
		
			[image: cover]
		

	
		
			[image: cover]
		

		

		

		

		Saving Hubby’s Job

		

		Interracial, Cuckold Erotica

		

		Copyright 2018 Bobbi Love

		Published by Bobbi Love at Smashwords

		

		Smashwords Edition License Notes

		This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return to Smashwords.com or your favorite retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

		

		

		

		Table of Contents

		

		
			Part One
		

		
			Part Two
		

		
			Part Three
		

		
			Part Four
		

		
			Part Five
		

		
			Part Six
		

		
			Other books by this author
		

		

		

		

		Part One

		

	
		"That bastard! I can't understand how that bastard could do this to me. To our family!"

		Ginny McGabe didn't want to believe her eyes, but the evidence was too overwhelming. She was standing in the office of Roger Black, who was the principal of the high school that both Ginny and her husband worked at. The awful truth was that Ginny's husband, Bob, had been caught taking indecent liberties with one of the senior girls here —a petite doll-like beauty who couldn't have weighed a hundred pounds dripping wet. The evidence was so damning. There was enough security camera footage, cell phone messages, and Internet search records to make sure that Bob never worked as a teacher again. Possibly jail.

		"Ginny, this is very serious," said Roger Black, standing up from his chair, and thus showing his full height.

		The principal was a tall, robust African-American man who had once been an NFL prospect before blowing out his knee. That was long ago though. These days he was better known for having single-handedly turned one of the city's worst public schools into one of the best schools with nothing more than his unyielding willpower. Everyone respected this towering, broad-shouldered, dark-skinned, well-read man. Even the most troublesome youths had to respect the raw power that Principal Black emanated with his deep voice and glowing coffee-colored eyes.

		"I know it's serious," Ginny said meekly, rubbing her pretty jade-colored stare as if this was all a bad dream she might be able to wake up from. "Does Bob know you have all this evidence yet?"

		"No, not yet. I wanted to show you first. So far, only myself, and a couple of other trusted individuals are aware of what's been going on. A scandal of this nature could look very bad for all parties concerned."

		"I agree," Ginny said, fighting the urge to take another look at the picture of her husband embracing the pretty blonde girl. It didn't help that in the picture the high school girl was wearing a Varsity cheerleader uniform.

		Ginny wanted to vomit. She was so overwhelmed, her mind still spinning from the shock of the news. Part of her wanted to immediately forget what she'd learned about Bob's disloyalty. There was no doubt that she still deeply loved her husband. Nothing could change that. Not even infidelity.

		And yet, another part of Ginny wanted to burn the images into her brain so that she would never forget, so that her seething anger towards such betrayal would never diminish, even after much time. She wanted to make sure he paid for this. With interest.

		After a very long pause, Principal Black's deep voice boomed in Ginny's ears. "That's why I was hoping that we could work something else out."

		Ginny froze. She bit her lip with hesitation and at last said, "Work something out? How do you mean?"

		Principal Black nodded heavily. Then he gestured towards the leather couch sitting against a wall of plaques at the back of his office. He waited for the pretty English teacher to sit her curvy bottom down.

		The longer the black man continued to stare at her from above, the more flushed Ginny's pale creamy skin became. Known for being rather old fashioned in her thinking, today Ginny was dressed in a tight black pencil skirt, white blouse, high heels, minimal make-up, pierced ears, and the tresses of her golden blonde hair were arranged in a large shiny bun. Men coveted the leggy blonde teacher, while women usually felt a mixture of intimidation and envy. But none of that mattered to Ginny who could often be found reading bible passages off her phone while clutching the golden cross that dangled around her long beautiful throat.

		Suddenly Ginny lost it. Finding out that the man she was married to had turned his back on her was too great. This wasn't supposed to happen to a woman like Ginny. For the first time in her young life, her future seemed too hazy to contemplate. And so she found herself burying her pretty tear-stained face into her palms while she choked back the sobs, deeply embarrassed by her inability to remain calm.

		Coming to her rescue, Principal Black sat down next to Ginny, so that their knees were touching slightly. He put one of his beefy arms around her shoulders and drew her into his body, coaxing her with the low pitch of his soothing voice. "There, there, it's not your fault. Bob fucked up. You didn't do anything at all. You're the innocent one."

		"Thank you," she said, trying her best to stop the torrent of warm tears coming from both eyes now. "It's just..."

		"You're upset?" he asked.

		She nodded.

		"Rightfully so." For a long time he looked at her with his keen eyes. "You're worried about the future of your marriage now that Bob cheated on you?"

		She nodded again.

		"And you're worried about whether or not your husband is going to jail?"

		She nodded, paused, then nodded some more.

		That was when the older black man put his finger underneath her small wet chin and lifted it so that their eyes met. He held their eye contact for much longer than normal. Then, once a mental link had been established, he licked his thick sensual lips and said to the pretty white wife, "I have a plan which will solve all those problems. Do you understand?"

		Ginny wasn't sure if she did understand. She had never seen Principal Black look at her in such a hungry way. She felt like he was mentally undressing her. Of all the men she'd ever been hit on while at work, she couldn't help feeling her skin crawl by being hit on by a man as... different.... as Principal Black. It wasn't just his age, or his size, or his skin color, or his race... But they were both married to other people. To find herself experiencing such an intimate moment with this authority figure that was probably her father's age frightened Ginny to the core.

		While she continued to sit there, looking like a deer caught in the headlights, Principal Black used the opportunity to brush a few strands of her silky blonde hair behind her ear, then stroke the side of her trembling cheek with his large coal-black fingers.

		"You're very beautiful," he said, admiringly. "You get more beautiful every day. Did you know that?"

		Finding it impossible to get any words out of her mouth now, Ginny kept her eyes straight ahead. Any other day and she would have already been out of the office, on her way to reporting the principal's extremely unacceptable behavior. But now she was still thinking of Bob, of his future, and of the future of their marriage.

		"You've probably gained a few pounds since you started working here a few years ago, right?"

		Ginny turned to the man. Asshole. She felt a stab of anger in the pit of her stomach. She slanted her eyes and glowered at him.

		Principal Black laughed heartedly, brushed another strand of her hair behind her ear. "No, no. That's not what I meant. I simply meant you look better these days. To me, you do. When you walked into the doors at first you were just a little stick of a woman. You had the body of a girl, or adolescent. But now you've become quite the woman. A woman with curves, a woman with needs. That's probably why Bob has turned his affections towards members of our student body. Clearly he isn't man enough to handle the sort of woman you've become."

		Ginny was still glowering at the man, and truthfully could only hear about half the words he was saying because of all the pounding blood in her ears.

		"Don't worry, I'm here to help you, Ginny."

