"
I looked to Jewan, who was solely focused on Zack. True to his word, if Zack lost his temper, Jewan was going to forcibly rearrange his body parts.
"I know, Zack..." I spoke softly. "It has been too long. But things have changed a little. But right now, what you have seen wasn't planned. I was supposed to be just interviewing this man here." I pursed my lips. "I can't explain how I wound up like this, and the bareback sex. And Honey, I am unprotected as well. He has likely made me pregnant." I swallowed in aloud gulp. Then a flash of inspiration hit me. "Unless you can do something to help me? To save my womb from his virile sperm? Will you save me from getting pregnant by him?"
Zack had to take a deep breath. Doubtless his first desire had been to fuck me stupid. Instead, here I was asking him to suck Jewan's cum from my body, so I don't get pregnant. But here was the beauty of it. I could now blame my pregnancy on my husband! He didn't do a good enough job to get all of Jewan's cum out of me, and so he let this black man knock me up!



Zack looked to Jewan. "You should go. She is my wife, and I need to have time with her."
"Fine. Lick her clean, cum-boy. I can always give her more next time..." He delivered the sneer with an evil grin. Jewan knew, as did I, that there was nothing on this world that was going to keep me from fucking him again, and again, and again.
As Zack knelt on the bed, he shook off his jacket and loosened his tie, and then lowered himself to my sopping pussy. I moaned when I felt his lips touch my engorged petals, and his tongue began to clean me out. His tongue would delve into me and try and corral some of Jewan's jism so he could evacuate me and to my shock, he swallowed what he managed to get. Of course, I didn't catch this at the time, my head having fallen back to enjoy his ministrations.
Jewan just shook his head and spoke one word. "Pathetic." and dressed. We looked at each other and nodded in silent acknowledgement. I was going to see Jewan soon. My pussy was going to demand it. The door snicked closed as Zack got down to serious business, and before long, he had done as much as he was going to be able to get. It wouldn't be nearly enough, if she hadn't been pregnant but it didn't matter.
******
Months had passed and the final editing done, Mr. Botha had arranged for a private screening. He very much enjoyed watching the young redhead getting fucked into oblivion, and even moreso watching the unexpected intrusion of the husband who burst in and displayed what he had hoped the Rhino Effect mind-control conditioning would cause. Suzi had, indeed, become enamored with her new black lover, and he had little doubt that she would be seeing him over and over for quite some time.
It was far too late for Suzi anyway. Her abdomen had swollen fitfully and she was now past the date of having an abortion. She was going to have a black man's baby. A paternity test had been completed, and after some hand-wringing, Jewan was, indeed, the father of her baby. Mr. Botha would see to it that he was rewarded for his prowess.
The fact that her husband had so readily accepted a new place in her marriage, a cum-sucking cuckold to a black man and his white girl was just a bonus. Now he had to let nature take its course, however. Would Suzi stay with Zack? Would she decide to marry Jewan and have more children by him? The Rhino Effect could only do so much. But now the patterns had been set, and the programming could now be distributed easily and widely.
******
Oskar sat alone in his office contemplating the progress that Rhino had made in the 10 years since he first set up the company in Hawksville. He figured that some kind of recognition to his workers was deserved, a celebration maybe. He scribbled a few notes on his pad before returning to his thoughts..
So much had been achieved in pursuing the goal of black domination and if he, Mr. Oskar Botha, had his way, the white race would end in a generation or two and black people would assume their proper place in society.
He jotted down in his neat hand more notes;
Next tasks;
•Arrange for a new set of Rhino programming for the test audiences of Suzi's new movie.
•Set up working group to organise celebration for 10th Anniversary.
•Next goal - Politics.
Sitting back in his chair, he mused aloud. "So how does one go about becoming the leader of the free world?"
*******



        Teacher Learns a Lesson Ch. 01

        A teacher displayed too much and learned the consequences.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/teacher-learns-a-lesson-ch-01

Title: Teacher Learns a Lesson Ch. 01

Author: satinlvr_mwf

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: A teacher displayed too much and learned the consequences.