		"Help?"

		"Not only will little Bobby be able to keep his job, but nobody else has to find out what happened. As for your marriage, I'll let you decide how to handle that. His punishment will be your decision."

		"Okay, that sounds good. Let's do that," she said softly.

		Rather suggestively, the man's hand dropped to her knee, which he squeezed tightly. Their eyes met again. "Well, that all depends on what you're willing to do for your husband."

		Her throat clenched so that it felt she was being denied the gift of oxygen for several long moments.

		Roger continued with his usual style of directness. "As you know, we have a three-day weekend coming up. My wife, LaTonya, will be gone visiting her sister. That leaves me all alone for the three whole days. I'd like for you to come over to my house and keep me company. Take care of me."

		"Keep you company? How?"

		"You know how."

		She clutched her necklace, tilted her head. But didn't say anything.

		"24 hours. Your body."

		"I..." she said, shaking her head, confused.

		"That's all I want, Ginny," he said.

		She gulped now, looked away.

		In a slightly softer voice, he said, "And if you do everything I tell you to, Ginny, with no arguments or hesitation, then after one day you can leave and I'll make sure little Bobby keeps his job."

		Hearing these words, Ginny felt like someone had just taken a baseball bat to her midsection. She smoothed her blouse and worked up enough nerve to look at the man again, realizing that he had all the power in the exchange. "You can't be serious. I'm married. And so are you!"

		Her eyes went to the framed photograph of LaTonya Black, a loud, busty, brassy, heavyset African-American woman in her 40's or 50's. LaTonya used her natural abrasiveness to work as a credit collector. And because of this talent of hers, and the fact that she was roughly twice the size of Ginny, LaTonya had always greatly intimidated Ginny, who could be quite soft-spoken.

		"And that's why nobody can find out about this arrangement of ours," said Principal Black, his expression suddenly serious. "I'd be in trouble too. Maybe not as much trouble as you and little Bobby. But still, I'm a man of my word. And discretion is a number one priority. Do we have a deal?"

		It took her a long time to respond. "One day?"

		"That's all."

		"One full day?"

		He didn't respond.

		"What do I tell my husband?" she asked.

		"Make something up. Tell him you have a sick aunt. A dying grandmother. A college friend who needs your help getting over a divorce."

		Ginny's mind was spinning again. None of this felt real. An hour ago she was standing at the front of her classroom, teaching 30 girls and boys the poetry of Emily Dickinson. Now she was in some bizarre nightmare world where the very seams of her life were threatening to come undone. "Okay, I mean, I guess, but..."

		He cut her off. "Now understand me, Ginny. 24 hours. And for those 24 hours your body will be mine. Any hesitation or argument will result in a voiding of our contract. I will not cause you harm, of course. But I expect you to obey all my commands. Is that clear, Ginny?"

		She stared back at him.

		He clenched his massive jaw in irritation. His deep voice dropped even further. "If so let me know and I will give you the time and address. I expect you to show up promptly. Tardiness will be punished. Do you understand?"

		Reluctantly, sadly, and perhaps a little mechanically, she nodded her pretty blonde head several times, forcing herself to remember that none of this was her fault. She wasn't the one that had got them into this situation. Instead, she was the one who was having to pay the ultimate price to keep the normalcy of their lives from exploding like hydrogen bomb. It was Bob's fault. Ginny McGabe was still the innocent one.

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		Poor Ginny. She still had three more classes to teach before the end of the day. It was so hard to focus, everything passed her by in a strange blur. Had she really agreed to allow that awful man to put his big black paws all over her body? Was this the ultimate act of martyrdom? Would she ever be able to look herself in the eyes again?

		For the moment, she couldn't look at Bob. That cheating cheerleading-chasing bastard!

		So after school that day, Ginny came up with an excuse as to why she wasn't going to drive home with her husband —like they normally did. Instead she took a cab to the mall where she did a lot of frivolous shopping and eating, hoping that it would give her a modicum of pleasure.

		It didn't.

		Later, when she told Bob why she had to suddenly leave town for three days he barely reacted at all. He just went back to watching his stupid football game with a beer in his hands. It made her skin crawl to think of allowing him to touch her. There was a disturbing voice persisting at the back of her head that told her to just let Bob suffer the consequences of his actions. If he wanted to go around fucking ditzy high school girls, then who was she to try and stop him. Maybe the best thing for Bob would be to let the world know what an unfaithful pervert he really was. But no, sadly, even in the midst of her greatest doubts, Ginny recognized that she was not the sort of woman who turned her back on a person. She was loyal, to a fault.

		A few days later, Bob didn't put up much of a fight when she insisted on taking a cab to the "airport." So it was still quite early, just before 9 A.M., when she found herself carrying an overnight bag as she walked towards the front door of Principal Black's respectable 2-story brick home.

		Despite the holiday, he was dressed professionally. He wore a blue dress shirt, striped tie, pressed gray slacks, and shiny black shoes. Ginny, on the other hand, was dressed far more casually. In lieu of her typical skirts and dresses, she wore a pair of old jeans, sweatshirt, and scuffed white tennis shoes, with her hair pulled up into a messy ponytail. Clearly she hadn't put much work into her appearance for reasons which she felt were altogether obvious. If she really was going to go through with this bargain, then the last thing she wanted to do was give him the slightest inclination that her heart was in it.

		"Good morning, Ginny. I'm glad you could make it. Are you ready for our big weekend?"

		Peevishly crossing her arms over her chest, Ginny began tapping her toe, obviously unhappy with the big smirk spread across her boss's dark face now. "Can we just get this over with?"

		The smirk grew, then disappeared. He was standing in the same spot, his bulky frame filling out the entire doorway. He looked down at her. "I see that you are a woman who likes to dispense with the formalities. Sure, I have no objection to that. But first let's go over the ground rules. Okay?"

		She responded with a silent shrug of her narrow shoulders.

		"First of all, I have no intention of doing anything to hurt you physically. Such behavior disgusts me, especially towards women. But I do expect you to obey all my commands as if you were a dog or slave. I'm sure that some of the things I will do to you will cause you some emotional distress. Other things you may find humiliating. But now is not the time to be concerned with preserving your dignity. For the next 24 hours you will be my plaything —my sexy little fucktoy with your lovely blonde hair, green eyes, and big tits. That said, I can also offer you 100% discretion, Ginny, meaning that nobody will ever find out what happens in this house. As I have said before, I would be in trouble too. You know how LaTonya is. Do I make myself clear?"

		Bile threatened to shoot up her stomach and out of her mouth.

		Impatiently, the man repeated his question.

		"Yes, fine, whatever," she said in the same voice as a moody teenager now.

		"From now on, I expect a 'sir' on all your answers too. Got it?"

		Responding through her teeth, she said, "Really? Are you being for real?"

		"Or 'master' if you prefer."

		Choosing the lesser of two evils, she said, "Okay, yes, I mean, yes sir."

		The twinkle in the old man's eyes suggested that things were coming along nicely so far —that the power dynamics were shifting over into his favor as much as he could have ever hoped for. "Good. Good girl, Ginny. Now that we have that settled, how about you and that suitcase come inside before one of my neighbors sees your sexy ass."

		The house was decorated nicely, with a mixture of new technology and antique furniture which suggested that LaTonya did most of the decorating around here. The walls were hung with tasteful paintings and the living room furniture was large and quite comfortable-looking. Roger had Ginny stand in the middle of the room and turn around several times so that he could inspect her body.

		Shaking his head, which was nearly twice the size of hers, Roger said, "I see that you're a woman who really embraces Casual Fridays."

		Inwardly Ginny grinned, knowing that she'd intentionally dressed as un-appealing as possible. "What did you expect? Bob thinks I'm getting on a plane right now. How else was I supposed to dress?"

		"I don't know if I like that tone, slut."

		Luckily, Ginny was facing away when she heard his first insult hurled at her. When she was a little girl they used to say that words didn't hurt. But she was the first person to admit that sometimes words did hurt; and they hurt quite badly. Hearing someone as large and intimidating as her black boss call her a slut caused a queer sensation in her face, as if she'd just been slapped publicly.

		After a few beats of silence, Roger said, "Kick off those tennis shoes first. Why did you wear such ugly things? Did you think that I would change my mind about making you my little white slut?"

		"These happen to be my favorite shoes actually. They are super comfy," she spat back.

		"Sir or master," he reminded her.

		"Yes sir," she said, rolling her eyes while she kicked off her shoes in his living room.

		"Then take off those fucking jeans. Do it slowly too, slut. I'm going to enjoy seeing that white ass for the first time."

		Her fingers trembling badly, Ginny kept her back to the man while she reached for the top button. It unclasped with a snap. She sucked in a nervous breath. At least she didn't have to make eye contact with him as she slowly undid each button, before reaching for the sides and nervously tugging the denim down her flared hips. As soon as the jeans were low enough to reveal her buttocks she heard Roger groan with lustful anticipation which sent chills down her spine.

		"Very nice, slut. I've been waiting a long time to see what that ass looks like. I am not disappointed," he said, chuckling. "I am going to enjoy seeing that beautiful round ass bounce up and down my black pole. Sweetheart, have you ever been fucked in the ass before?"

		Soundlessly, she shook her head. She didn't want to believe the implications of the question.

		"A black cock in that ass will solve all your problems," he said, making a little joke that only he seemed to enjoy. "Now my little slut, take off that baggy shirt too, then your bra and panties, and toss me your clothes. A slut like you looks much better with little or no clothing on. Besides, you won't be needing your clothes for the rest of the stay. White whore."

		Ginny wasn't sure why he had to keep humiliating her with names like that. Confused and mortified, she found herself handing over her clothes to Roger whose eyes were as dark as they were ravenous now. She took a few steps back, her breathing sped up, her knees unstable, while her hands instinctively covered as much of her busty chest as possible as her creamy thighs squeezed together so that you could barely see the wisps of silky blonde tresses above her Venus mound.

		"Hands away, slut! Let master see what his whore looks like now that she's in her natural state."

		She closed her eyes and obeyed, reminding herself why she was doing this in the first place. Never in her life had she felt so naked, so exposed. The only things she wore now were her wedding ring, her engagement band, and the cross that dangled around her flushed neck.

		"Perfect. You look like an absolute goddess now, slut. So radiant. So fertile. So badly needing a real man between your legs."

		Then there were Goosebumps all along her clear white skin as she heard him bark out another order. He wanted her to bend down and kiss her master. He grabbed her by the sides of her head and forced his tongue into her mouth, then released her. He was grinning ear to ear now.

		"Good girl. You taste just like a peach."

		Ginny was trying to resist the urge to wipe her mouth clean of his taste.

		He gestured in her direction. "Now, my little slut, turn around and bend over and spread those beautiful butt cheeks for me. Show your master what he's got to look forward to."

		Ginny froze. The reality of the situation was starting to hit her all at once. Her mind was now filled with visions of her grabbing her stuff and running out the door. She didn't deserve this. She'd always been extremely loyal in her marriage. She merely wanted what was best for her family. It was how she was raised; and the only way she knew how to behave.

		Her hesitation was fatal.

		"Okay, I see that we are having a problem already. Clearly, you seem to be having second thoughts," Roger said in a voice that sounded quite harsh. "Well, I understand completely. Ginny. I really do. But since you're unwilling to obey my simplest commands, I don't think this is going to work out. So put your clothes back on and leave my house. Now! Right this fucking instant!"

		He clapped his hands loudly.

		Ginny turned and looked at him, tilted her head to the side, kept looking at him. "Really? I can just go now?"

		Her heart felt a tremendous amount of relief. For a second she almost forgot that she was standing in front of her boss without a stitch of clothing on.

		"I think that's for the best actually," Roger said, his upper lip slightly curled in disgust. "No hard feelings from my end. I wish you and your husband nothing but the best."

		She was already approaching the pile of clothes on the ground, nodding, and wondering if she could get back in time to make that 11 A.M. yoga class. "Thank you, thank you, thank you so much! Oh my God! I knew it! I always knew you were a decent man! THANK YOU!"

		He cleared his throat. "No, thank you, Ginny. I'm glad that neither one of us did anything we would have regretted later." There was a strange pause as he watched the blonde beauty pull her panties up her legs quickly. He continued. "Though you should probably get home as soon as possible. I would imagine the police will already be there to question little Bobby."

		As the full weight of his statement started to soak in, Ginny's relief was replaced by panic which caused her deftly drawn left eyebrow to twitch ever so slightly. She turned and looked into Roger's large eyes. He stared back meaningfully at her.

		There was no other choice. Just like that her small wave of relief was replaced by huge tidal waves of overwhelming hopelessness. Her chin dropped and she tugged her panties back off once again. When she looked at Roger he said, "Do you know what I want now, slut?"

		This time she didn't fight it. Fighting it was clearly a waste of energy. "Yes sir," she said under her breath.

		"Louder."

		"Yes sir."

		"Show me, slut."

		It felt like her heart was breaking as she turned her bare backside to Roger now. It was important for her to keep reminding herself why she was doing this. Then she closed her eyes and leaned forward, sticking her perfectly-shaped derriere out, reaching back, gripping both ass cheeks, and slowly pulling their meatiness apart for her tormentor's perverted inspection.