Tags: interracial, non-consensual, cheating wife, cuckold, breeding, white wife, student, satin, teacher, black cock

Series: Teacher Learns a Lesson


Due to the sudden, unannounced, and completely deletion of the entire erotica section of another website, where this story was originally posted, I am re-publishing here. With some minor editing already done by the Author, this story should fall within all confines of the Literotica ToS and other requirements. The other website, which was widely known for a more relaxed view on certain story-content constraints, made their actions without any notification or consideration for content that was clearly in the artistic side of erotica. The other site was named as ex- and a child's pet rodent.
This story contains material related to interracial sex, non-consensual sex, cheating/cuckolding, and possible pregnancy. If these subjects offend you, then please go no further and find another story to enjoy.
This story was written at the request of another couple. Some of the descriptions and content are tailored to them, and them alone. Chapter 2 is written and will be posted separately. Any chapters beyond that are subject to feedback and motivation to proceed with this series. The Author hopes you enjoy.
Any names, resemblances, and/or descriptions resembling real or fictional characters under copyright is purely coincidental.
Any meaningful and well-intentioned critiquing is welcomed, but if the subject matter offends you, stop reading and go somewhere else, as the Author does not care about your feelings. Be polite, or keep your mouth shut like an adult.
***************************
Pam stretched behind her desk, offering a slight yawn of her perfectly painted red lips. Glancing at the clock, she knew the day was dragging, but only because she was grading papers. Term papers, to be exact. They were tough to read, due to the varying levels of grammar, and even harder to follow at times, as the teenage mind was still developing, and chief amongst its priorities were fun, food, and if she was honest with herself, fucking. Tossing her teacher-red pen on the desk, she rose to her heels and arched her back, both hands behind her waist, her voice emitting a chirped squeak as she flexed and let the stiffness get worked out of her body.
"I should stretch my legs for a minute." She muttered to the clock on the wall. She was alone, as classes had been released for the day some ninety-minutes previously, and while she could wander the halls, she knew there would be students still about the campus. Some were there simply out of a duty to learn, instilled by their parents, and others were there because it was now social time, and they could do some of the things they couldn't do during school hours, or at home, for that matter.
It was no secret where the 'hidey-holes' were on campus. Under the bleachers, in a few stairwells, the janitorial closet with the broken lock, and even a few rooms where teachers were known to be absent-minded and forgot to lock their rooms up. The teacher's lounge was also a student favorite, though they were extremely careful to make sure no teachers were about, for to be caught there would be certain death. Death by teacher-discipline, death by grades, and most certainly, death by parental involvement. Glancing out the windows, she noticed that the windy day had finally arrived, the local weather-guesser having called it right, but twelve-hours late. Just in time to have to deal with it after school.
The plus side of it was that the day would be warm and yet clear, while the minus side was that students not having gone home would hunker down in the hallways, until it was time for them to go home, or wherever else their juvenile minds concocted. Another minus was Pam's outfit. It was not exactly cut-out for a windy day.
Her blouse was a stylized-print silky gold satin, buttoned to mid-cleavage, and the lapels folded to just so. It drew some attention to her nice, D-cupped cleavage, yet covered her black lace bra and bra straps, and was loose-enough to not draw criticism from the Principal. Her skirt was a high-waisted black chiffon pleated circle-skirt, hemmed sensibly at her knees. She stood on 4 inch black patent-leather heels, not out of vanity, but because she had some taller male students, and she had heard stories of how some of them tried to bully shorter instructors, and frankly, she just didn't want to have that hassle. But the plain fact was her skirt would not behave on a day like this, no matter how hard she tried. Her undergarments were mostly modest, sheer tan pantyhose and a red thong, the last because she and her husband John had gone out for a date on Saturday, and after two bottles of Merlot, neither was feeling any pain, except for the hangover the next day. The laundry didn't get done. She had promised herself to do the washing the next day. But no matter what, she knew if she stepped outside, she would be doing an imitation of Marilyn Monroe standing over the subway vent, and there were way too many students still on campus to risk letting a single one of them get a look at her modesty, regardless of how innocently it happened.
Another thing Pam wasn't feeling was sated. She had hopes of having sex with her man, as they had kind of tapered off, and she was feeling needy. She was also starting to have those maternal thoughts only women have, too. Babies. That had started by holding the newborn of one of her teacher-friends, who had just had hers, and it brought out those feelings again, despite her being on the pill. Birth control pills can only do so much to curb the emotions, and what the heart wants, the heart wants. Maybe it was time to re-think children? But that brought her some frustration for though her husband really tried in bed, he was a little short in stature. That, coupled with his inability to hold an erection that weekend, and the newborn baby, and the fact that the very air was thick with teenage testosterone was making her a little... tense.
"OK... I gotta' take a break..." She shook her head and again took another look outside. The wind was fierce, and lighter debris was blowing past the windows, some of it flying flatly, while others tumbled past at a good clip. "Jeez..." she muttered, as she opened the door to her classroom.
"WHOA!" she cried out, as she was nearly yanked off her feet, the door jerking open and yanking her with it!
It only took a moment to recognize what had happened. Some enterprising young student or students had taken it upon themselves to steal the little wooden door wedges and hold open both hallway ends, making the hallway a literal wind tunnel. Standing there, her long brown hair tousled about as her hand reached up to clear her vision. Forgotten in this moment of surprise was her skirt, which was now plastered up about her chest. It took her too long of a moment to realize that the very exposure she had feared was happening, and it was indoors! Instinctively, she forgot trying to see, and turned her body into the wind, letting her hair blow back behind her, as her hands started to do battle with the hem of her skirt. That was when she heard the chortled laugh.
"Nice legs, Mrs. Anders. Red looks good on you."
Turning abruptly to the sound of the voice, her eyes could make out the figure of Dwayne Jewan Clark, of DJ as the others called him. An eighteen-year old in his Senior year of high school, DJ was a known quantity, of sorts. All the girls certainly knew him, as they had been schoolmates for most of their academic career. Given the fact he had developed earlier than most, he had also matured physically into a rather imposing young man. It was widely believed that some of those girls who had been schoolmates were also mate-mates, and at least three or four were known by everyone to have been transferred out of school due to pregnancy. DJ would never admit it, but there were just too many allegations of his virility. He never denied it, either.
There was also a social scuttlebutt in their part of town that some of those school girls who were carrying his children had mothers who were also carrying his child. A fact seemingly borne out by several families not only transferring their daughters to another school, but also moving into a new school district. This had happened every year for the past five years.
It was just one of those unproven facts. DJ had not only gotten some students pregnant, but also their mothers. The great mystery was how did he do it? Was he just that charismatic? Was he just persuasive? Did he take advantage of his size with the smaller females? The only ones who really knew were the pregnant women, and they weren't talking.
Pam squealed when she realized she was being gawked at, and even worse by DJ. She was already having some disciplinary problems with him in her English class, and this was certainly not going to help. Small hands flapping and trying to grasp the hem of her skirt, it took way too long for her to win the battle, and even then, she had to retreat back into her classroom. Standing in the doorway, the crossing wind still made an eddy into the portal, and managed to fill out her skirt, before it would billow back down, either from in front or behind, but the look was not lost on DJ, who was enticed, so he decided to get to know his teacher a little better.
Confidently strutting his way towards her, he invaded her personal space, standing so close he could easily detect her feminine perfume, a scent of vanilla that belied her femininity. Pam swallowed in a nervous gulp, as DJ placed his elbow on the doorsill, effectively blocking her path of escape. Her blue eyes looked to his deep dark brown ones, and she had to clear her throat softly to speak.
"DJ, what are you doing here? Shouldn't you be somewhere else? Like home doing your homework? I think you still owe me several pages of word definitions."