		It took him a while to say anything. She kept spreading her perfect ass for him.

		"Good slut," Roger said. "Now get on your hands and knees. Like the dog bitch you really are."

		Ginny wilted towards the floor. Her eyes were still closed. None of this felt real. Long strands of blonde hair covered her face as she waited for the man's next command.

		"Bark like a dog!"

		She tried to respond, but only the feeblest sound escaped her parched lips. Then, after he repeated his command with even more authority, Ginny found herself in the humiliating position of resting on all fours and making the sounds of a small, yappy lap dog.

		"Now shake your tail, lil' doggy, and keep barking!" Roger commanded.

		Her face was burning crimson from embarrassment. Already she could feel her mind disconnecting with the whole experience, as if naturally trying to protect her from incurring too much trauma to her mental state. Far away in the distance, she heard Roger make another command. He wanted her to turn around, still on her hands and knees, and slowly crawl towards him so that he could pet her and give her a big bone to suck on.

		Then she felt a large hand gently caress the top of her head, the sides of her face, as he pulled her whole head into his crotch. Her pert little nose nuzzled against something which seemed to be swelling underneath the fabric of his trousers.

		"Ah, is my lil' doggy ready for her bone now?" he asked in a sickly sweet voice.

		After she didn't respond fast enough, she felt a quick smack on the side of her face, just enough to leave a small red mark. Responding to this treatment, she tried to please the man with a couple of shallow barks, then a shaking of her raised backside.

		Her eyes watched in abject horror as Roger's hands unfastened his belt buckle first, pulled down his zipper loudly, before reaching for the large swelling thing that looked like a small animal trapped inside his trousers. A big black snake. Ginny had only slept with three men in her life, including her husband. And they were all white. And none of them had come close to preparing her for the dark monstrosity of Roger's big black a appendage.

		"There you go, my lil' slut, I know you're hungry," said Roger. He was evidently quite proud of the large dark thing sticking straight up from his lap. His massive penis was almost a foot long and unbelievably thick. It reminded Ginny of a baby's arm; and oh so dark. The helmet looked as wide as Ginny's wrist. "I got a big bone for you to play with. I know how you get without a big bone in your mouth. So open up and enjoy, slut!"

		It was still getting bigger as she leaned forward, parting her lips in preparation for sucking her first black cock. That Roger was so well-endowed only made it that much harder for Ginny. Mentally comparing the two, she guessed that Bob was half the size of Roger, both in terms of length and girth. Ginny had always heard that black men had bigger sexual organs —but this was ridiculous!

		How he was expecting her to fit that monster inside her flower was beyond her comprehension. It would probably be like experiencing the pain of giving birth without the reward of offspring.

		Instead, distraught Ginny just tried to focus on the moment, her mind now hovering several feet above her body, and looking down as she reluctantly puckered her lips against Roger's smelly black dong.

		And consequently, the last thought she had before wrapping her lips around the large purple-red mushroom tip of Roger's cock, was how much she hated Bob for putting her in this awful position.

		"Ah, fuck yeah, look up at me with my cock in your mouth now," Roger groaned as her lips encircled the first few inches. "Damn. That is one sexy sight. Looks as good as I could have ever imagined. And it feels even better!"

		It was strange to feel her principal twitch in her mouth. In order to get the first few inches inside, Ginny felt like a snake that dislocated its jaw for prey. Only, the real snake around here was the big black veiny one which she found herself struggling to wrap her lips around.

		Eventually she managed a few deep-throat maneuvers, but the man's cock was always on the verge of choking her. With saliva everywhere, she spat gobs of saliva on his cock, sucked, pulled away, with thick strands of saliva from her lips to the head of his cock. Now saliva gooed down onto his balls, where she quickly lapped it up, and spat it back out, hoping that this would quicken his orgasm.

		"That's good, suck that cock, that black cock, suck your master's cock like you were born to!"

		His words haunted her, revolted her. But Ginny kept at it, knowing that there was no reason to hold back, not now, not after going this far to save her husband's future. After a while her jaw started to hurt from so much prolonged stretching and she was forced to just sit there and watch her small white fingers jerk his swollen shaft which was dripping from a thick mixture of salty pre-cum and her own mouth juices.

		Eventually Roger would become impatient and command her to put it back in her mouth. Where "it belonged."

		Ginny had her lips squeezed tightly around several inches of thick African meat when Roger stood up, one hand firmly gripping the back of her blonde head so that she couldn't back off his rod this time.

		He was face-fucking her. Her gags and coughs and panicked looks didn't stop him. He started to fuck her hot, warm mouth so that all she could do was obediently remain still and focus on not gagging as his terrible appendage pushed its way towards the back of her throat. No man had ever treated her so roughly. She wondered if she was ever going to get the taste of Roger's cock out of her mouth. Mercilessly, he was filling every inch of her mouth, pushing like a madman to get his balls against her chin. Already her lovely face was covered in saliva. Her nostrils flared rapidly to take in air. The musky smell of his crotch overwhelmed her.

		Then Roger's hips sped up.

		He was still gripping her by the head when the first thick jet shot out of his cock and hit the back of Ginny's throat. She started coughing and gagging as several more thick strands of creamy rope were emptied into her mouth. Then Roger let go of her head and looked down at her naked and defeated form. Her dainty hands were clasped over her swollen red lips and she looked uncomfortable, like she was going to be sick.

		"Swallow it!"

		She shook her head, wondering if it was possible to choke to death on cum that was as thick and viscous as Roger's.

		"Swallow slut! All my load! That goes in your belly, now!"

		A moment later he started to laugh when he saw the look of unequivocal disgust on her face as she struggled to choke down his creamy load. And afterwards he made her stick her tongue out at him to show that she'd swallowed every last drop.

		"Don't look so miserable, slut. You should be proud of yourself. You finally just sucked your first real cock. So. Now that you have a belly full of cum, we should celebrate!"

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		Afterwards Ginny was given an opportunity to clean up in the bathroom. She couldn't wait to get her hands on some mouthwash. Long after she was through fellating Roger, the musky aftertaste of his genitalia filled her mouth like nothing she'd ever experienced. She'd never felt so used and abused before. Looking at her frazzled reflection above the sink, she wondered how some people seemed so normal and respectable in public. But get them alone and they were nothing more than disgusting animals.

		There was something else.

		As for his request, Ginny was made to shave her own small runway patch of pubic hair. Roger said he liked his woman bald down there. He'd left some razors and cream on the counter. They were still in their original packaging. Ginny was sitting on the edge of the tub, her legs spread, when there was a knock on the door.

		"You okay in there, slut?"

		"Yes sir," she said, automatically. She was wielding the pink razor in one hand.