"Yeah, probably... but they'll still be there in a while." He smoothly retorted, offering a dismissive wave of the hand propped up on the doorsill. His baritone was smooth, and Pam suddenly realized that he was actually rather suave in his carriage. He knew certain truths, one of them was how males and females got along. He used his free hand to reach to reach out and gently caress Pam's arm, while his eyes started to devour her.
"Maybe so, DJ, *Ahem* but your grades could use the same attention you like to pay to girls." As she felt his skin ever so lightly caress hers, she had a slight shiver, one that sent a small tease of electricity up her limb. She used that arm to use her hand and try and keep her skirt down, as she realized DJ was scoping her legs out under it.
"Nah..." he smiled. She had to admit, in certain circumstances, he had a great smile. Disarming and well-intentioned, he seemed at that moment the most genuine she had ever seen him to appear. He continued to reach for her, now lightly touching her shoulder. "Besides, I don't you we know each other very well, yet. I mean, it's good that a teacher knows her students, right? What's good, and what's bad?"
Pam pulled her shoulder back, away from his reach, making her heel click loudly as she was forced to retreat into her room a half-step. The benefit of the movement was to finally let her skirt settle into its proper place, but it allowed DJ to move past her, letting his T-shirt and jeans covered body slither over hers. The slippery liquid satin yielded to him, and he was able to feel her curves, his chest very inappropriately caressing her breasts. She could only gasp softly, unsure how to approach this, now.
DJ helped her decide by taking a seat in the farthest chair in the room, which was next to her desk, and where she held small, private counseling with her charges when she needed to remind them of overdue assignments, or follow-up on other troubles. Seating herself at her desk, Pam could not help but splay her skirt out of a purely-feminine habit, the gesture to minimize wrinkles, but at the same time give an allure every girl knew had an effect on men. She made that allure worse when she crossed her legs at her knees, and sat back.
"Alright, DJ, I'll play your little game. What should I know about your troubles?"
What followed surprised her, as he began to confess to a multitude of dalliances and mis-adventures. She was almost surprised into shock to find that he had been intimate with a growing number of wives, mostly wives of male teachers, and even her high school principal! Then there were other girls, in an out of school. He admitted to a larger number of pregnancies than she had heard he was credited with, and started to get into more lurid details. Other teachers he had been intimate with, which explained how he was going to graduate with such miserable attendance and homework scores. What wife liked what positions, who liked various other kinks, including risky sex and breeding games, and other women who he continued to see out of sheer blackmail. Surprisingly, his prowess had made him in demand, and some women just would not take no for an answer.
All of these tales had given some rise to her libido, and Pam found herself asking for more and more information, imagining herself in some of those situations. For over an hour she listened as he recounted tryst after tryst, and by the end of it, her heart was thudding, and her nipples were proudly displaying through her lace bra. Of course, none of this was lost on DJ, who had been eying her.
He rose to his feet, and Pam did as well, her assumption being he had finished venting his feelings. Then he gave her a smile, and squared off in front of her, both hands grasping her shoulders as he bent his head to her upturned face. His thick, dark mouth mashed to her red-panted glossy lips and his tongue began to invade her mouth, as she began to squeal, taken aback at his swiftly he had began his assault on her, his arms drawing her to him, until she had to either lean forward or take a step. It was over before she had realized it had ever begun, and she found her tongue wrestling with his, as his hands slid from her shoulders to her chest, and he began to maul her full, ripe breasts through the silky satin covering them. Her voice could not stop from mewling as he started to take command of the situation, and her, while her hands fell to her sides, helpless to deny his kiss.
Once the kiss broke, which she found herself disappointed by, he slide his hands to her hips as she let loose aloud cooing, trying to exhale away the escalating arousal. Spinning her around, he pushed her firmly against the wall behind her desk, her eyes spying the wide-open door to the hallway, as his hands re-gripped her waist and pulled her butt out.
"DJ... what do you think-" and her voice was cut off by the sound of his zipper, and his pants falling from his slender and powerful hips. "DJ... we can't. YOU can't! I'm a married woman!"