		He called through the door: "You shaved that pussy for me yet, Ginny?"

		"No sir, I'm doing that now," she said timidly.

		"You left the door unlocked like I told you, right, slut?"

		Her eyes narrowed. "Yes... sir?"

		"Let's check."

		She heard the handle jiggle tentatively before the door was flung open and Roger stood there, wearing only his slacks so that his barrel chest was displayed. He smiled when he saw her sitting on the edge of the bathtub like that, her pretty white legs still spread for the pink razor.

		"Go ahead slut, make it nice and smooth for me down there. If you're a very good girl I might even do you the honor of licking your kitty before I mount you. How does that sound?"

		Ginny wasn't sure how to respond to such a suggestion. None of this seemed like something she was remotely interested in. She was still waiting for him to leave when he gestured for her to continue the process of removing the last few strands of pubic hair. She didn't even do such a thing in front of Bob.

		Once she was shaven, showered, and her mouth was as clean as possible, Roger had her remove his trousers so that both of them were completely nude. She caught a glimpse of their bodies in the bathroom mirror. She almost gasped at the stark contrast. They were polar opposites. His darkness and masculinity and heavy muscular frame —when positioned next to her— made her seem infinitely more feminine and pale and soft. Roger's reaction was altogether different. He wasn't shocked at all. Indeed based on how quickly his oversized genitalia responded by the image, Ginny guessed that he was aroused by the sight of their naked bodies.

		In one quick motion he reached under her butt and lifted her off the ground as if she weighed no more than a ragdoll. He held her in his strong arms so that her breasts were squeezed into the solid wall of his chest. She felt his large hands resting under her buttocks, felt his hot breath against her neck. Never before had she been embraced by a man who exuded so much primal strength. It made her feel small and vulnerable.

		"Did you shave that little pussy for me like a good girl?" he asked.

		She nodded, knowing that he'd just watched her do so. "Yes sir."

		He looked her in the eyes for a long time. "You're very beautiful. I'm going to enjoy this. And you're going to enjoy this too. You may not think you will, but I can assure you that eventually you're going to crave my cock. My big cock. My big black cock. Your body was made for a real man. No more little boys for you after today. That's my promise."

		To Ginny, this sounded like utter bullshit, but there wasn't much she could do as Roger started to carry her out into the hallway, her naked legs helplessly wrapped around his muscular waist.

		There was a large king-sized bed in the room they entered next. Roger threw her down roughly. Her body went limp as he mauled and kissed her body. Then he flipped her over so that she was placed on her hands and knees. He pinned her arms behind her back, spread her ass cheeks, and started to lick her pussy lips from behind.

		At first his tongue probings caused her to flinch and shift uncomfortably. She thought how strange it was that she didn't feel this uncomfortable when she was giving him a blowjob. She thought that allowing his mouth access to her sex was weirdly more intimate to her. But after a while, the warm bath of his tongue triggered an altogether different response, causing Ginny's body to betray her, as dampness and heat flooded the lower regions of her body.

		She was indeed shocked when she heard the first moan escape her parted lips.

		Roger heard it too.

		He grinned evilly.

		He slapped her on the ass, and redoubled his efforts until the juices started to freely run down her legs. Before Ginny knew what was happening he'd flipped her on her back again, spread her legs, and dove at her freshly shaven pussy like a famished dog.

		Her whole body began to writhe with perverted pleasure. Roger's tongue was thick and hot and very skillful —able to do things to her body that no man had come close to doing before. Her eyes shut on their own accord, her pelvis started to lift off the surface of the bed, and ever so slowly, her white legs began to enclose around the large black melon of Roger's head.

		She was almost at the point of no return when Roger sat up, wiped his face with the back of his hand, and smiled down at her. "I thought you said you were a good girl. I don't think good girls have such wet little pussies. Especially for men who aren't their husbands."

		Ginny winced. She was looking up at the towering dark figure above her. Drunk on the erotic energy in the room she found Roger to not be as ugly as she'd thought him before. He was no male model, not even close, but his incredible size and strength excited a part of her that she normally didn't address. Consequently, the muscles in her buttocks clenched and relaxed with the anticipation of further sexual play. Even that veiny uncut monster between his legs didn't seem as unsavory as before. It would have been much better if Roger had been white. And better looking. And younger.

		Her beautiful eyes fluttered up at him. "Please..."

		His strong white teeth shone across his face. His hand was at the base of his cock, stroking that incredible length so that he was again rigid with lust. "Please what, slut?"

		She hated him for making her actually say it —just like she hated him for calling her a slut, and treating her like a slut, and making her do all these terrible things. "You know... sir."

		"Tell me Ginny. Tell me what a sexy little slut like you wants. What she needs."

		Ginny remained silent.

		"You want me inside your pussy?" he said.

		She looked up at him, but didn't respond.

		"What's my name?" he said, holding her ankles wide with his big black cock stretched over her pale mons. He stared down at the contrast, kept her ankles in his hands, looked at her in the eyes.

		"Sir," she admitted, wiggling beneath his raw gorilla-like strength.

		"You can do better."

		"Master," she said.

		"Say it again, slut."

		She didn't respond.

		He shot her a chilling look.

		"Master," was all she could squeak out.

		He gripped her ankles tighter. "Beg me."

		Ginny did not understand what was happening, she couldn't deny to herself that she almost wanted it too. The oral pleasure he'd given her was still driving her wild. Now her hips bucked, increasing the pressure on her sensitive nub. But she shook her head, refusing to give in to his will, even if her body would betray her.

		"You want me to make you cum, Ginny? Just beg me. Beg me for the honor of taking my big black cock," he said, rubbing his fat cockhead against her swollen lips.

		She shook her head, her eyes shut tight, refusing to give in to him. Her mind was crying out for release in a way she had never known.

		"Say it slut, ask me to fuck you, to make you cum. Your little pussy belongs to me anyway. So beg for your first big black cock, slut!"

		She knew it was a crazy thing to say, but nonetheless she found herself speaking in a voice she didn't recognize. "Please put it in. Master. I want you to put it in. Pleeeeeaaasssse put it in. Just put it in. It's okay. You're driving me crazy."

		Her confession was music to his ears. Holding both of her ankles in one hand, the large black man lined up the tip of his cock with her dew-laden sex, and started to push slowly until he'd breached the first unbelievably tight inches of her womanhood, pausing as she struggled to take such a large lover for the first time in her young life.

		"Oh my God!" she said, her body shaking, her mind a confused jumble, overloaded by feelings she'd never known.

		Her hands were now clenching the sides of the mattress she was getting fucked on. In spite of the pain, her legs instinctively wrapped around him and she seemed to be humping back against him as he pumped his tool harder and harder. Her head was now turned to the side as she stared off vacantly, vaguely aware that fluids continued to flow freely between her legs.

		When Roger managed to finally get his entire cock inside her, he grunted, wide dark nostrils flaring as he leaned down, and started sucking on each white breast, turning and twisting the erect nipples between his teeth.

		He started fucking her harder and faster. His hands went underneath her buttocks, then wrapped around her face, his shoulder smothering her with his sweaty ebony skin. From the sounds of their fucking alone, a stranger might have concluded that they were newlyweds expressing a deeply felt passion.

		"Oh Ginny, oh baby, take that big black cock the way you were made to!"

		"Ahhhhhh..... Roggggaa," was all she could dumbly moan.

		Suddenly Roger's balls began to clinch and he thrust himself all the way, paused, and started to spasm inside the beautiful woman. He held her strong, her body forced to accept his entire creamy load. After the third or fourth jet launched in her tight walls, Ginny's body spasmed too and she moaned lewdly as Roger ripped an orgasm from her body, thus breaking her will completely.

		

		

		

		Part Four

		

	
		Once Ginny had taken Roger's seed he was much nicer to her.

		At least, that's how it felt.

		For a moment or two.

		After they were through, the couple remained on the bed, their limbs entwined, their bodies covered in a sheen of sweat. Sometimes Roger would make little jokes that caused Ginny to giggle and laugh. He complimented her on how beautiful she was and how excited she made him.

		It was just before noon when they finally got up and headed towards the shower together. Ginny's knees were weak and her stomach growled with hunger. She was embarrassed when she felt some of Roger's goo start to trickle out of her womanhood. She'd been so caught up in the moment that she'd forgotten to make him wear a condom. It was too late for that now though. The aftershocks of her orgasm filled her with a giddy happiness which she hadn't felt in a very long time.

		They showered together. Now Ginny was only too happy to wash the body of her new lover. As warm water splashed down on their heads, Roger held his arms up, relishing the sight of the gorgeous woman working hard to lather up his big dark body. Her blonde hair was matted against her angelic head and her wedding ring glistened proudly as she lathered up soap and worked her way from his shoulders, down to his waist, then giggling like a school girl as she was confronted once again with the horse-like appendage that automatically filled with blood again.

		"Jesus," she muttered, "is it always like this?"

		"Sorry, sexy," he said. "But it looks like you're going to have to work your special magic again. Bend over and lean against the wall. I need to fuck you from behind now."

		Ginny rolled her pretty eyes, then turned to face against the shower wall as she felt Roger's hands grip her small waist. She liked that he wasn't calling her a slut; and that he was being nicer to her now. She preferred this version of Roger over the belittling asshole who'd had her shake her ass and call him master. Pleased, she flicked a flirtatious smile at him. "How do you ever get any work done with that monster between your legs?"

		"It's got a mind of its own, baby," he said, pushing her down further so that her ass popped and spread invitingly for him. He started to feed her a few inches of his ebony rod now that he was fully hard already. He grinned as her moans filled the entire bathroom, if not the entire house. She was much looser now, but still he had to work in order to get his tool all the way inside so that his pelvis was touching her soft buttocks.

		This time, as he came, Roger pulled Ginny's hair, and planted a big passionate kiss on her lips. Again he flooded her little snatch with his warm gooey seed. She started moaning in the most guttural way, her body craving the sensation of being filled to the brim. And she barely had enough energy to get finish washing their bodies in the steam-filled bathroom.

		"You hungry?" he asked grinning as he wrapped her body in a big fluffy towel.

		"Famished," she said, beaming up at this strong dark-skinned man. "Can I put some clothes back on now?"

		"I got a better idea," Roger said.

		For the rest of the day, Ginny's entire outfit was composed of a bright red thong and a brown leather collar which Ginny wasn't thrilled about wearing. When she complained about the humiliating clothing (or lack of) he only shot her a cold look which needed no elaboration.

		After eating, she was given a list of chores around the house that Roger expected her to accomplish before dinner. Her incredulousness must have been apparent on her expression because again Roger offered to call off their deal if she didn't want to get started immediately.

		"So much for not being an asshole," she mumbled, making sure that she was out of earshot when she did so.

		There was no use arguing, she knew that by now. While Roger sat down in front of the TV, Ginny found herself taking the list into the master bedroom which still stunk from their lovemaking. The first thing he wanted her to do was wash the sheets. Now that reality was starting to settle in, Ginny was shocked by the evidence of their earlier activities. The bed was covered with large circular wet spots that obviously came from both partners. As she ripped the covers off and tossed them onto the floor she caught a reflection of herself in the mirror —and it pained and humiliated her to see the leather collar clasped around her neck as if she was human chattel. After all, hadn't she already proved herself to this man? What else did he want her to give him?

		The housework was actually a nice distraction. After an hour or so Ginny had almost forgotten about her disgraceful circumstances. Her own home was spotless since she was a fastidious cleaner —and she brought this same enthusiasm when tackling all the things Roger wanted. Only once did he bother her. After seeing her prance around with the duster, Roger snapped his fingers, licked his thick lips, then motioned for Ginny to get between his legs. He had one hand on the back of her head when LaTonya called to ask how he was getting along.

		"Oh, I'm managing," he said, giving Ginny a big friendly wink as her green eyes watered with tears from sucking his black meat again. "By the way, do you remember where we put the dog leash? Yeah, yeah. One of the neighbors wanted to borrow it."

		The idea of being leashed filled Ginny with dread. She kept sucking Roger's cock for him as he clicked off the phone and patted the top of her bobbing head.

		"That's right, good girl, suck daddy's big black cock, get all that juice I know you love."

		This time it seemed to take forever before Roger climaxed, holding Ginny by the ears so that she was forced to take every last drop of his salty fluid. He was smiling down warmly at her as he said, rather surprisingly, "Alright, sexy. I can see you're tired. Why don't you go get those sheets out of the dryer and go curl up on the bed. You seem like you're ready for a nap. It's been a long day, huh?"

		Ginny was shocked. The thought of laying down on warm sheets filled her with glee. She was almost afraid that he was toying with her emotions. But as she climbed back to her feet, the only thing he did was loudly smack her on the back of her round ass as she tottered towards the laundry room. The smack hurt a little, stung, but that was a small price to pay for a chance to take a much needed break.

		

		

		

		Part Five

		

	
		It was some of the worst sleep she'd ever had. The tumultuous events of the day turned Ginny's dreams into long and confusing sequences of sick, demented, abusive nightmare scenarios. The longest and most memorable of these dreams had her standing on the auction blocks, completely stripped naked, while hundreds of black men and black women ogled her and bid on her like she was property to be owned. Ginny awoke with a cry, saw that Roger was standing over her, dressed in khakis and a golf shirt.