The young man had not wasted any time at all, in positioning his body behind hers, holding her in place, as his growing erection started to reach up under the hem of her skirt. As he began to dry-hump her notch, sliding his thick rod in the gap between her thighs, he leaned forward and she felt his hot breath on her neck.
"You know you want it, Mrs. Anders. You are just like the other teachers. Fuck the black guy with the big cock." His words were punctuated by his lips nipping at her earlobe, tugging on the small diamond piercing her husband had given her for their anniversary, before latching onto her neck, and biting her. The teeth marks and the intense vacuum his mouth created would leave a large dark spot that marked her as his territory, and would be difficult to hide, especially from her husband.
Pam could not help but moan as she felt him all over her now, hands roving her curves, sliding down her sides to her waist and then down her thighs, until he reached under her skirt and drew down her pantyhose. Taking her thong with them, he drew them down to her knees and resumed humping at her crotch, only know there was bare skin, his black throbbing shaft against her moistened petals, which started to coat the top of his black cock with her dew.
Her voice tried to protest, but her words came out muffled, as she turned her head to protest again, only to find her lips muffled by his own, and he kissed her yet again. His hips bucking at her slipperiness were being aided by her heels, which had increased the rotation of her pelvis, until with his hand pressing down in her back, he found he could begin to push her gates asunder and gain access to her womanhood.
Pam tried to push him off, reaching behind her as best she could flail her arms, but her attempts were half-hearted at best, and he simply reached for her wrists and planted them high up on the wall.
"Don't move..." his dark voice menaced back into her ear, before collecting her curled ponytail into his fingers to hold her steady. Using his free hand, he made one small adjustment to his manhood, and he began to start bucking his hips as she felt her petals part for him, and in a series of six, eight, or even ten thrusts, he was pushing himself ever deeper inside her. Her voice could not stop crying out softly with every thrust, as her sweet spot was massaged by his cock, a new set of sensations she would never feel from her husband. DJ was just built far more superior than he was.
Her moisture was already falling from her labia into long, thin tendrils, which snapped and then the fallen droplets started a puddle between her heels, forever staining and marking the first time DJ had fucked his new conquest. It would be the first of many. Then the fucking got earnest, and he began to hammer his cock into her. Every thrust harder, and seemingly deeper, as if that were possible from this position, and her voice rose louder and louder. DJ used his grip on her hair to balance himself against her, while Pam kept her palms flat on the wall, her long nails trying to claw into the bulletin board as he made her feel every higher and higher levels of passion.
"Oh! Oh! OH! DJ! OHMYGOODNESS!" she cried out.
DJ, for his part, started to feel the pleasure rising in his scrotum, and he knew he was going to cum soon. He always did with the new ones, and Pam would be no different. His own voice started to growl hard repeated as her body was flexing on his black shaft, her body overtaking her mind's will, and doing its best to successfully complete the act of mating. By now a small gathering of students had formed in the doorway, to see what the noise was, and when they witnessed Pam's carnal destruction, phones started coming out, taking photos and video, recording this momentous occasion.
Pam was heedless of her humiliation, lost in the rising tide of raw sexual tension that large black cock was feeding into her, and her voice stopped speaking and turned into a loud, high, tight whine, with her teeth gritted. Mixed with DJ's guttural growls, they made the most of the feelings and sensations building between them, until Pam shook violently, her voice releasing aloud wail as a small splash of her lubrication escaped the seal of her folds and DJ's cock. Her orgasms tripped his own, and DJ let loose aloud, mighty bellow as he began to ejaculate, shooting blast after blast of his hot, sticky cum into her pussy, coating her quivering cervix with his black baby batter.
As they both began to come down from the high of sexual climax, a small smattering of golf-claps erupted from the doorway, and it was them that Pam realized she had been recorded. She looked on in horror, and exclaimed loudly "DJ! LOOK!"
DJ, however, was nonplussed, and he simply looked to the throng of cameras and gave a thumb's up and simply said "She's a hot fuck. I'm gonna make her my bitch now!"
Then he gave her a few more thrusts, which made her moan, as he pussy was clenching down on his cock, buried deeply in her vagina, the head of his cock resting comfortably against her cervix, her body eager to coax every drop of his cum into her waiting womb.



Her head fell forward against the wall, and she could only mutter "Thank God I'm on the pill..."
DJ grunted back at her. "For now...."



        Teacher Learns a Lesson Ch. 02

        Telling her husband she was with one of her students.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/teacher-learns-a-lesson-ch-02

Title: Teacher Learns a Lesson Ch. 02

Author: satinlvr_mwf

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: Telling her husband she was with one of her students.

Tags: interracial, non-consensual, public, teacher, cuckold, white wife, satin, cheating, black cock

Series: Teacher Learns a Lesson


This story contains material related to interracial sex, non-consensual sex, unsafe sex, cheating/cuckolding, and possible pregnancy. If these subjects offend you, then please go no further and find another story to enjoy.
This story was written at the request of another couple. Some of the descriptions and content are tailored to them, and them alone. Any chapters beyond this one are subject to feedback and motivation to proceed with this series. The Author hopes you enjoy.
Any names, resemblances, and/or descriptions resembling real or fictional characters under copyright is purely coincidental. All characters are age 18 or older.
Any meaningful and well-intentioned critiquing is welcomed, but if the subject matter offends you, stop reading and go somewhere else, as the Author does not care about your feelings. Be polite, or keep your mouth shut like an adult.
***************************
"Honey... I had a really bad day at work..." Pam started out, dreading this moment and while knowing she had to do it, she had no idea how to tell her husband that one of her students had his way with her.
Even worse would be his reaction when he found he couldn't claim he raped her because her resistance was marginal, at best. Pam had done just about everything she could to encourage him, save bend over in front of the young black student and pull down her panties for him as an invitation. The fact the young man had taken full advantage of the circumstances, as well as availing himself to her body fully had humiliated the young, pretty wife, and as she sat in front of her husband, her vagina was still seeping some of DJ's love-juice onto the seat cushion.
John looked to his wife with genuine concern. He knew his wife had bad days at work, frustrated days with administration, frustrating days with academics, and of course the near constant frustrations with student discipline. But this must be particularly bad. His wife was on the verge of tears. "It'll be alright, Sweetheart. Just tell me what happened. I'm here for you."
So Pam did. How it all started with growing bored grading papers, and then trying to take a short walk, the hallways being sabotaged and turned into a high-powered wind-tunnel by some unknown students on such a powerfully windy day, and how her skirt billowed out and then up, exposing her modesty to the lecherous student. A student known for womanizing, conquering other female students, and even some of their mothers. Now he could lay claim to a teacher as one of his notches in his bedpost. It was made worse as there were other students who witnessed the event, some of them suing their cell phones to document her fall from the lofty height of respected educator to the level of a mere woman turned slut, all by a young man and his hard black cock.
John looked on, listening with great attention, and at first, his knuckles were nearly white as his hands closed into fists, while imagining doing things likely to land him in prison for beating the young thug to a bloody pulp. But then another part of his mind began to visualize what his wife was telling him. Being a teacher, her command of the English language was exquisite, and she spoke in terms far from clinical. To his dismay, he even found her descriptions filling him with arousal. His shorts were tented by his hardness as he watched his wife's buxom, trim body, the jouncing of her breasts in her silky gold satin blouse giving him images of her body being subjected to full, hard jolting thrusts from her erstwhile, illicit lover. Her body succumbing to his prowess, until she cried out in release, shivering greatly while her cervix was coated with shot after copious shot of cum from a young black thug. The images were enough to allow a small droplet of his pre-emission to stain the front of his short, something he would not be able to hide.