		"Time to get up now, my pet," he said sternly. "I want you to take a shower and put yourself together nicely. Hurry up. Tonight I have special plans."

		As Ginny stumbled towards the bathroom, still in a mental haze, she noted that the sun had already set so that it was very dark outside now.

		She stepped into the shower, allowing the jets of warm water to dispel her grogginess. Already the mirrors, walls, and windows were covered with steam. Snapshots of the day's activities were relentless. And Ginny had a difficult time reconciling her actions with the person she'd always known herself to be. But she had to admit that Roger was the most intense lover she'd ever had. It was not an altogether unpleasant experience. His body was so well-proportioned and masculine —especially for his age. And his voice reminded her of far-off thunder, triggering her innate desire to do as he commanded. Thinking of this, she showered and took her time in front of the bathroom mirror to make herself as presentable as possible. She was still wrapped in her towel when the door opened and Roger entered.

		"What's that?" she asked.

		"These are the clothes I want you to wear. Put them on. And come outside as soon as you're ready."

		Clothes? Ginny wasn't sure whether or not these articles of cloth could be considered actual clothing since they barely covered her body at all. The black mini-skirt was not much bigger than a belt and the matching halter top was made of a stretchy black material which only accentuated her bust. The only redeeming aspect of this outfit was that Roger had at least given her a pair of panties —a skimpy black thong. But there was no bra; and he'd left the leather collar from before. A few minutes later she came teetering out of the steamy bathroom in 3-inch high heels.

		Roger was waiting in the hallway. "Good, you look perfect. But there's something missing," he said, reaching into his pocket. A second later the dog leash was in full view. With a big shiteating grin on his face he affixed the leash to Ginny's leather collar now and said, "Ah, much better. Why are you frowning, my pet?"

		Avoiding his eyes, indeed staring down at the floor rather sourly, Ginny muttered, "Do I have to wear it?"

		"Wear what?" Roger said, feigning ignorance.

		"The leash."

		"You mean your leash?"

		She nodded.

		He gave a friendly tug, causing the device to tighten around her neck. "Come on, I can't wait to show you off."

		Before Ginny had a chance to fully comprehend the full extent of these words, she found herself being led, by leash, into the garage which had obviously been converted into some kind of man-cave: beer posters, couches, a dart board, two flat screens, and a large circular table in the middle. Sitting around the table, presently, were three other men, all African-American, who turned to gawk at the sight of the beautiful blonde woman being led by leash into their company.

		"Fellows, this is Ginny. She will be the waitress tonight for our poker game."

		There was a rumble of excitement from the men as Roger gestured for Ginny to turn around slowly so that everyone could see her from different angles. Her cheeks went up in flames from embarrassment. It was one thing to be sexualized by Roger, who she at least had a modicum of respect for. But to be paraded around on a leash in front of these other men was almost more than her poor heart could take.

		Glancing down at the ground, which seemed to recede with every passing moment, Ginny heard Roger introduce his friends, one by one, while gently tugging the thing wrapped around her neck. The introductions seemed to take forever. Then she was startled to hear him say, "And that ugly bastard over there I believe you already have the unfortunate pleasure of knowing."

		She glanced up and, for a split second, thought she might have a heart attack.

		Seated under mounted antlers, sat a black man wearing overalls and a bright yellow hat with the name of some plumbing company on the front. He smiled at her, revealing a set of teeth which nearly matched the hue of his dingy ball cap. He was older than Roger and significantly shorter. Grasping a beer in one hand, he shook with mirth now. It was Otis, one of the janitors at the school Ginny taught at.

		"Hey, Mizz McGabe, you sure do look pretty in your outfit tonight," teased old Otis, his eyes wandering over the curves of her scandalous outfit. "I never seen you look sooooo pretty before."

		Speechless, Ginny looked at Roger.

		"Don't worry, my pet, Otis knows the rules. If he tells a soul about tonight then his ass is grass!"

		"Dat's right!" said Otis, slapping his knee and laughing at the same time. "Lawdy lawdy dat's da truth!"

		The other men joined in the laughter.

		Then Roger said, "Just remember, fellows, she's mine. She's my new pet. Okay? So that means keep your dirty paws off this one."

		But during the next few hours, as the men played cards and drank more and more beers, they became bolder with their hands —often groping Ginny as she bent over the table to pick up empty bottles or bring fresh drinks to someone. The first few times one of the men grabbed her ass, or the back of her legs, Ginny looked over at Roger for protection. And though he reproached his buddies for their rudeness towards Ginny, it was clear that he didn't mind all that much. At one point Otis grabbed the leash dangling from Ginny's neck, yanked so hard that it caused her to topple over, come crashing to the ground, where the first couple of tears welled up in those big pretty eyes.

		Seeing this, Roger finally came to her aid. "Alright, that's enough of that," he said, putting his arms around her shoulders and raising her to her feet. He waited for her to pull her mini-skirt down so that her thong and ass cheeks weren't showing. Then he looked her in the eyes. "It's getting late. Are you tired?"

		She nodded, unaccustomed to being up at this hour.

		"Go ahead and clean up the kitchen," he said, "and then you are allowed to go to bed. I'll be in there shortly. I just have to finish taking everyone's money."

		There was a chorus of protest as the men watched Ginny’s scantily clad body wiggle out of the garage now. In the kitchen she made short work of the dishes and had just enough energy to remove her leash and collapse onto the bed, aware that her time in this house was almost over. Even better, Roger was still in the garage drinking. He'd been drinking all night too. If he was anything like Bob this was going to mean Ginny's role as sex slave was officially over.

		

		

		

		Part Six

		

	
		She was laying flat on her belly, in the middle of the bed, wearing just her halter top and thong panties, having shed the mini-skirt already. Her legs were spread wide. And she was dreaming about driving in a convertible with her best friend from high school. That was when he came into the room. Shut the door.

		The sound pulled her from the lovely dream.

		In her sleepy mental state, she barely registered his weight as he climbed on top of the bed with her. She tried to scoot over to one side, but she was so tired and the bed was large enough to accommodate several people. Then she felt his hands on her mostly naked ass, massaging the meatiest part of her backside, where the dimples were. He slapped one of her cheeks, then the other.

		"Mmm, you done with your game?" she groaned. "Your friends gone?"

		She heard him grunt a yes as his big strong coarse hands began to roam over her naked body in the dark. She didn't recall his fingers being so calloused, but she figured that her fatigue was causing her to feel extra sensitive. Suddenly his fingers reached between her legs, gently stroking the thin fabric over her pussy lips before delving into her moist folds which almost instantly opened up like a flower, granting his rough touch entry. Instinctively she raised up, spreading herself for him. Within seconds she was warm and wet down there, not only ready to accept her new lover, but desperately needing him inside her.