As Pam finished, and reached for a napkin on the dinner table, her chest heaved with a wracked and ragged breath, having released her fears to her husband, and prepared to receive the onslaught of his anger. She could not blame DJ, for he merely took advantage of the opportunity she had so carelessly provided. She had been caught by surprise and reacted badly. She expected yelling, shouting and the use of harsh names. She expected him to call her a slut, and even a whore, and other denigrating terms she could think of that she had over-heard from her students. Maybe even things thrown across the room, and the sound of glass breaking in his ire and ranting. She hoped no one would call the police in fear for someone's safety. Even more, she hoped that her husband didn't try and get his own retribution. DJ was not a small man in the male department, and he wasn't a small man in the other departments as well. She had little doubt DJ would kick her husband's proverbial ass.
But that is not what happened.
"Are you alright?" John asked softly, his hand reached out to lightly caress her cheek, and brush some stray strands of brown hair from her face. "Did he hurt you?"
"No." she shook her head softly, luxuriating in his gentleness. It was exactly what she needed right then. She was down on herself enough for the both of them, as well as her parents. "I'm fine, though I am going to be a little sore, I think. He isn't a small man."
Sitting back, John had to ask the one question all husband dread knowing when finding out their wives have been unfaithful, either knowingly or not. He had to go there. "How big is he?"
He was hoping that the answer was not going to be what he suspected. His wife's descriptions of DJ were pretty vivid. Very tall, well-muscled, charming, even. A young man who hadn't even begun to realize his true potential, and was content to get all he could in the here and now. He had heard his wife share the rumors of the other girls and wives' pregnancies. Deep down, he was dreading the answer.
Holding up her hands, she started at John's length, and then spread apart to indicate an approximately ten-inches. That was what she saw after DJ withdrew from her, and his soft, flaccid cock swayed back and forth, dribbling some post-emission on a slinging series of drips onto the floor. "He's probably twice around as you, too." She added. Her fingers formed an unclosed circle with her hand as she tried to give her husband an accurate idea of how well-endowed her lover was. In that instant, John went limp.
Sitting back, suddenly rather dejected, he quietly asked her the next most important question he could think of.
"Will you be with him again?"
For her part, Pam was surprised, and her brows raised to display her reaction. Sitting there, leaning back in her chair, she had to think it through. Pursing her lips, she finally looked her husband directly in the eyes, and spoke gently. "Yes. I think it will happen again. I know him and his reputation. He's not going to be satisfied with just one time with me, and I can't report him to administration or the police. Students filmed us, Honey, and I can't claim rape. If I do, all he has to do is show any of the video to the authorities, and I am done for. So yes..." Her voice drawled out for a long awkward silence.
"What can I do to help you?" John asked worriedly.
She shook her head. "There isn't much. I mean, other than trust me to do my best to do the right thing, and for you to please love me no matter what. I am your wife, and I will always wear your ring. Just stay my husband while this plays out. Eventually he'll tire of me, soon I should hope, and he'll move on to greener pastures. In the meantime, we just have to endure it. And him."
John could not believe what he'd just been told. His wife was asking permission to have wild, wanton and unprotected sex with a school bully. Not just any bully, but a black one! What if she got pregnant? What about her reputation? What about their marriage? As he was going through these thoughts, he had to lower his hand and adjust himself, which brought about another realization. He was hard as a rock, and his clothing easily showed it. Why the Hell was this turning him on so?
"Honey? Honey? Are you alright?"
John came back to the present as he realized his wife was trying to get his attention.
"John, are you okay? You sorta' spaced out there for a minute. I was waiting for you to say something. Are you angry with me?" Pam had a very worried look on her face.
John looked at his wife as he still continued to process this news. His own day at work suddenly paled compared to what his wife was going through, and now he was involved, if only because he was her husband.
"Umm... errr... yes, I'm fine."
Pam reached her hand to his thigh in an effort to have some sort of closeness to her husband, her confusion evident as the man in her life displayed his own confusion. She had expected anger, hurt, jealousy, even rage, but not this. Sliding her hand up and down his thigh, to try and comfort him, she was astounded to feel the growth in his pants. Gym shorts didn't hide things very well, and despite John's relative small size compared to DJ, his erection was obvious. Glancing down, to verify what her fingers were telling her, she looked deeply into her husband's eyes.