		"Gawdayum," he said in a hoarse whisper. "Pussy awredy soaked!"

		"I'm so tired, but you can fuck me," she said in her half-asleep state.

		He slapped her ass again, this time quite hard.

		She groaned and squeezed her eyes shut. Then she hastily raised her haunches even higher as she felt him position himself behind her. His hands were on her hips. He pulled her back. She could tell that he was excited to be fucking her again. Their bodies were moving almost automatically now, as if they were dancers rehearsing the same routine already practiced thousands of times. Biting the pillow between her teeth, she finally felt something big and hard pressed against the crevice of her butt cheeks.

		"Ohhh-yyyesss-babbbby," she moaned lustily. "I need that thing inside me. Now!"

		He didn't remove her thong, just pulled the back to one side. As if she was a whore. His whore.

		Then she let go of the pillow and bit the inside of her cheek just as the huge helmet of his cockhead nestled into her warm and inviting bud. That black cock had a magical power over her, making her feel things she'd never experienced. Ginny was already in a state of utter bliss. A day ago and this sort of size would have simply torn her in half. But now her canal had been reshaped, resized, and she utterly craved the sensation of being so fulfilled, craved the pressure against her walls.

		His grip on her waist now was vise-like. He pushed inside her. Paused.

		"Fuck me, baby. Cum in my pussy again. I want it, I need that beautiful black cock inside me!" She arched her back and started to slowly rock back onto his hard cock.

		"Dayum! Gawdayum!" he moaned in a slightly weird voice.

		He started feeding her velvety walls more and more of his African monster, stretching her out again, causing the pink elastic band of her womanhood to become tight around the ebony rod.

		"Oh yeah baby, like that!"

		He was fucking her from behind now —his big hands tightly grasping her hips in an effort to control the backward thrust of her pelvis as if she were a wild animal that needed to be tamed.

		"Fuck your slut!" moaned Ginny. "Fuck your white slut with that big black Negro cock!"

		She felt him start to twitch inside her, but instead of blowing his load right away, he violently flipped her over on her back, spread her legs, and once again sunk his meaty black weapon deep into her warm cunt.

		Ginny could only see blackness now as he pressed his shoulder into her face, holding her down while his hips continued to buck like a piston, driving his cock deeper and deeper inside her, over and over again, so that now both of their bodies were already covered in a light sheen of sweat. Ginny reached for her lover, dug her nails into his black flesh, thinking how much less substantial he felt in her tired state.

		"Oh fuck me, fuck your little white slut, I need it, I need a real man between my legs," she cried, knowing that he loved hearing these kinds of words out of her mouth.

		In the dark, his lips found hers and she could taste the beer and stale cigarette smoke on his tongue. He pounded himself back inside her angrily. Her eyes shot open and saw his eyes, which were only an inch or two away. He blinked down at her. Her expression changed —changed completely.

		That was when the lights were turned on, flooding the room with cruel light.

		"What the fuck!?!"

		They were still staring at each other.

		Ginny's mind was overwhelmed with bizarre, confusing, and intense sensations as she felt his cock push deep inside her once more for the umpteenth time. She barely sensed that there were figures moving in the background. She thought she heard them laughing, and one of them saying something about miracles coming true. Her eyes blinked again. His dark cruel eyes blinked back at her. And just then Ginny realized the terrible truth...

		The man on top of her was not her Roger!

		He pounded her pussy one more time and yelled out, "I cumming, I cumming in this good white pussy. This slut is really milking my balls now! Cum, cum for me slut!"

		Two things happened: first she felt a surge of outrage in her chest; an instant later, it turned warm and went dribbling down into her aching sex, as she understood, as she always did an instant after her outrage, that she no longer got to decide who fucked her pussy now that she was Roger's property.

		Old Otis, the trusty black janitor, was in heaven. He leaned back, grabbed Ginny's milky white legs, held them on the back of the knees as he started to flood her canal with his blasts of fiery cum.

		Still horrified and repulsed by the ugliness of the janitor's appearance, by then it was too late for poor Ginny. She was at the point of no return. Another hot wave went through her body. And as Otis’ initial stream struck and softened her Cervix, Ginny felt her clit swelling, almost bursting, and then there was a great explosion in her abdomen, and she obediently spread her legs wider to accept the bounty of the old black man's jizz as she rocked herself to her own thunderous orgasm.

		Otis slammed himself back inside her several more times, his eyes hungrily staring down at her, then let go of her legs, and collapsed onto her chest, chasing her mouth until she finally granted him one last passionate kiss as milky white fluids leaked from her battered pink snatch.

		Roger was laughing in a way that suggested he did and didn't care at the same time. "Otis goddamn you man! What the fuck? I invite you to my house and this is how you repay? You repay me by fucking my slut?"

		"Sorry Roger," said old Otis, grinning happily, not apologetically as he got up and pulled his pants back on while Ginny stayed put on the bed, too afraid to budge an inch now. The gap between her legs made a windy sound before a thick rivulet of the old black man's milky goo trailed down, obscuring her asshole now. The pleasure of her orgasm was just enough to take the edge of her intense mortification.

		Otis pleaded, "That bitch came onto me. You know how these sluts are. Their little pussies get a whiff of black cock and they can't help themselves."

		All the men enjoyed a laugh together, Roger's voice by far the deepest and loudest. Then he said, "Yeah, man, I fucking know."

		Eventually when the men left, stumbling towards their cars, Roger had Ginny shower and clean herself in preparation for their lovemaking. The alcohol seemed to have no effect on him. If anything, he was gentle and kind, caressing her sensitive skin as he stroked his big thick rod in and out until finally shooting another load deep into her womb. Afterwards he kept his tool buried inside her, as if to stop the fluid from leaking out. She kissed him.

		"Listen, Ginny, you only have a few more hours before you can leave," he said, still laying on top of her. "I've decided that you've fulfilled your end of the bargain. Nobody will find out about Bob's disgusting actions. I will make sure of that. Just like I will make sure that Otis doesn't let a soul know about what happened tonight. You have my word. You're a sweet girl. And I don't want to upset you. Which is why I'm also going to let you leave now."

		He pulled his cock out of her pussy as he said these words.

		Ginny felt a sudden emptiness between her legs, causing a strange sense of sadness to wash through her body. She automatically wrapped her pale legs around his dark body, pulling him back into her. Their eyes met. "But what if I don't want to go? What if I want to stay another day?" she asked, raising her head until their lips collided and their tongues swirled in the delicious juices of their mouths.

		

		THE END
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