"Please? Tell me what you are thinking? Please tell me what... this... means?" Her fingers gave his manhood a gentle squeeze for emphasis. "Don't you love me?"
Those were the magic words that broke John's spellbound mind, and he snapped out of it immediately and to the present. It was the exact right question to ask him in that moment, and would seal their relationship for years to come.
"Of course I love you, Pammy! I..." he hesitated, trying to find the right words.
"We... remember we... had some... pillow talk... about something like, you know... this?"
"Yes, John, I remember. We would talk about a fantasy, where I was being held against my will, in danger of being raped, and you rescued me and claimed your just reward. Your hero's reward. But this isn't that. You don't get to be the hero, nobody does. Yet here you are, obviously excited. Does this mean you want me to... play the field?"
John took a deep breath. "I dunno. Maybe. Sometimes. I want you to feel the best when we have sex, and I only want the best for you. You deserve that from me."
"Does this mean you want to fuck other women?" Pam asked, a real hurt in her eyes. "Aren't I good enough for you?" Her eyes were threatening to brim over with tears. "I don't want DJ, I want you!"
Shaking his head, John replied. "No. I don't want another girl, unless she is Miss August or something." It was his attempt at a weak joke to diffuse the emotions. They had often joked that she was his Miss August, and had even fooled around with some naughty pictures one summer evening. It was for kicks, and they made passionate love not only after taking the photos at a local park, no less, but for two days after, their love-making had been torrid.
Sitting back, they each looked at each other, and shared some non-verbal communication. He took her hand and held it as they sat there, and just stared at each other. It was John who broke the silence.
"What about birth control. I assume he came in you?"
Outwardly, she grimaced at the use to the crude term, but inwardly, Pam felt a wave of relief. John wasn't going to flip out or do something dangerous. It actually seemed he was going to accept this new situation. Even manage it, like a businessman might. Reduce risk and exposure, and yet find some benefit. Just what the benefit would be was an open question.
"I'll have to get my prescription renewed, I am almost out, and then I'll have a week of safety. So I'll be sure to see the pharmacy tomorrow after work."
Nodding, he simply said "Don't forget." Then he rose to his feet, and dropped a hand to his wife.
Taking his hand, she rose, and asked him where he was taking her.
"To bed. I'm going to reclaim what is mine."
"Honey... please... Not now? I am already pretty sore, and I haven't really cleaned up. I'm still filled with his..." her eyes went downward. "His... cum."
That made John upset, and he simply stormed off to the bedroom. After slamming the door, soon she could hear the shower running. Her husband was going to make an early night of it.
Pam then took a short break to tend to necessities, like dinner, and then stole away to the guest bathroom and took her own shower, doing her best to clean herself. Stepping out, she grabbed a thick, thirsty towel as the steamed mirror began to clear, and now without makeup, she could see herself completely. What she saw made her gasp!
Bruises were forming. Not superficial ones, but deep, dark ones, and they seemed everywhere. The most significant was on her neck, below her ear. Deep purplish and about the size of a silver dollar, it marked the spot where DJ had branded her. She was surprised to see it, given that he hadn't made a great show of suckling her flesh, yet here it was, and there was no way to pass this off. She would have to go heavier on the makeup for a couple of weeks. Examining the rest of her body, she first felt, and then noticed a small constellation of bruises on both breasts, where DJ had mauled her boobs. Her butt similarly had a few dark marks on both cheeks, and even between her thighs. In her passion, she hadn't realized just how strong DJ was, or how powerful his lovemaking was.
Finally needing to crawl into bed, she quietly crept into the dark bedroom, and slipped under the covers. She hadn't bothered getting into nightclothes. She didn't want to risk waking her husband up, but as she snuggled into him, and draped her arm about his waist, she felt his hand clasp hers, and they both drifted off to sleep.



        